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LIFE  OF  CRAhBE. 


GeosQE  Crabbe  was  born  at  Al<il>oronpli,  a  small  somI 
towTi  in  Sufiblk,  on  the  24tli  of  December,  1754.  Hii 
ftiniily  was  obscure,  but  in  conifetciit  circumstance*— 
the  result  of  iiidustn,-  and  api.licMtu.i.,  fliifi  of  aji  apLUMI 
for  business,  which  apjx'nrs  to  have  ili:iractcrize(l  the  nice 
in  general.  The  grandlather  ot  the  I'oet.  who,  a< 
far  as  any  genealogical  record  has  defertnined,  wa« 
the  founder  of  the  race,  was  at  one  time  encaped 
in  the  ser^•ice  of  the  Government  in  tie  department  of 
the  Customs.  The  majority  of  tlie  Toets  brothers  em- 
barked in  a  seafarinp;  career — in  every  case  with  success, 
but,  nevertlieless,  with  somewhat  untuw.rd  is.siie.  The 
Poet  himself,  who  was  the  eldest  of  l:is  generation, 
had,  oddly  enough  for  tiie  son  of  a  man  who  could 
barely  read,  or  who  had  only  been  |.;irtly  self-educated, 
a  preference  for  learning  rather  than  for  physical  em- 
ployments, especially  such  as  c<)M>t-ci  uising.  At  a  very 
early  age  George  Crabbe  wa.->  accuruingly  de^i'Mtrhed  to 
fcchool,  at  a  place  called  Bungay,  in  order  that  this  lit<*- 
ran,'  predisposition,  wliich  the  father  iiad  not  failed  tf> 
observe,  might  have  a  fair  opportunity  ol  being  developed ; 
where,  however,  it  was  very  nearly  smothered  by  the 
exemplary  method  of  punishment  reserved  by  the  illus- 
trious pedagogue  of  the  Bungay  '•  Lstabli.-hmeut  for 
Young  Gentlemen,"  From  this  wadeniy  young  Crabbe 
was  removed  to  one  of  greater  pretensions,  when  about 
twelve  years  old:  and  under  his  second  tutor,  he  certainly 
tl>pe;u-s  lo  have  acqtiired  considerable  attainment. 

The  natxiral  bent  which  constituted  a  poetical  turn  o* 
Diind,  with  his  lively  susceptibility,  tenderness  of  heart, 
simplicity  of  thought,  and  correctness  of  ear.  soon  as- 
sumed the  trammels  with  the  music  of  verse,  and  he  hafi 
already  perpetrated  many  a  doggrel  distich,  and  even 
many  a  creditable  effusion.  But  the  object  of  his  enrol- 
ment in  the  second  academy  was  more  especially  to 
qualify  him  for  medical  honours.  It  had  been  determined 
to  bring  him  up  as  a  surgeon,  and,  accordingly,  apoQ 
leaving  this  school,  he  was  bound  in  apprenticeship  to  • 
countrj"  practitioner.  But  this  was  not  eflected  without 
the  lap»<  of  one  of  those  indcfini'e,  intleteraiifRte  intervklf 
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ot' idleness,  or  of  favourite  pursuit,  which  o.ten  fceire  ic 
stamp  and  consolidate  the  character  for  good  or  for  evil, 
and  to  determine  the  subsequent  career;  and  it  is  not 
unlikely  that  mary  of  the  minor  pieces  which  have  been 
bequeathdd  to  the  world  as  emanating  from  the  pen  of 
Crahhe,  may  be  attributed  to  this  inter^•al,  notwith- 
Btanding  the  obnoxious  warehouse  occupations  in  which 
his  father  em[)loyed  him  from  time  to  time,  until,  in  ITf'S 
(that  is,  wher.  14  years  old),  he  was  duly  apprenticed  to 
a  surgeon  at  an  insignificant  village  nesir  lUiry  bt.  Ed- 
mund's. The  sense  of  desolation  which  seems  to  have 
accompanied  him  when  removed  from  home  is  a  circum- 
stance which  serves  to  illustrate  the  homely,  domesticated 
gentle  tenor  of  his  character.  Notwithstandini;  the  agree- 
ment which  had  been  entered  into  with  the  surgeon  whc 
'.vas  ("!rul)be's  6rst  professional  master, — inasmuch  as  the 
young  Poet  was  rather  employed  as  a  species  of  errand- 
boy  and  servant  of  all  work  than  as  a  medical  student; 
and  as  no  indenture  had  regiilarlj-  and  efiectuaily  Louiid 
him  to  this  msistcr, — lie  was,  three  years  later,  removed  to 
the  care  of  a  surgeon  at  Woodbridge,  to  comjilcte  his 
articles:  and  it  was  during  this  |iortion  of  his  medical 
apprenticeship  that  he  contracted  an  intimate  acquain- 
tance with  Miss  i?arah  Klmy,  a  young  lady  of  a  similarly 
literarj'  turn  of  mind.  'Jliis  acquaintance,  which  soi.p 
assumed  the  njost  tender  character,  gave  a  new  impnl-e 
to  his  versifying  predilection.  To  this  period  may  he 
traced  the  multitude  of  pieces  addressed  to  "  Mira";  and 
it  was  about  the  same  time  that  he  went  so  far  as  to 
venture  upon  the  }>ublication  of  his  first  printed  poem, 
viz.  "  Inebriety,"  which  was  produced  at  Ipswich. 

Hitherto,  however,  we  have  only  had  occasion  to  nien- 
tion  Cr.ibbe  in  the  hall-imaginan- — visionary — clouily — 
bitter-sweet  period  of  boyhood;  and  the  real  life  of 
his  career,  with  its  cares,  chiigrins,  cros.*es,  vexations, 
disappointments,  energies,  &c.,  may  be  dated  from  abou» 
177.5,  when  he  had  completed  his  twentieth  year,  and 
when  he  also  completed  his  apprenticeship.  It  was  then 
that  he  returned  to  Aldborough,  in  the  hope  that  his 
father  would  be  able  and  willing  to  despatch  him  to  the 
metropolis,  there  to  complete  his  professional  courst-u 
But  the  elder  Crabbe  had  not  means  to  devote  to  sucii  a 
purpose,  and,  however  reluctantly,  was  compelled  to  find 
work  in  the  warehouse  for  his  son,  to  the  infinite  di^ist 
of  the  now  refined  and  delicate  George.  The  consequence 
was,  that  tl.e  I'oet  resolved  to  thng  himself  upon  tli« 
world,  and  to  trust  to  his  individual  resources.  By  some 
oicaus   he   gathered    funds    wherewith    to    proceed    to 
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London,  with  the  object  of  further  pursuing  the  «,ucly  o( 
medicine;  and,  nfter  a  sojourn  of  from  six  to  eight  motiths. 
in  which  hjs  scanty  means  were  completely  exhausted, 
he  returned  to  AMi)orough  with  no  very  brij^ht  prospects 
and  anticipations,  but  shortly  contrired  to  secure  a  very 
unea.sy  situation  as  assistant  to  a  Mr.  Miifrkill.  a  sur<;con 
and  apothecary  of  that  town.  Maskili  sliortly  afterwards 
left  Aldhorou^h.  however,  to  estahli>li  himself  elsewhere, 
and  jxior  Crabbe  was  then  driven  to  attempt  the  estab- 
lishment o!'  a  hu.siness  of  his  own.  The  study  of  botany, 
which  had  become  with  him  the  favourite  sister-sport  of 
poesy,  now  turned  to  his  disiuivautage,  when  it  should, 
in  reason,  have  been  most  useful;  and  his  predilection 
for  rambles  in  the  world  of  iinat,'ination,  conjured  beli»re 
a  iieated  fsuicy,  and  encouraged  by  the  latent  Hume  of 
passion  which  impelled  hiui  in  his  hopeless  pursuit  of 
independence,  was  no  less  injurious  to  the  prospects  of 
the  professional  man.  He  had,  moreover,  to  overcome 
the  established  considenition  of  a  very  skilful  competitor 
without  having  either  accurate  medical  knowledge,  skill, 
or  confidence,  to  recommend  him:  and  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  winters  ol'  1778  and  1789,  when  two  militia 
regiments  were  successively  quartered  at  Aldborough, 
during  which  time  he  majiaged  to  secure  some  practice 
his  first  independent  professional  career  at  Aldborougl 
may  be  said  to  have  been  a  complete  failure. 

The  recii)rocal  kindness  and  tenderne.ss  which  suS 
sisted  betw-een  Crabbe  and  Sarah  Klmy  was,  however 
always  present  to  lend  buoyancy  and  bright  hoj*  when 
his  spirits  failed.  On  the  one  hand  she  was  received 
and  kindly  entertained  by  his  father  and  mother,  and 
she— his  own  .^arah — was  by  his  bed-side,  to  tend  and 
nurse  him  during  the  whole  cour.<e  of  a  d:ingerous  illness 
which  attacked  him.  The  little  attention  or  prai>e 
received  by  his  first  published  poem  had  for  some 
time  damped  his  poetic  ardour,  hut  circumsuinces  of 
peculiixr  tenderness,  as  the  mortification  wore  oU,  re- 
vived the  latent  flame;  and,  as  he  gradually  seceded 
fiom  his  distasteful  profession  of  medicine,  study,  and 
classical  study  in  particular,  bcc:mie  more  exclusively 
his  occupation. 

But  there  was  a  deep  and  growing  uneasiness  in  liig 
mind  at  the  humiliating  and  dependent  position  in  which 
his  circumstances  retained  him ;  and  there  was  also  an 
elevated  consciousness  of  superior  capacity,  which  urged 
him  on  to  some  serious  venture;  and  thus  it  was  that,  in 
the  close  of  the  year  1779,  notwithstanding  his  father's 
remoastrances,  he  resolved  to  hazard  a  literary  life  in  the 
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metropolis,  and  to  trust  to  his  Uilents  alone  for  tutare 
liveliliood,  and  as  the  only  prospect  of  constructing  fot 
liiinscif  a  moderate  fortune,  such  as  would,  enable  him 
to  marry  and  settle  in  life  with  some  prot-pect  of  compe- 
tCQcy.  But  in  this  project,  af^ain.  he  aj)peared  likely  to 
bo  foiled,  for  his  friends  could  not  muster  enough  to 
squip  and  despatch  him;  and  in  this  dilemma  he  actually 
wrote  tc  Mr.  Dudley  North, — whose  connexion  with  Aid- 
borough  consisted  in  the  fact  that  his  brotiier  was  at  that 
time  a  candidate  for  the  representation  of  the  Borough, — 
to  request  a  temporary  loan.  The  request  was  so  ex- 
traordinary, and  was  made  with  so  much  reason  and 
modesty,  that  Mr.  North's  subsequent  account  of  the 
transaction  is,  that  he  assented  without  "  a  second 
Jhouglit."  It  is  Certain  tliat  he  promptly  remitted  five 
|i()Uii(Js,  a  sum  of  some  consequence  in  those  days,  and 
that,  after  discharging  a  few  small  claims,  and  making  a 
lew  provisions,  (.'rabbe  embarked  in  a  coasting  vessel  for 
London,  with  about  three  pounds  and  some  wearing  api)a- 
rel  ;is  his  sole  patrimony;  and  with  a  selection  of  hist 
desultory  productions  in  MS.  as  his  only  credentials. 

There  wjis,  however,  one  consolatory  circumstance 
which  was  destined  to  relieve  the  intense  desolation  of 
liis  position.  Mrs.  Burcliam,  the  wife  of  a  linen-draper 
in  Cornhill,  had  been  the  early  a.ssociate  and  intimate 
fiicnd  of  Miss  KImy,  and  her  house  was  thrown  open  to 
him  whenever  he  was  willing  to  avail  himself  of  its  hos- 
pitality. Wherefore,  having  taken  lodgings  close  to  the 
Kxcliango,  as  was  the  custom  of  the  time,  he  resorted  to  a 
ncighbouringtavern,  the  meeting-place  ofseveral  toiling  but 
e(iu;illy  poor  men  of  talent,  where  lie  bcciime  acquainted 
with  Bonnyca.stlo  of  mathematical  fame. and  with  Mr.  Bar- 
row, whose  subsequent  services  in  the  employment  of  the 
Ea>t  India  Compsiny  established  a  merited  reputation. 

With  the  conversation  of  such  acquaintances,  and 
occasional  country  rambles,  diversified  with  botanical  or 
entomological  researches,  or  devoted  to  classical  study, 
and  with  the  more  regular  record  of  his  thoughts  in  verse, 
he  v/biled  away  his  time,  until,  in  1780,  he  published  liif 
poem  called  the  "  Candidate";  but,  unfortunately,  the 
poem  did  not  make  umch  way,  and  the  failure  of  the 
publisher,  Mr.  Payne  of  I'all  Mall,  completed  the  disa.«ter 
and  left  poor  Crabbe  penniless,  to  make  fruitless  appli- 
cations for  relief  to  Lord  North  and  Lord  Slulbourne  in 
fiUccession,  and  afterwards  also  to  the  Lord  Chancellor 
Thurlow,  with  no  better  success.  From  those  repulsei 
ke  would  return  for  consolation  to  thejoiiriinl  of  l.i>own 
doings,  tendefiy  dedicated  to  Sarali  Ehny,  under  llm  6o- 
titious  nnne  of"  Miia." 
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In  1781,  however,  in  the  extremity  of  distress,  aoa  o 
rhe  point  of  being  immured  in  a  debtors  priso.i,  poor 
Crabbe  made  one  more  vigorous  effort,  wliich,  like  tliat 
f  iJruce,  resulted  in  success.  He  aftplied  in  a  long, 
'couching,  sensible  and  deprecatory  letter  to  Edn^und 
Hurke,  the  hero  of  all  that  was  generous,  lofty  and  clas- 
sical:  and,  perhaps  to  his  own  surprise  that  sogieat  a 
man  should  have  had  leisure  to  consider  his  i)etition,  he 
was  immediately  taken  by  the  hand, —  rescued  from 
misery, — became  the  inmate  of  BeaconsMehl  ^Burke'g 
favourite  country  residence  and  fanu),  ai»a  the  ailmired 
associate  of  Burke,  Charles  .1  Fox,  Sir  Jot<hiia  Ilcynoids. 
ind  many  of  the  most  iiiostrious  literary  men  of  the  day 
Crabbe  liad  alrea<iy  a  desire  to  take  holy  onleis,  t<, 
which  also  Burke  seemed  to  consider  him  peculiarly  well 
adapted;  and  by  dint  of  exerting  his  own  inlluence,  com- 
bined with  that  of  Mr.  Long  ami  Mr.  North,  the  Bishop 
){  Norwich,  Dr.  Yongc,  was  induced  to  overlook  the  lack 
of  regular  academical  courses  The  circle  in  which 
Burke  moved  was  now  as  mueli  that  of  Crabbe  also. 
At  the  house  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  our  I'oet  met  with 
Dr.  Johnson,  upon  whom  tlie  pure,  nervous,  undecorated 
tenor  of  his  writings  made  much  iinpres.sion.  Crabl)e 
wiLs  also  the  especial  favourite  of  Mrs.  Burke  and  her 
niece,  and  as  the  winter  season  and  town  residence  re- 
turned, the  Poet  took  adjacent  lodgings,  and  formed  one 
of  the  family  party  at  table.  The  j)ublic:ition  of  "  'I'ho 
Library"  now  esUiblished  Crabbe's  rei)Utation,  and  his 
iutluential  friends  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost  to 
jiromote  its  sale. 

On  the  2lst  of  December,  1781,  however,  after  having 
submitted  to  an  examination,  in  which  he  iicquitted  him- 
jch'  with  honour,  Cnibbe  was  duly  ordained  by  the  Bibhop 
of  Norwich,  and  licensed  sis  Curate  to  the  Rector  of  the 
Parish  Church  of  Aldborough  (Mr.  Beimett  )  A  circum- 
stance which  for  a  time  removed  him  from  the  circle  of 
his  emineut  patrons  and  friends  to  the  less  gorgeous,  but 
more  sweet  and  pleasing  scenes  of  his  home,  his  yoatli, 
his  patrimony,  and  his  love.  How  pure,  how  gratifying, 
how  noble,  must  have  been  the  sentiments  of  conscious, 
successful  and  consecrated  rectitude  to  the  CLice  poor, 
abandoned,  profitless  exile,  on  first  re  -antering  the  home, 
the  haunts,  and  the  threshold  which  had  last  seen  him 
»o,  as  an  honoured  and  honourable  man  J  Whaf  must 
have  been  the  tender,  gentle  and  silent,  but  proud 
appreciation  and  gratification  of  his  true  friends  and 
of  Miss  Elmy  in  particular!  But  there  was  one  bittei 
draught   to  alloy  so  much   sweetness;   his    aotber,— ■ 
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the  tender,  loving,  doating  mother, — wliom  be  Ijtd  left 
already  a  prey  to  care  and  disease,  was  new  no  more! 
At  lesust  there  was  not  her  bright,  exulting  and  coin- 
mending  gliinco  to  greet  him. 

Very  shortly  alter  his  appointment  to  tiie  Curacy  of 
AJdborough  (in  1782),  George  Cnibbe  w.in  agnin  sum- 
moned from  homo  by  a  flattering  letter  from  Burke,  in 
which  tiiis  constant  patron  inlijrined  the  young  Clergy- 
man and  Poet,  that  he  had  secured  for  iiim  the  private 
Ciiaplaincy  to  the  Duke  of  Rutland,  and  that  that  noble- 
man was  prepared  to  receive  and  install  him  in  his  new 
office  at  Belvoir  Castle.  It  must  be  admitted,  however, 
tiiat  notwithstanding  the  distinguished  patronage  and 
the  hopes  of  preferment  whicii  he  enjoyed,  and  notwitli- 
standing  moreover,  the  kind  consideration  and  ramiliai 
partiality  which  the  Duke  manifested  towards  him.  tiie 
reserve,  ceremony,  and  all  tiie  trammels  of  a  noble  es- 
t'lblishment,  were  little  in  accordance  witii  the  retiring 
"iiclinations  and  simple  habits  of  the  new  Chaphiin.  It 
w.aa  here,  however,  tiiat  lie  made  t!ie  acquaintance  of 
many  men  of  intlueuce  and  euiinence,  with  whom  he 
ever  ingratiated  hiniself  by  liis  simplicity  and  guixlness 
of  heart,  and  by  his  unassuming  demeanour.  Amongst 
Biich  personages  may  be  mentioneil  in  particular,  the 
Diike  of  Queensberry.  the  Bishop  of  Llandall  (Dr.  Wat- 
»4in).  Dr.  (ilynn,  the  Marquis  of  Lothian,  &c. 

It  w.as  quite  at  the  close  of  tlie  year  1782,  or  rather  at 
the  beginning  of  1783,  when  tlie  family  of  the  Duke  ol 
Rutland  proceeded  to  London  for  the  parliamentary 
season,  that  "  Tlic  Village"  was  completed, — the  MS.  of 
which  was  first  entrusted  to  Dr.  .lolm-oii  for  perusal  an. I 
.•evision,  being  afterwards  published  in  the  month  of  May 
of  the  latter  year,  and  which  at  last  rewarded  hii  toil, 
by  securing  a  really  popular  reputation. 

The  ne.xt  incidents  which  characteri'^ed  his  life,  were 
his  entry  on  the  boards  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
by  the  intercession  of  Dr.  Watson,  to  graduate  without 
residence;  an  invitation  from  Lord  Thurlr)W,  at  wiiosc 
entertainment  he  received  the  livings  of  Evorshot  and 
Frcme  St.  Quintin,  (both  small),  in  Dorsetshire:  and  I:.* 
consequent  application  for  the  honorary  degree  of  Bache- 
lor of  Laws,  from  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  who 
readil}'  coiift-rred  the  honour  and  thereby  qualitied  liim 
at  once  for  his  benefices. 

The  Duke  of  Rutland  being  nominated  as  Lord-Lieu- 
tenant of  Ireland  at  the  close  of  the  year  1783,  and 
Crabbe  being  little  qtialitied  to  a-ssume  any  high  ecclesi. 
astic&l  dignity,  or  bein^  disinclined  to  remove  to  too  great 
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%  distance  from  Miss  Elrny,  or.  coiisi-qiieiitly,  to  fol.owhii 
noble  patron  to  Ireland,  tlie  Cliaplaincy  now  ceased,  witli 
every  ])roniise  of  preferment  from  the  Duke,  as  soou  as 
any  worthy  living  in  his  gift  slioula  fall  vacant. 

His  means  were  now  adecjimte  to  sustain  a  fannly  in 
comfort,  and  therefore  the  great  era  which  liad  lircn  the 
beacon  in  all  his  snlferiiigs  and  difticnltiei-  siione  lui-hdy 
U]on  him,  in  the  early  expectation  of  consumninting  all 
his  ho[)es  of  donie.-tic  lia|>|jiness.  It  waf  in  Deceiulier, 
1783,  that  the  Kiariiage  of  George  Crabbe  to  Sarah  Ehny 
was  duly  solemnised  at  Heccles:  and  it  was  nut  lorg 
before  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Crahbe  availed  themselves  of  the 
Duke  of  Rutland's  kind  invitation  to  reside  at  ilelvoir 
during  his  absence,  and  until  they  had  some  Kxed  abode. 
It  was  at  lielvoir  that  the  Hrst  (a  still-born)  child  was 
delivered;  and  soon  after  this  occurrence,  they  removed 
to  the  Vicarage  of  Strathern,  near  ISelvoir,  where  Cniblic 
had  undertaken  to  ofliciate  as  Curate,  and  where  another 
child  (who  survive<l)  was  born  in  1785,  and  ani.tln'r 
again  in  1787,  and  a  ilaiighter  (who  did  not  survive 
many  months)  again  in  1789. 

During  this  period  we  tind  Cnibbe  once  more  apiM-arin:" 
amongst  the  literary  men  of  bis  day,  at  least  by  his  pub- 
lications, however  secluded,  domesticated  and  private 
might  have  been  liis  social  life.  It  Wiis  in  1785  that  lie 
published  "The  News|ia[)er,"  which,  like  "The  Library," 
was  received  with  considerable  approbation  in  literary 
circl<?s.  In  the  meanwhile,  liis  chief  literary  productimis 
had  consisted  of  contributions  to  nuigazines.  After  this 
period,  however,  he  totally  secluded  himself  from  iho 
world,  and  confined  his  whole  attention  to  his  fanjilv  and 
to  his  cures,  until  the  appearance  of  the  "  Parish  Register" 
in  1806,  revived  the  recollection  of  him  as  a  foruier  can- 
didate for  literary  laurels. 

As  it  may  not  be  superfluous  to  touch  njion  the  sali'iit 
points  of  the  private  history  of  our  author,  during  the 
retirement  of  his  domesticated  career,  we  may  mention 
amongst  other  incidents,  that  in  1792  lie  returned  with 
his  wife  and  family  into  Suflolk,  to  re-%'isit  Parhani, — the 
former  scene  of  his  courtship, — and  the  home  ol  his  earlier 
days.  But  he  indeed  found  I'arham  .sadly  altered.  Mr. 
Tovell,  his  tbrmer  rough,  but  hearty  and  con8id<Tate 
friend,  had  expired;  and  he  wa.s  succeeded  by  Mrs. 
Cnibbo's  mother  and  a  maidenly  sister,  with  no  hope  oi 
iidieritors;  so  that  by  the  latter  Crabbo  and  his  wilie  were 
looked  upon  as  interlopers,  for  the  simple  reason  that 
they  wen  the  next  nearest  relations  of  the  late  proprietoi 
}f  a  hauocme  estate,  which  this  'uaitlen  aunt  could  oiilj 
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enjoy  for  her  own  natural  life,  and  tlien  only  in  pait.ci* 
p;ition  with  the  mother  in  law  and  grandmother  of  the 
heirs  presumptive. 

During  Crabbe's  residence  at  Parham,  his  chief  luigh- 
boiir  and  one  of  his  best  friends  was  Mr.  Dudley  North, 
at  whose  house  he  was  frequently  entertained  in  common 
with  many  of  the  most  illustrious  men  of  the  day,  and 
by  whom  he  was  treated  with  very  marked  consideration. 
About  this  time  also  he  undertook  to  officiate  as  Curate 
at  Great  Glemham  and  at  Sweffling;  and  in  the  early 
part  of  the  Spring  of  1796,  the  Poet  ha<l  to  deplore  t!ie 
loss  of  one  of  his  children  (viz.  his  third  son)  to  all  o( 
whom  he  was  most  dearly  attached.  A  negotiation  set 
on  foot  with  Mr.  Ilatchard  the  publisher,  in  1799,  for  the 
production  of  a  number  of  Poetical  'J'ales,  was  thrown 
aside  at  the  instance  of  Crabbe's  judicious  friend  and 
ailviser  Mr.  Richard  Turner,  the  Hector  of  Sweffling. 
In  1801  Crabbe  remored  with  his  family  to  Glemham, 
and  in  the  Summer  of  1802  he  re-visited  Muston,  for  the 
la.«t  time.  The  residence  at  Mu.-iton  renewed  the  old 
as.sociations,  and  revived  the  shuiiberiiig  activity  of  the 
Poet's  fancy  and  pen;  and  the  publication  of  the  "  Parish 
Itegister"  re-opened  a  kind  of  public  correspondcm-e 
with  many  eminent  writers,  among^t  whom  \va.s  Mi 
Scott,  afterwards  Sir  Walter  Scott. 

His  induction  as  Minister  of  Trowbridge  on  the  3rd  ol 
June,  1814,  led  to  a  new  change  of  residence  Tlie 
presentation  of  this  living  was  the  fulfilment  of  the  hu-i 
promise  iuade  by  his  great  patron,  the  pre\'ious  Duke  of 
P..tland,  executed  in  just  observance  of  the  former  noble- 
man's word.  Crabbe's  latent  f)oetical  inclination  seems  to 
have  been  revived,  as  well  indeed  as  his  predilection  for 
tlie  natuml  sciences.  At  this  period  he  especially  de 
voted  himself  to  the  investigation  of  fossils. 

In  1817  and  1818,  the  Poet  devoted  his  whole  at 
lention  to  the  progress  of  the  last  work  of  any  conso- 
qucnce  which  la-  bequeathed  to  the  world,  namely  the 
"  Tales  of  the  Hall,"  which  was  accordingly  jiublished  bv 
Murray  in  1819,  after  the  publisher  had  giwn  £3,000 
for  the  coj)yiiglit  of  all  of  Mr.  Crabbe's  Works  then  in 
circulation.  During  the  latter  perio«ls  of  his  literary 
labours,  Crabbe  is  described  as  having  Iwcome  less  easily 
abstracted,  and  consequently  compelled  to  devote  the 
tranquil  hours  of  night  to  his  toil,  and  to  have  become 
less  precise  in  his  personal  cleanliness,  a  merit  which  bad 
hitherto  remarkably  distinguished  him.  He  appears  alM 
io  have  resorted  to  very  copious  snuff  taking,  to  stimolate 
his  less  active  facultius.  :uid  hiitorlv  he  seems  to  have  been 
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B  prey  to  acute  nervous  suffering,  probably  induced  by 
diuiiuislied  rest  and  strained  application  Aiter  the  publi- 
cation ot  the  "  Tales  of  the  Hall,"  we  have  little  further 
occasion  to  notice  the  works  of  Crabbe;  his  advanced 
age  had  by  this  time  rendered  him  still  less  capable  oi 
toil,  and  as  years  began  to  weigh  upon  his  constitution, 
we  may  recognise  the  Poet  rather  as  a  veteran,  honoured 
f()r  good  deeds  past,  respected  for  the  purity  of  h'"  cha- 
racter, admired  for  the  lofty  independance,  scrupulcrj 
morality,  and  Christian  benevolence  of  his  principles,  and 
courted,  perhaps,  as  much  because  he  had  been  the  asso- 
ciate of  great  men,  and  could  convey  anecdotes  of  illus- 
trious personages,  and  would  seem  to  honour  a  drawing- 
room  by  representing  the  illustrious  there,  as  for  the  very 
decided  and  distinctive  merit  of  his  works.  We  may 
meet  with  him  as  the  acquaintance,  companion,  or  friend 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Lockhart,  .Jeffrey,  Leslie,  Bowles, 
Moore,  and  of  niany  noblemen  recognised  as  the  patrons 
of  letters;  and  we  may  pursue  him,  rather  on  excursions  of 
pleiusure,  or  in  quest  of  liealtli,  than  as  heretofore, — and  in 
his  early  days — on  fortune-hunting  adventures,  or  in  the 
research  of  nature,  art  and  learning. 

Such  continued  to  be  the  habits  and  occupations  of 
Crabbe  until  the  close  of  the  year  1831  and  the  opening 
of  1832,  when  his  health,  already  failing,  was  precipitately 
broken  by  a  severe  cold,  dated  about  the  26th  of  January. 
The  illness  which  followeii  was  too  severe  to  be  of  long 
duration,  especially  witli  a  man  of  such  advanced  age; 
and  early  in  the  morning  on  the  3rd  of  February,  he 
breathed  liis  last,  after  a  calm,  resigned  and  placid  interval. 

It  is  rare  that  any  m:ui  '•  is  a  projihet  in  his  own 
country ;"  and  it  is  still  more  rare  that  a  rustic  population 
can  appreciate  the  nierits  of  a  man  like  Crabbe,  whose 
talents  and  acquirements  were  rather  of  the  classical  thar 
of  the  po]>ular  order.  But  it  must  be  recollected  thai 
there  aie  humbler  virtues  and  high  Christian  >)tialiHcation8 
which  win  the  heart,  where  genius  fails  to  strike  the  in- 
telligence; and  it  is  certainly  amongst  the  purest  tribute* 
to  tlie  gfMxl  qualities  of  Crabbe,  that  his  parishionen 
were  the  first  to  record  their  admiration  of  him,  by  raising 
funds  amongst  Uiemselves  for  the  en-'ction  of  a  worthy 
oioo^imrjit  to  his  memory. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  TALES. 


That  the  appearance  of  the  present  work  bel«re  the 
pul)lic  is  occasioned  by  a  favourable  reception  of  the 
former,  I  hesitate  not  to  acknowledge;  because,  while  the 
confession  may  be  ref;arded  as  some  proof  of  gratitude, 
or  at  least  of  attention,  from  an  author  to  his  readers,  it 
oiifrht  not  to  be  considered  as  an  indication  of  vanity. 

lint  were  it  true  that  something  of  the  complacency  of 
s.-'lt'-approbation  would  insinuate  it?elf  into  an  author's 
mind  with  the  idea  of  .success,  tiie  sensation  would  not  be 
that  of  unalloyed  pleasure;  it  would  perhaps  assist  him 
to  bear,  but  it  would  not  enable  him  to  escape,  the  mor- 
tilication  he  must  encounter  from  censures,  which,  tlioufrh 
he  may  be  unwilling  to  admit,  yet  he  fand>  himself  unaltle 
to  confute;  as  well  as  from  advice,  which  at  the  same 
time  that  he  cannot  but  approve,  he  is  compelled  to 
reject. 

There  has  been  recommemled  to  me  an  unity  of  subject, 
and  that  an-angenient  of  my  m;it('rial>  which  connects  the 
uhole  and  gives  additional  interest  to  every  pnit:  in  fact, 
it  not  an  Epic  Poem,  strictly  so  denominated,  yet  such 
Composition  as  would  j)0ssess  a  regular  succession  of 
events,  and  a  catastrophe  to  which  every  incident  should 
K-  subservient,  and  which  every  character,  in  a  greater  or 
li'ss  degree,  should  consjiire  to  acconjplish. 

Ill  a  Poem  of  this  nature,  the  principal  and  inferior 
characters  in  some  degree  ri-semble  a  general  and  his 
army,  where  no  one  pursues  his  ]:cculiar  objects  and  ad- 
ventures, or  pursues  them  in  utiison  with  the  movements 
and  grand  purposes  of  the  wliole  body. 

But  if  these  characters  which  seemed  to  be  at  my  dis- 
posal were  not  such  as  would  coalesce  into  one  body,  nor 
were  of  a  nature  to  be  commanded  by  one  mind,  so  neitl.u 
on  exaniinatiou  did  they  apf)ear  as  an  unconnected  mul- 
titude, accidentally  collected,  to  be  suddenly  dispersed 
bill  i-Ather  beings  of  whom  might  be  I'ornn-'l  groups  and 
hi 


HTiallcr  societies,  the  relations  of  whose  aHventnres  and 
pursuits  might  henr  thut  kind  of  similitufio  to  an  Ileroio 
Poem,  which  tiie.«e  minor  associations  of  men  h:ive  in 
points  of  connection  and  in-portance  vith  >i  regulnr  aue* 
disciplined  army. 

Allowing;  this  comparison,  it  is  manifest  that,  while 
much  is  lost  for  want  of  unity  of  suhjcct  and  grandeur  of 
deRitrn.  something  is  gained  hy  greater  variety  of  incident 
and  more  minute  di8])lay  of  chanicte,r,  hy  accuracy  of  de- 
scription and  diversity  of  scene  In  one  continued 
and  connected  poem,  the  reader  is,  in  general,  liighly 
crMtitied  or  severely  disappointed:  by  many  independent 
narratives,  he  has  the  renovation  of  l:ope.  although  lie 
Las  been  dissatisfied,  and  a  prospect  of  reiterated  plcjunire 
should  he  find  himself  entertained. 

It  may  probably  be  remjirked.  that  Talcs,  however  dis- 
similar, miglit  have  been  connected  by  some  a.«sociatinj; 
circumstance  to  which  the  wliole  number  might  bear  equal 
allinity,  and  that  e.xain[)les  of  such  union  are  to  bo  found 
in  ( 'liancer.  in  Boccace,  and  other  collectors  and  inventors 
of  Tales,  which,  considered  in  them.selves,  are  altogethet 
independent;  and  to  tb's  idea  I  gave  so  nnich  consiiiera 
tion  as  convinced  me  tiial  1  could  not  avail  myeelf  of  tin 
l)enefit  of  such  artificial  mtxie  of  affinity.  '1  he  attempt 
at  union,  therefore,  has  been  relinquished,  and  these 
relations  are  submitteil  to  the  public,  coimecte.l  by 
no  other  circumstance  than  their  being  the  productions 
of  the  same  author,  and  devoted  to  the  same  purpose, 
the  entertainment  of  his  readers. 

It  has  been  already  acknowledged,  that  these  composi- 
tions have  no  pretensions  to  be  estimated  with  the  more 
lofty  and  heroic  kind  of  poems;  but  I  feel  great  reluctance 
in  admitting,  that  they  have  not  a  fair  and  legitimate  claim 
to  the  pmnic  character,  and  I  trust  somethirig  more  of  the 
poetic  character  will  be  allowed  to  the  succeeding  pages, 
than  what  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad  miglit  share  with 
the  author:  nor  was  F  aware  that,  by  describing,  as  faith- 
fully as  I  could,  men.  manners,  and  things,  I  wa.s  for- 
feiting a  just  title  to  a  name  which  has  been  freely 
^franted  to  many,  whom  to  equal,  am',  even  to  excel, 
b  but  very  stinted  conimenibition. 

In  this  case  it  api)C.ars,  that  tho  usii;il  comparison  be- 
tween Poetry  and  Painting  entirely  f:iils:  the  artist  who 
takes  an  accurate  likeness  of  individii:ils,  or  a  faithful 
repnisentation  of  scenery,  may  not  innk  so  high  in  tlie 
public  estimation  as  one  who  paints  an  historical  evenL 
or  an  heroic  action;  but  he  is  nevertheless  a  painter,  and 
hiB  accuracy  is  .so  far  from  diminishing  his  niputation. 


that  ft  procnres  for  him  in  jronernl  both  famt  and  emolu- 
ment: nor  is  it  perhaps  with  strict  j\istice  determined 
that  the  credit  and  reputation  of  thoise  verses  which 
•tron^ly  and  faitlifiilly  delineate  chanicter  and  manners, 
should  be  lessened  in  the  opinion  of  the  public  by  tha 
very  accuracy  whicli  gives  value  aud  distinction  \/>  tha 
productions  of  the  j)encil., 

All  that  kind  of  satire  wherein  character  is  skilfully 
i-iliiieated  must  (this  criterion  beinfx  allowed)  no  loii>;et 
be  csteenied  as  genuine  poetry;  and  for  the  same  reason 
many  affecting  narratives  which  irrc  founded  on  real 
nvents,  and  borrow  no  aid  whatever  from  the  imagination 
of  the  writer,  must  likewise  be  rejected 

These  things  considered,  an  author  will  find  comfort  in 
Lis  expulsion  from  the  rank  and  society  of  Poets,  by 
reflecting  that  men  much  his  superiors  are  likewise  shut 
out,  and  more  especially  when  he  finds  also  that  men  not 
much  his  superiors  are  entitled  to  admission. 

But,  in  wliatever  degree  I  may  venture  to  differ  from 
any  others  in  my  notions  of  the  qualifications  and  charac- 
ter of  the  true  Poet,  I  most  cordially  assent  to  their 
opinion  who  assert,  that  his  princii)al  exertions  must  be 
made  to  engage  the  attention  of  his  readers ;  and  furtner, 
I  must  allow  that  the  eflect  of  poetiy  should  be  to  lift 
the  mind  from  the  painful  realities  of  actual  existence, 
from  its  every-day  concerns,  and  its  perpetually-occurrinf 
vexations,  and  to  give  it  repose  by  substituting  objects  in 
their  phvce  which  it  may  contemplate  with  some  degree  of 
interest  and  satisfaction :  but,  what  is  there  in  all  this 
which  may  not  be  effected  by  a  fair  representation  of  ex- 
isting character?  Fiction  itself,  we  know,  and  every 
vork  of  fancy,  must  for  a  time  have  the  effect  of  realities. 

Having  thus  far  presumed  to  claim  for  the  ensuing 
figes  tlie  rank  and  title  of  poetry,  I  attempt  no  more,  nor 
venture  to  class  or  compare  them  with  any  other  kinds  cf 
poetical  composition;  their  plac«  will  doubtless  befouiid 
mr  J'em- 
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OB, 
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With  fail  ronnd  belly,  with  good  ci^md  lined. 

With  eyes  severe-^ 

Full  of  wise  sairs  and  modem  instauces. — As  Ton  U^  J| 


That  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  dare, 
Some  men  we  know  have  courage  to  declare; 
And  this  the  life  of  many  a  hero  shows, 
That,  like  the  tide,  man's  courage  ebbs  and  flows: 
With  friends  and  gay  companions  round  them,  than 
Men  boldly  speak  and  have  the  hearts  of  men; 
Who,  with  opponents  seated,  miss  the  aid 
Of  kind  applauding  looks,  and  grow  afraid; 
Like  timid  trav'Ilers  in  the  night,  they  fear 
Th'  assault  of  foes,  when  not  a  friend  is  near 

In  contest  migiity,  and  of  conquest  proud, 
Was  Justice  Bolt,  impetuous,  warm,  and  loud; 
His  fame,  his  prowess  all  the  countrj-  knew, 
And  disputants,  with  one  so  fierce,  were  few; 
He  was  a  younger  son,  for  law  design'd. 
With  dauutless  look  and  persevering  mind; 
While  yet  a  clerk,  for  disputation  famed, 
Ko  eflbrts  tired  him,  and  no  conflicts  tamed, 
flcarcely  he  bade  his  master's  desk  adieu, 
ft'hen  both  his  brothers  from  the  world  withdrom 
An  ample  fortune  he  from  them  possess'd. 
And  WAS  with  saving  care  and  prudence  blesa'd. 
Now  would  he  go  and  to  the  country  give 
Example  how  an  English  'squire  siiould  live. 
How  bounteous,  yet  how  fnigal  man  may  b«' 
By  a  well-order'd  hospitality; 
He  would  the  rights  of  all  so  well  maintain, 
That  none  should  idle  be,  and  none  complain. 

All  this  and  more  he  puqroseu — and  what  vaaa 
Could  dj,  he  did  to  realize  Lis  plan: 
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But  time  conrinced  liim  that  wc  cannot  keep 
A  breed  of  rcasoners  like  a  flock  of  »in->-i>; 
For  tiiey  so  far  from  following  as  we  lea'l. 
Wake  that  a  cause  why  they  will  not  proceed. 
Man  will  not  follow  where  a  rule  is  shown, 
But  loves  to  take  a  method  of  his  own; 
Explain  the  way  with  all  your  care  a:id  skill. 
This  will  he  quit,  if  but  to  prove  he  will. — 
Yet  had  our  Justice  honour — and  the  crowd, 
Awed  by  his  presence,  their  respect  avow'd. 

In  latei  years  he  found  his  heart  incline. 
More  tlian  in  youth,  to  gen"rons  food  and  win*; 
But  no  iuihil'^ence  check'd  the  powerful  love 
He  felt  to  teach,  to  argue,  and  reprove. 

Meetings,  or  public  calls,  he  never  miss'd — 
To  dictate  often,  always  to  assist. 
Oft  he  the  clergy  joinVl,  and  not  a  cause 
Pertain'd  to  iliera  but  he  could  quote  the  law»; 
He  upon  tithes  and  residence  display 'd 
A  fund  of  knowledge  for  the  hearer's  aid; 
And  could  on  glebe  and  farming,  wool  and  graai 
A  'oug  discourse,  without  a  pause,  maintain. 

To  his  experience  and  his  native  sense 
He  join'd  a  bold  imperious  eloquence; 
The  grave,  stem  look  of  men  inform 'd  and  vrise, 
A  full  conunand  of  feature,  heart  and  eyes. 
An  awe-compelling  frown,  and  fear-inspiring  tiim, 
W  hen  at  the  table,  not  a  guest  wtis  seen 
With  appetite  so  lingering,  or  so  keen; 
But  when  the  outer  man  no  more  required. 
The  inner  waked,  and  he  was  man  inspired. 
His  subjects  then  were  those,  a  subject  true 
Presents  in  fairest  fonn  to  public  view; 
Of  ciiurch  and  state,  of  law,  with  mighty  strength 
Of  words  he  spoke,  in  speech  of  mighty  length: 
And  now,  into  the  vale  of  years  declined, 
H«  hides  too  little  of  the  niunarch-mind: 
He  kindles  anger  by  untimely  jokes, 
An!  o]ipo;ition  by  contempt  provokes; 
Miith  nc  suppresses  by  his  awful  frown, 
And  hu.-iible  spirits,  by  disdain,  keeps  down; 
Blamed  by  the  mild,  approved  by  tl»e  severe, 
The  prudent  fly  him,  and  the  valiant  fear. 
For  overl)earing  is  his  proud  discourse, 
And  overwiiehning  of  liis  voice  the  force; 
And  over)H)wering  is  he  when  lie  shows 
What  ^oat^  upon  a  mind  that  always  overflovik 

This  ready  mau  at  every  meeti'ig  rose. 
Something  U>  hint,  d^tennine.  or  propose; 
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And  grew  so  fond  of  teaching,  that  he  tanght 

Those  who  instruction  needed  not  or  sought: 

Happy  our  liero,  wlien  he  could  excite 

Some  thoughtless  talker  to  the  wordy  fight: 

Let  him  a  subject  at  his  pleasure  choose, 

Physic  or  law,  religion  or  the  muse; 

On  all  such  themes  he  was  prepared  to  shine,— 

Physician,  poet,  lawyer,  and  divine. 

Hemm'd  in  by  some  tough  arginnent,  bonie  down 

By  jjress  of  language  and  the  awful  frown, 

In  vain  for  mercy  shall  the  culjirit  plead; 

His  crime  is  past,  and  sentence  must  pnxieed: 

Ah!  sutlering  man,  have  jatience,  bear  thy  woo  » 

Forlo!  the  clo<-k — at  ten  the  Justice  goes. 

Tliis  i)0werful  man,  on  business,  or  to  please 
A  curious  taste,  or  weary  grown  of  ease. 
On  a  long  journey  travell'd  niany  a  mile 
Westward,  and  halted  midway  in  our  isle; 
Content  to  view  a  city  large  and  fair. 
Though  none  h.ad  notice — what  u  niai;  was  therol 

Silent  two  days,  he  then  began  to  long 
Again  to  try  a  voice  so  loud  and  strong ; 
To  give  his  favourite  topics  some  new  grace, 
And  gain  some  glory  in  such  distant  place; 
To  reap  some  j)resent  pleasure,  and  to  sow 
Seeds  of  fair  fame,  in  after-time  to  grow; 
Here  will  men  siiy  "  We  heard,  at  sucli  an  hoar, 
The  best  of  speakers — wonderful  his  power." 

Inquiry  made,  he  found  that  day  would  meet 
A  learned  ciiib,  and  in  the  very  street: 
Knowledge  to  gain  and  give,  was  the  design; 
To  speak,  to  hearken,  to  debate,  and  dine: 
This  pleased  our  traveller,  for  he  felt  his  foroe 
In  either  way,  to  eat  or  to  discourse. 

Nothing  more  easy  than  to  gain  access 
To  men  like  these,  with  his  polite  address: 
So  he  succeeded,  and  first  look'd  around. 
To  view  his  objects  and  to  take  his  ground; 
And  therefore  silent  chose  iwhile  to  srt, 
Then  enter  boldly  by  some  lucky  hit; 
Some  observation  keen  or  stroke  severe. 
To  cause  some  wonder  or  excite  some  fear. 

Now,  dinner  past,  no  longer  he  supprest 
His  strong  dislike  to  be  a  silent  guest; 
Subjects  and  words  were  now  at  tiis  command- 
When  disappointment  frown U  on  ail  he  plann'di 
For,  hark ! — he  heard  anuued,  on  every  side, 
Hi*  chmch  insulted  and  her  priests  belied; 

B  a 
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The  laws  reviled,  the  rulinpf  power  abns^ 
The  land  derided,  and  its  foes  excused: — 
He  licard  and  ponder'd — Wlmt,  to  men  so  vilo, 
Sliould  be  his  langiiage? — For  his  tiirrat'ning  styles 
They  were  too  many;-  if  bis  speech  *ere  meek, 
Tlicy  would  despise  such  poor  attempts  to  speak: 
At  other  times  with  every  word  at  will, 
Hf-  now  sat  lost,  pcrplex'd,  astonish'd,  still. 
Here  w<  re  Socinians,  Deists,  and  indeed 
All  who,  as  "oes  to  England's  church,  agreed; 
But  still  with  creeds  unlike,  and  some  without  a  OTmIi 
Here  too,  fierce  friends  of  liberty  he  saw, 
W!io  ,»wu'd  no  prince  and  wiio  obey  no  law; 
Tnere  were  reformers  of  each  diflerent  sort. 
Foes  to  the  laws,  the  priesthood,  and  the  court, 
Some  on  their  favourite  plans  alone  intent. 
Some  purely  angrj'  and  malevolent: 
The  rasb  were  proud  to  blame  their  country's  laws; 
The  vair    tu  seem  supporters  of  a  cause; 
One  ca    d  for  chanfre,  that  he  would  dread  to  see; 
Another  sighed  for  Gallic  liberty! 
And  numbers  joining  with  the  forward  crew, 
For  no  one  reason — but  that  numbers  do. 

"  How,"  said  the  Justice,  "  can  this  trouble  rise, 
This  shame  and  pain,  from  creatures  I  despise?" 
And  Conscience  aiiswer"d — "  The  j)revailing  cause 
Is  thy  delight  in  listening  to  applause; 
Here,  thou  art  seated  with  a  tribe,  who  spurn 
Thy  favourite  tiiemes,  and  into  laughter  turn 
Thy  fears  and  wishes:  silent  and  obscure. 
Thyself  shalt  tliou  the  long  harangL.e  endure; 
And  learn,  by  feeling,  what  it  is  to  force 
On  thy  unwilling  friends  the  long  discourse: 
What  thougii  thy  thoughts  be  just,  3nd  these,  it 
A.re  traitors'  projects,  idiots*  empty  schemes; 
Vet  minds,  like  bodies,  cramn'd,  reject  their  food, 
Nor  will  be  forced  and  tortured  for  their  goodl" 
At  lengtii,  a  sharp,  shrewd,  sallow  man  arose, 
k  id  bcgg'd  he  briefly  might  his  mind  disclose; 

"  It  was  his  duty,  in  these  worst  of  times, 
T'  inform  the  govern'd  of  their  rulers'  crimes:" 
This  pleasant  subject  to  attend,  they  each 
Prepared  to  listen,  and  forbore  to  teach. 

Then  voluble  and  fierce  the  wordy  man 
Through  a  long  chain  of  favourite  horrors  ran:— 
First,  of  the  Church,  from  whose  enslaving  pomt, 
He  was  deliver'd,  and  he  bless'd  the  hour; 
'  Bishops  and  deans,  and  prebcndnries  all," 
Be  said,  "  were  cattl'^  fatt'ning  \u  the  stall; 
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iiothrul  Hnd  pursy,  Insolent  and  mean, 
Were  eve,y  bishop,  prebenflary,  dean, 
And  wealtliy  rector:  curates,  jKwrly  paid. 
Were  only  dull ; — he  would  not  tiiem  upbraid." 

From  priests  he  turn'd  to  canons,  cree<ls  and  prujerSj 
Rubrics  and  niles,  and  all  our  Cliurch  atl'airs; 
Cliurchef'  themselves,  desk,  pul[)it,  altar,  ail 
The  Justice  reverenced — and  pronounced  their  fall 

Then  from  religion  Ilammorul  turn'd  his  view, 
To  give  our  Rulers  the  correction  due; 
Not  one  wise  action  had  these  triflers  plann'd; 
There  was,  it  seeni'd,  no  wisdom  in  the  land; 
Save  in  this  patriot  tribe,  who  meet  at  times 
To  show  the  statesman's  errors  and  his  crimes. 

Now  here  was  Justice  Bolt  compclTd  to  sit, 
To  hear  the  deist's  scorn,  the  rebel's  wit; 
The  fact  mis-stated,  the  envenom'd  lie. 
And,  staring  spell-bound,  made  not  one  reply. 

Then  were  our  Laws  abused — and  with  the  laws, 
All  who  prepare,  defend,  or  judge  a  cause: 
"  We  have  no  lawyer  whom  a  man  can  trust," 
Proceeded  Hammond — "  if  the  laws  were  just ; 
But  they  are  evil ;  't  is  the  savage  state 
Is  only  gooil,  and  ours  .sophisticate! 
See!  the  free  creatures  in  their  woods  and  plains. 
Where  without  laws  each  happy  monarch  reigns, 
King  of  himself — while  we  a  number  dread. 
By  slaves  connnanded  and  by  dunces  led. 
Oh,  let  the  name  with  either  state  agree — 
Savage  our  own  we'll  name,  and  civil  tlreirs  shall  bo.' 

The  silent  Justice  still  astonish'd  sate. 
And  wonder'd  much  ■whom  he  was  gazing  at; 
Twice  he  essay 'd  to  speak — but  in  a  cough. 
The  flint,  indignant,  ilying  speech  went  otf: 
"  But  who  is  this?"  thought  he — "  a  demon  vile, 
With  wicked  meaning  and  a  vulgar  style: 
Hammond  tliey  call  him:  they  can  give  the  name 
Of  m.au  to  devils. — Why  am  I  so  tame? 
V'hy  crush  I  not  the  \'iper?" — Fear  replied, 
"  Watch  him  awhile,  and  let  his  strength  be  trie<i. 
He  wnli  be  fiul'd,  if  man;  but  if  his  aid 
Be  from  beneath,  'tis  well  to  be  afraid." 

"  We  are  call'd  free!"  said  Hammond — "  doleful  time^ 
VXTien  rulers  add  their  insult  to  tlieir  crimes; 
Tor  shoiild  our  scorn  exjiose  each  powerful  vi<vj. 
It  would  be  libel,  and  we  j)ay  the  j)rice." 

Thus  with  licentious  words  the  iniui  weut  od^ 
Ph>vuig  that  liberty  of  speech  was  goue.- 
b3 
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That  all  were  slaves — nor  had  we  better  chanoe 
For  better  times,  than  as  allies  to  Kraiice. 

Loufl  ground  the  Strauf;er — Why,  he  iijiist  relata, 
And  owu'd,  "  In  sorrow  for  hi«  country's  fate;" 
"  Nay,  she  were  safe,"  the  rcaily  nian  replied, 

Mif;;lit  patriots  rule  her,  and  could  reasoners  guide 
When  all  to  vote,  to  speak,  to  teach,  are  free, 
Whate'er  their  creeds  or  their  o])inions  be. 
Wlieu  books  of  statutes  .are  consumed  in  flames, 
And  courts  and  copyholds  are  eiBpty  names: 
Then  will  be  times  of  joy — but  ere  they  come, 
Ilavock,  .and  war,  and  blo<jil  must  be  our  doom." 

The  man  here  paused — then  loudly  for  Reform 
He  call'd,  and  hail'd  the  pros|)cct  of  the  storm; 
The  wholesome  blast,  the  fertilising  flood — 
Peace  gain'd  by  tumult,  plenty  bought  with  blood: 
Sharp  means,  he  own'd;  but  when  the  land's  disease 
Asks  cure  complete,  no  med'cines  are  like  these. 
Our  Justice  now,  more  led  by  fear  than  rage, 
Saw  it  in  vain  with  madness  to  eng.age; 
With  imps  of  darkness  no  man  seeks  to  fight, 
Knaves  to  instruct,  or  set  deceivers  right: 
Then  as  the  daring  speech  denounced  these  woes, 
Sick  at  the  soul,  the  grieving  Guest  arose; 
Quick  on  the  bo;ird  his  reiidy  cash  he  tlu^ew, 
And  from  the  demons  to  his  closet  flew: 
There  wlien  secured,  he  pray'd  with  earnest  zeal. 
That  .all  they  wish'd,  these  patriot-souls  might  feel; 
"  Let  them  to  France,  their  darling  country,  haste 
And  all  the  comforts  of  a  Frenchman  taste; 
Let  them  his  safety,  freedom,  pleasure  know, 
Feel  all  their  rulers  on  the  laud  bestow; 
And  be  at  length  dismiss'd  by  one  unerring  blow,^ 
Not  hack'd  and  hew'd  by  one  afraid  to  strike, 
But  shorn  by  that  which  shears  all  men  alike; 
Nor,  as  in  Britain,  let  them  curse  d'day 
Of  law,  but  b(jrne  without  a  form  away 
Suspected,  tried,  condeinn'd,  and  carted  in  a  day; 
Oh!  let  them  taste  what  they  so  nnich  approve, 
These  strong  fierce  freedoms  of  the  land  they  lorol' 

Home  came  our  hero,  to  forget  no  more 
The  fear  he  felt  and  ever  must  deplore: 
For  though  he  quickly  join'd  his  friends  again, 
And  could  with  decent  force  his  themes  maintain, 
Still  it  occurr'd  that,  in  a  luckless  time. 
He  fail'd  to  figlit  with  heresy  atid  crime; 
It  was  observed  his  words  were  not  so  strong, 
Uis  tones  so  powerful,  his  liaranguaa  so  long, 
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A.8  iii  old  times — for  lie  would  often  drop 

The  lofty  look,  and  of  a  sudden  stop; 

When  Conscience  \vhi8|)er'd,  that  be  once  wu  Btill, 

And  let  the  wicked  triumph  at  their  will; 

And  therefore  now,  wiien  not  a  foe  was  near, 

He  hail  no  right  so  valiant  to  appear. 

S<jine  yeiirs  hafl  pass'd,  snd  he  fterceived  his  fiaan 
Yield  to  tlK3  spirit  of  his  earlier  years — 
When  at  a  ineetin<;,  with  his  friends  beside, 
Ho  s:iw  an  object  that  awaked  his  pride; 
His  shatrx',  wrath,  vengeance,  indignation— «I1 
Man's  harsher  feelings  di<i  that  sight  recall. 

For  lo!  beneath  him  fix'd,  our  Man  of  Law, 
That  lawless  man  tlie  Foe  of  Order  saw; 
Once  fear'd,  now  scorn 'd ;  ouoe  dreaded,  now  abhofi'di 
A  wordy  man,  and  evil  every  word: 
Agitin  ho  gazed — "  It  is,"  said  he,  "  the  same; 
Cauglit  and  secure:  his  master  owes  liim  shame ■* 
So  thought  our  hero,  wiio  each  instant  found 
His  counige  rising,  ft'om  the  numbers  round. 

As  when  a  felon  has  escaped  and  fled. 
So  long,  that  law  conceives  the  culprit  dead; 
And  back  recall'd  her  m_\Tniidons,  intent 
On  some  new  game,  ajid  with  a  stronger  scent; 
Till  she  beholds  him  in  a  place,  where  none 
Could  have  conceived  the  culi>rit  would  have  gone; 
There  he  sits  upright  in  his  seat,  secure. 
As  one  whose  conscience  is  correct  and  pure; 
This  rouses  anger  for  the  old  otfeuce. 
And  scorn  for  all  such  seeming  and  pretence: 
Soon  this  Hammond  look'd  our  hero  bold, 
Rememb'ring  well  that  vile  ofl'ence  of  old; 
And  now  he  saw  the  rebel  dared  t'  intrude 
Among  the  pure,  the  loyai,  and  tne  good; 
The  crime  provoked  his  wrath,  the  folly  stirr'd  his  blood' 
Nor  wonder  was  it,  if  so  strange  a  sight 
Caused  joy  with  vengeance,  terror  with  delight; 
Terror  like  this  a  tiger  might  create, 
A  joy  like  that  to  see  his  captive  state, 
At  once  to  know  his  force  and  then  decree  his  fate. 

Hammond,  much  praised  by  numerous  friends,  waac 
To  read  his  lectures,  so  admired  at  home; 
Historic  lectures,  where  he  loved  to  mix 
His  free  plain  hints  on  modern  politics: 
Here,  he  had  heard,  that  numbers  had  design, 
Their  business  finish'd.  to  sit  down  and  dine; 
This  gave  him  pleasure,  for  he  judged  it  right 
To  show  by  daj  that  he  coald  speak  at  night 
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Rash  the  design — for  he  perceived,  too  l»t«, 

Not  one  approving  friend  beside  him  sate; 

The  greater  number,  whom  lie  trticed  around, 

Were  men  in  blacl'C,  and  he  conceived  they  frown'd. 

"  I  will  not  speak,"  be  thougiit;  "  no  pearls  of  miiM 

Shall  be  presented  to  this  lierd  of  swine;" 

Not  this  avaii'd  him,  when  he  cast  his  eye 

On  Justice  Bolt;  he  could  not  fight,  nor  Hy: 

He  saw  a  man  to  whom  he  gave  the  pain,* 

Which  now  he  felt  must  be  return 'd  again ; 

His  conscience  told  him  with  what  keen  delight 

He,  at  that  time,  enjoy'd  a  stranger's  fright; 

That  stranger  now  befriended-^he  alone, 

For  all  his  insult,  friendless,  to  atone; 

Now  he  could  feel  it  cruel  that  a  heart 

Should  be  distress'd,  and  none  to  tike  its  j>art; 

"  Though  one  by  one,"  said  Pride,  "  I  would  defy 

Much  greater  men,  yet  meeting  every  eye, 

I  do  confess  a  fear — but  he  will  pa.-s  me  by  " 

Vain  hope!  the  Justice  saw  the  foe's  distreu, 
With  exultation  he  could  not  suppress, 
He  felt  the  fish  was  hook'd — and  so  forbore, 
In  playful  spite,  to  draw  it  to  the  shore. 
Hammond  look'd  round  airain;  but  none  were  omt 
With  friendly  smile  to  still  his  growing  fear; 
But  all  above  him  seem'd  a  solemn  row 
Of  priests  and  deacons,  so  they  seem'd  below ; 
He  wonder'd  who  his  right-hand  man  might  be— 
Vicar  of  Holt  cum  Uppingham  was  he; 
And  who  the  man  of  that  dark  frown  possesa'd— 
Rector  of  Bradley  and  of  Barton- west: 
"A  pluralist,''  he  t^rowl'd — but  clieck'd  the  word. 
That  warfare  might  not,  by  his  zeal,  be  stirr'd. 

But  now  began  the  man  above  to  show 
Fierce  looks  and  threat'nings  to  the  man  below; 
Who  had  some  thoughts  liis  peace  by  flight  to  se« 
But  how  then  lecture,  if  he  dared  not  speak ! — 

Now  as  the  Justice  for  the  war  prepared. 
He  seem'd  just  then  to  question  if  he  dared : 
"  He  may  resist,  although  his  power  be  small, 
Aud  gi-owing  desperate  may  defy  us  all; 
One  dog  attiick,  and  he  prepares  for  flight — 
Resist  another,  and  he  strives  to  bite; 
Nor  can  I  say,  if  this  rebellious  cur 
Will  fly  for  safety,  or  will  scorn  to  stir." 
Alann'd  by  this,  he  lash'd  his  soul  to  rage, 
Burn'd  with  strong  sliame,  and  hurried  to  en^ag* 

As  a  male  turkey  stniggling  on  the  green, 
Whezi  by  fierce  harriers,  terriers,  mongrels  wen 
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He  feels  the  ineult  of  tlie  noisy  train 
An<l  sculks  aside,  thouijli  moved  by  much  disdaiiij 
But  wLeu  that  turkey  at  his  own  baru-door, 
Sees  one  poor  straying  puppy  sind  no  more, 
(A  fxilish  pujipy  wiio  Imd  left  tlie  pack. 
Thoughtless  what  foe  was  tlireiit'uing  at  his  buck.) 
He  moves  ahout,  as  ship  prepared  to  sail, 
He  hoists  his  proud  rotundity  of  tail, 
The  half-seal'd  eyes  and  eiiangeful  neck  lie  slmws, 
Where,  in  its  quick'ning  c<iluurs,  vengeance  glows; 
From  red  to  blue  the  pendant  wattles  turn, 
Blue  mix'd  with  red.  as  matches  when  they  burn- 
And  thus  th'  intruding  sn.irler  to  opjx)se, 
Urged  by  enkindling  wrath,  he  gobbling  goes. 
So  look'd  our  hero  in  his  wmth,  his  cheeks 

Flush'd  with  fresh  (ires  and  glow'd  in  tingling  streaks, 

His  breath  by  passion's  force  awhile  restriin'd. 

Like  a  stopp'd  current  greater  force  regaiu'd; 

So  spoke,  so  l(X)k'd  he.  every  eye  and  ear 

Were  Kx'd  to  view  him,  or  were  turn'd  to  lie:ir. 
"  My  friends,  you  know  me,  you  can  witness  all, 

How,  urged  by  ()assion,  I  restrain  my  gall; 

And  every  motive  to  revenge  withstand — 

Save  when  I  hear  abused  my  native  land. 

"  Is  it  not  known,  agreed,  coufirm'd,  confess'd. 

That,  of  all  people,  we  are  govern 'd  l)est? 

We  iiHve  the  force  of  monarchies;  are  free. 

As  the  most  proud  republicans  can  be; 

And  have  those  prudent  counsels  that  arise 

In  grave  and  cautious  aristocracies; 

And  live  there  tliose,  in  such  all-glorious  state, 

Traitors  jirotected  in  the  hiiid  they  hate? 

Rebels,  still  warring  with  the  l:tws  that  give 

To  tliem  subsistence? — Yes,  such  wretches  live. 
"  Ours  is  a  Church  reform  a,  and  now  no  more 

Is  ought  for  mail  to  mend  or  to  restore ; 

'T  is  puri  in  doctrines,  't  is  correct  in  creeds, 

Has  nouglit  redundant,  and  it  notliing  needs; 

No  evil  is  therein — no  wn-iiikle,  spot, 

Stain,  blame,  or  blemish : — I  afBrm  there's  not. 
"  All  this  yoti  know — now  mark  what  once  befell, 

With  grief  I  bore  it,  and  with  shame  I  tell: 

I  was  entrapp'd — yes,  so  it  came  to  pass, 

'Mid  hKithcii  rebels,  a  tumultuous  ci:iss; 

Each  to  ills  country  bore  a  hellish  mind. 

Each  like  his  neighbour  was  of  cursed  kind; 

The  land  that  mu-sed  them,  they  blasphemed;  the  \»w\ 

Tbair  Bovereiga's  glory,  aad  their  country's  canaei 
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And  who  their  mouth,  their  master-fiend,  and  who 

Rebellion's  oracle? You.  caitiff,  you!" 

He  spoke,  and  standing  stretch'd  his  mighty  arm, 
And  fix'd  the  Man  of  Words,  as  by  a  charm. 

"  IIow  raved  that  railer!  Sure  some  hellish  power 
Restrain'd  my  tongue  in  that  delirious  hour. 
Or  I  had  hurl'd  the  shame  and  vengeance  due 
On  him,  the  guide  of  that  infuriate  crew; 
But  to  mine  eyes,  such  dreadful  looks  appeared. 
Such  mingled  yell  of  lying  words  I  beard, 
That  I  conceived  around  were  demons  all, 
And  till  I  fled  the  house,  I  fear'd  its  fal'.. 

"  Oh!  could  our  country  from  our  coasts  exjd 
Such  foes!  to  nourish  those  who  wish  her  well: 
This  her  mild  laws  forbid,  but  we  may  still 
From  us  eject  them  by  our  sovereign  will ; 
This  let  us  do." — He  said,  and  then  begau 
A  gentler  feeling  for  the  silent  man; 
Ev'n  in  our  hero's  mighty  soul  arose 
A  touch  of  pity  for  experienced  woes; 
But  this  was  transient,  and  with  angrv  eye 
He  sternly  look'd,  and  paused  for  a  reply. 

'Twas  then  the  Man  of  many  Words  would  Bp«ak-< 
Br.t,  in  his  trial,  had  them  all  to  seek: 
To  find  a  friend  he  kiok'd  the  circle  roond, 
But  joy  or  scorn  in  every  feature  found; 
He  sipp'd  his  wine,  but  in  those  times  of  dread 
Wine  only  adds  confusion  to  the  head; 
In  doubt  he  reason'd  with  himself — "  And  how 
Harangue  at  night,  if  I  be  silent  now?" 
From  pride  and  praise  received,  he  sought  to  draw 
Courage  to  spesik,  but  still  remain'd  the  awe; 
One  moment  rose  he  with  a  forced  disdain. 
And  then,  abash'd  sunk  sadly  down  again; 
While  in  our  hero's  glance  he  seem'd  to  read, 
"  Slave  and  insurgent!  what  hast  thou  to  plead  1"— 

By  desperation  urged,  he  now  began : 
"  ^  seek  no  favour — I — the  rights  of  man ! 
Claim;  and  I — nay! — but  give  me  leave — and  I 
Insist — a  man — that  is — and  in  reply, 
I  speak." — Alas !  each  new  attempt  was  vain : 
Confused  he  stood,  he  sate,  he  rose  again; 
At  length  he  growl'd  defiance,  sought  the  door, 
Cursed  the  whole  synod,  and  was  seen  no  more. 

"  Laud  we,"  said  Justice  Bolt,  "  the  Powers  absva* 
■  Thus  coald  our  sp<;«ch  the  sturdiest  foe  remoTc" 
Elxulting  now  he  gain'd  new  strength  of  fame, 
And  lo£t  all  feelings  of  defeat  and  shame. 
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"  ffp  dared  no;  strve,  you  witness'd^-dared  not  lift 
Hi»  voice   nor  drive  at  lii»  oceursed  drift; 
So  all  shall  tromlile,  wretches  who  oppoee 
Our  Church  or  Suite — thu*  be  it  to  our  foei." 

He  spoke,  and,  seated  with  his  former  air, 
Lfiok'd  his  fnJI  self,  and  fill'd  his  ample  chair; 
T<X)k  one  full  bumper  to  each  favourite  cauBe, 
And  dwelt  all  .^ijrat  on  polities  and  laws, 
With  high  applA  .iiu^  voice,  that  gaiu'd  him  high  appUuiA 


u 

TALE   II. 

THE  PARTING  HOUR. 


-I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  iiiin,  but  h^sd 


Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him 

How  I  would  think  of  him,  at  certaiu  hours, 

8nch  thoughts  and  such; — or  ere  I  could 

6iT«  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 

Betwixt  two  charming  words — comes  in  my  father. — Cy«ii«iia* 


Minutely  trace  mar's  life;  year  afte?  year, 
Through  all  his  days  let  all  his  deeds  appear, 
And  then,  though  some  may  in  that  life  be  strange, 
Yet  there  appears  no  vast  nor  sudden  chiinge : 
The  links  that  bind  those  various  deeds  iire  seen, 
And  no  mysterious  void  is  left  between. 

But  let  these  binding  links  be  all  destroy'd. 
Ail  tliat  through  years  he  suffer'd  or  enjoy 'd: 
Let  that  vast  gap  be  made,  and  then  behold — 
Tills  was  the  youth,  and  he  is  thus  wiien  old; 
Then  we  at  once  the  work  of  time  survey, 
And  in  an  instant  see  a  life's  decay; 
Pain  mix"d  with  pity  in  our  bosoms  rise. 
And  sorrow  takes  new  sailness  from  surprise. 

Beneath  yon  tree,  observe  an  ancient  pair — 
A  sleeping  man;  a  woman  in  her  ciiair, 
Watcliing  liis  looks  with  kind  and  pensive  air; 
Nor  wife,  nor  sister  she,  nor  is  the  name 
Nor  kindred  of  this  friendly  pair  the  same; 
Yet  so  allied  are  they,  that  few  can  feel 
Her  constant,  wann,  unwearied,  anxious  zeal; 
Their  years  and  woes,  although  they  long  have  loved 
Keep  their  good  name  and  conduct  unreprovcd; 
Thus  life's  small  comforts  they  together  sli.are, 
And  while  life  lingers  for  the  grave  prei)are. 

No  other  subjects  on  their  spirits  press. 
Nor  gain  such  int'rest  as  the  past  distress; 
Grievous  events,  that  from  the  memVy  drive 
Life's  commoQ  cares,  and  those  alone  survive, 
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Mix  with  ench  tlicuglit,  in  every  nrtion  sliare, 
Darkeu  each  drenm,  and  blend  witli  every  prmja 

To  David  Booth,  liis  fourth  and  last-bom  boy, 
Alleii  his  nanie,  was  more  than  rotmiion  joy; 
And  as  the  child  jrrew  up,  there  sei-inM  in  him, 
A  more  th^n  common  life  in  even,-  liinb; 
A  strong  and  handsome  stripling  he  l>ecame 
And  the  gay  sjiirit  answer'd  to  the  firame  ; 
A  lighter,  happier  lad  was  never  seen, 
For  ever  easy,  clicerful,  or  serene; 
His  early  love  he  fix'd  upon  a  fair 
And  gentle  maid — they  were  a  handsome  pair. 

T'ley  at  an  infunt-school  together  play'd, 
V.'here  the  foun(i:ition  of  their  love  was  laid: 
The  boyish  champion  would  his  choice  attend 
In  every  sport,  in  every  fray  defend. 
As  pros|>ects  opon'd,  a:id  jis  life  advanced, 
rhcy  walk'd  togetht-r,  they  toijetlier  danced; 
('n  all  occivsions,  fnnn  their  eiirly  years. 
They  mix'd  their  joys  and  sorrows,  hopes  and  fean 
Each  heart  was  anxious,  tiil  it  could  import 
Its  daily  feelings  to  its  kindred  heart; 
As  years  increasc<l,  unnumber'd  petty  wars 
Broke  out  between  them;  jealousies  and  jars; 
Causeless  indeed,  and  follow'd  by  a  peace. 
That  gave  to  love — growth,  vigour  and  increasa. 
Whilst  yet  a  boy,  when  other  minds  are  void. 
Domestic  thoughts  young  Allen's  hours  employ'd; 
Judith  in  gaining  hearts  hail  no  concern, 
Kather  intent  the  matron's  part  to  leani; 
Thus  early  prudent  and  sedate  they  grew. 
While  lovers,  tlioughtful — and  though  children,  tn»k 
To  either  parents  nut  a  day  appear 'd, 
When  with  this  love  they  might  have  interfered; 
Childish  at  first,  they  cured  not  to  restrain: 
And  strong  at  last,  they  saw  restriction  vain; 
Nor  knew  they  when  that  passion  to  reprove — 
Now  idle  fondness,  now  resistless  love. 

So  while  the  waters  rise,  the  cliildren  tread 
On  the  broad  estuary's  sandy  bed; 
But  soon  the  channel  fills,  from  side  to  side 
Coiues  danger  rolling  with  the  deep'niiig  tide; 
Yet  noue  who  saw  the  rapid  current  flow 
Could  the  Hrst  instant  of  that  danger  know 

The  lovers  waited  till  the  time  should  come 
When  they  together  could  possess  a  home: 
In  either  house  were  men  and  mai<is  nnwed, 
Hopes  to  be  soothed  and  tsm^terf  to  bu  led. 
« 
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Then  Allnn's  mother  of  his  favourite  maid 
iS|ioke  from  the  feeliiif^s  of  a  mind  afraid: 
"  Dress  and  ainuscinents  were  her  sole  employ," 
She  said — "  entanghng  her  dehided  boy." 
And  yet,  in  truth,  a  mother's  jealous  love 
Had  much  imagined  and  could  little  prove; 
Jiiditli  had  beauty — and  if  vain,  was  kind. 
Discreet  and  mild,  and  had  a  serious  mind. 

Dull  was  their  prospect — when  the  lovers  met, 
They  said  "  We  must  not — dare  not  venture  yet." 
"  Oh!   could  I  labour  for  thee,"  Allen  cried, 
"  Why  should  our  friends  be  thus  dissatisfied? 
On  my  own  ann  I  could  depend,  but  they 
Still  urf^e  obedience — must  1  yet  obey?" 
Poor  .ludith  felt  the  grief,  but  grieving  begg'd  delAj 

At  lenj;th  a  prospect  came  that  seem'd  to  smile 
And  faintly  woo  them,  from  a  Western  l.sle; 
A  kinsMUUi  there  a  widow's  hand  had  gain'd, 
Was  old,  was  rich,  and  childless  yet  remain'd; 
"  Would  some  young  Booth  to  his  afhiirs  attend. 
And  wait  awhile,  he  might  expect  a  friend." 
The  elder  brothers,  who  were  not  in  love, 
Fear'd  the  false  seas,  unwilling  to  remove; 
But  the  young  Allen,  an  euamour'd  boy, 
Eager  an  in<le|)endence  to  enjoy, 
Would  through  all  perils  seek  it, — by  the  sea, — 
Through  labour,  danger,  pain,  or  slavery. 
The  faithful  Judith  his  design  apj)roved. 
For  both  were  sangtiine,  they  were  young,  8iid  loved 
The  mother's  slow  consent  was  then  obt;iin'd; 
The  time  arrived,  to  part  alone  remaiu'd: 
All  tilings  prepared,  on  the  expected  day 
Was  seen  the  vessel  anchor'd  in  the  bay. 
From  her  would  seamen  in  the  evening  come, 
To  take  th'  adventurous  Allen  from  his  home; 
With  his  own  friends  the  final  day  he  pass'd. 
And  every  painful  hour,  except  the  last. 
]"ne  grieving  father  urged  the  cheerful  glass. 
To  make  the  moments  witli  less  sorrow  pass; 
Intent  the  mother  look'd  upon  her  son, 
And  wsh'd  th'  assent  witliiirawn,  the  deed  undone; 
The  younger  sister,  as  he  took  his  w,ay. 
Hung  on  his  coat,  and  begg'd  for  more  delay: 
But  his  own  Judith  call'd  him  to  the  shore, 
Whom  he  must  meet,  for  they  might  meet  no  more^ 
And  tliore  he  found  her — faithful,  mournful,  true, 
Wee[>ing,  and  waiting  for  a  last  adieu! 
I'he  ebbing  tide  had  l-^lt  the  sand,  and  there 
ldov«d  with  blow  stepa  the  meltuicboly  piiir: 
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Sweet  wero  the  painful  moments — but,  ho-vr  sweat 

And  witliout  pain,  wiien  tlioy  iijrain  should  meet! 

Now  either  spoke,  as  hope  and  fear  iin  press' d, 

Each  their  alternate  triumph  in  the  breast. 

Distance  alarm'd  the  maid — she  cried,  "  Tis  far!" 

And  danger  too — "  it  is  a  time  of  war: 

Then  in  those  countries  are  diseases  strange, 

And  women  gay,  and  men  are  prone  to  change: 

What  then  may  happen  in  a  year,  when  things 

Of  vast  importance  every  mouient  brings! 

But  liark!  an  oar!"  she  cried,  yet  none  appear 'd— 

'T  was  love's  mistake,  who  fancied  wliat  it  fear'd; 

And  she  continued — "  Do  my  Allen,  keep 

Thy  heart  from  evil,  let  thy  passions  sleep; 

Believe  it  good,  nay  glorious,  to  prevail, 

And  stand  in  safety  where  so  many  fail; 

And  do  not,  Allen,  or  for  shame,  or  pride, 

Thy  faith  abjure,  or  thy  profession  hide; 

Can  I  believe  his  love  will  lasting  prove, 

Wlio  has  no  rev'rence  for  the  God  I  love? 

I  know  thee  well!  how  good  thou  art  and  kind; 

But  strong  the  passions  that  invade  thy  mind — 

Now,  what  to  me  hath  Allen  to  commend?" 

'•  Upon  my  mother,"  said  the  youth,  "  attend; 

Forget  her  spleen,  and,  in  my  place  apjiear, 

Her  lo/e  to  me  will  make  my  Judith  dear. 

Oft  I  shall  think  (such  comforts  lovers  seek). 

Who  speaks  of  me,  and  fancy  what  they  s()eak; 

Then  write  on  all  occasions,  always  dwell 

On  hope's  fair  prospects,  and  be  kind  and  well, 

And  ever  choose  the  fondest,  teuderest  style." 

She  answer'd,  "  No,"  but  answer'd  with  a  smile. 

"  And  now,  my  Judith,  at  so  sad  a  time. 

Forgive  my  fear,  and  call  it  not  my  crime. 

When  with  our  youthful  neighbours  'tis  thy  cbano* 

To  meet  in  walks,  the  visit  or  the  dance. 

When  every  lad  would  on  my  lass  attend, 

Choose  not  a  smooth  designer  for  a  friend : 

That  fawning  Philip! — nay,  be  not  severe, 

A  rival's  ho]ie  must  cause  a  lover's  fear." 

Displeased  she  felt,  and  might  in  her  reply 
Have  mix'd  some  anger,  but  the  boat  was  nigh, 
Now  truly  heard! — it  soon  was  full  in  sight; — 
Now  the  sad  farewell,  and  the  long  good-nignt; 

For  see! — his  friends  come  hast'ning  to  the  beacd^ 
And  now  the  gunwale  is  witnin  the  reach : 
"*  Adieu! — farewell! — remember!"  and  what  mocit 
Affection  taught,  was  utter'd  troro  the  shoro. 

ca 
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But  Judith  left  them  with  a  heavj'  heart, 
Took  a  last  view,  aud  went  to  weep  apart. 
And  now  his  friends  went  slowly  from  the  plao0^ 
Where  she  stood  still,  the  dashing  oar  to  trace, 
Till  all  were  silent! — for  the  youth  she  pray'd, 
And  softly  then  return'd  the  weeping  maid. 

They  parted,  thus  by  hope  and  fortune  led. 
And  Judith's  hours  in  pensive  pleasure  fled; 
But  when  return'd  the  youth? — the  youth  no  more 
Return'd  exulting  to  his  native  shore; 
But  forty  years  were  past,  and  then  there  came 
A  worn-out  man  with  wither'd  limbs  and  lame. 
His  mind  oppress'd  with  woes,  and  bent  with  iige  his  frmOMi 
Y;s!  old  and  grieved,  and  trembhng  with  decay. 
Was  Allen  landing  in  his  native  bay, 
Willing  his  breathless  fonn  should  blend  with  kindred  d^y 
In  an  autumnal  e^■e  he  left  the  beach. 
In  such  an  eve  he  chanced  the  port  to  reach : 
He  was  alone;  he  press'd  the  very  place 
Of  the  sad  parting,  of  the  last  embrace: 
There  stood  his  parents,  there  retired  the  maid, 
So  fond,  so  tender,  and  so  mucli  afraid; 
And  on  that  spot,  through  many  a  year,  his  mind 
Turn'd  mournful  back,  half  sinking,  half  resign'd. 

No  one  was  present-  of  its  crew  bereft, 
A  single  boat  was  in  the  uulows  left; 
bent  from  some  anchor'd  vessel  in  the  bay 
At  the  returmng  tide  to  sail  away; 
O'er  the  black  stem  the  moonliglit  softly  play'd. 
The  loosen'd  foresail  flai)ping  ^  the  shade; 
All  silent  else  on  shore;  but  from  the  town 
A  drowsy  peal  of  distant  bolls  came  down: 
From  the  tall  houses  here  and  there,  a  light 
Served  some  confused  remembrance  to  excite: 
"  There,"  he  observed,  and  new  emotions  felt, 
"  Was  my  first  home — and  yonder  Judith  dwelt; 
Dead!  dead  are  all!  I  long — I  fear  to  know," 
He  said,  and  walk'd  impatient,  and  yet  slow. 

Sudden  there  broke  upon  his  grief  a  noise 
Of  merry  tumult  and  of  vulgar  joys: 
Seamen  returning  to  their  ship,  were  come. 
With  idle  numbers  straying  from  their  home; 
Allen  among  them  im'x'd,  and  in  the  old 
Strove  some  familiar  features  to  behold; 
While  fancy  aided  memory: — "  Man,  what  ohefrT* 
A  sailor  cried;  Art  thou  at  anchor  here?" 
Faintly  he  answer'd,  and  then  tried  to  trace 
Some  youtlifiiJ  features  in  some  a^ed  face. 
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A.  swarthy  matron  he  beheld,  and  thought 

She  might  unfold  the  very  truths  he  sought: 

Confused  and  treinMing,  he  the  dame  addressi'd  : 

"The  Booths!  yet  live  they  ?  "  pausing  and  opprtti'd; 

Then  sp^ke  again  :  —  "Is  there  no  ancient  man, 

David  his  name  t  —  assist  me  if  you  can. — 

Flemmings  there  were  — and  Judith,  doth  she  live  ?  " 

The  woman  gazed,  nor  could  an  answer  give  ; 

Yet  wond'ring  stood,  and  all  were  silent  by, 

Feeling  a  strange  and  solemn  sympathy. 

The  woman  musing  said  —  "  She  knew  full  well 

Where  the  old  people  came  at  last  to  dwell ; 

They  had  a  married  daughter,  and  a  son, 

But  they  were  dead,  and  now  remain'd  not  one." 

*'  Yes,"  said  an  elder,  who  had  paused  intent 
On  days  long  past,  "  there  was  a  sad  event ;  — 
"  One  of  these  Booths  —  it  was  my  mother's  tale  — 
Here  left  his  lass,  1  know  not  where  to  sail  : 
She  saw  their  parting,  and  observed  the  pain; 
But  never  came  th  unhappy  man  again :  " 
"  The  ship  was  captured  "  —  Allen  raceklv  said, 
"  And  what  became  of  the  forsaken  maid  ?  " 
The  woman  answer'd :  *'  I  remember  now, 
She  used  to  tell  the  lasses  of  her  vow, 
And  of  her  lover's  loss,  and  I  have  seen 
The  gayest  hearts  grow  sad  where  she  has  been  { 
Yet  in  her  grief  she  married,  and  was  made 
Slave  to  a  wretch,  whom  meekly  she  obey'd, 
And  early  buried  —  but  I  know  no  more  : 
And  hark  !  our  friends  are  hast'ning  to  the  shore. 

Allen  soon  found  a  lodging  in  the  town, 
And  walk'd,  a  man  unnoticed  up  and  down. 
This  house,  and  this,  he  knew,  and  thought  a  faM 
He  sometimes  could  among  a  number  trace; 
Of  names  remember'd  there  remain'd  a  few. 
But  of  no  favourites,  and  the  rest  were  new  : 
A  merchant's  wealth,  when  Allen  went  to  sea, 
Was  rcckon'd  boundless.  —  Could  he  living  be  \ 
Or  lived  his  son  ?  for  one  he  had,  the  heir 
To  a  vast  business,  and  a  fortune  fair. 
No  !  but  that  heir's  poor  widow,  from  her  shed. 
With  crutches  went  to  take  her  dole  of  bread. 
There  was  a  friend  whom  he  had  left  a  boy. 
With  hope  to  sail  the  master  of  a  hoy; 
Him,  after  many  a  stormy  day,  he  found 
With  his  great  wish,  his  life's  whole  purpose,  crowu'd 
This  hoy's  proud  captain  look'd  in  Allen's  face, — 
"  Yours  is,  my  friend,"  said  he,  "  a  woful  case ; 
03 
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We  cannot  all  succeed :  I  now  command 
The  Betsy  sloop,  and  am  not  much  at  land; 
But  when  we  meet,  you  shall  your  story  tell 
Of  foreign  parts — I  bid  you  now  farewell!" 

Allen  80  long  had  left  his  native  shore, 
He  saw  but  few  whom  he  had  seen  before; 
The  older  people,  as  they  met  him,  cast 
A  pitying  look,  oft  speaking  as  they  pass'd — 
"  Tho  riian  is  Allen  Booth,  and  it  appears 
He  dwelt  among  us  in  his  early  years: 
We  see  the  name  engraved  upon  the  stones, 
Where  tliis  poor  wanderer  means  to  lay  his  boneB." 
Thus  where  lie  lived  and  loved — unhappy  changeJ— 
He  seems  a  stranger,  and  finds  all  are  strange. 

But  now  a  Widow,  in  a  village  near, 
Chanced  of  the  melancholy  man  to  hear; 
Old  as  she  was,  to  Judith  s  bosom  came 
Some  strong  emotions  at  the  well-known  name; 
He  was  her  much-loved  Allen,  she  had  stay'd 
Ten  troubled  years,  a  sad  afflicted  maid; 
Then  was  she  wedded,  of  his  death  assured, 
And  much  of  mis'ry  in  her  lot  endured; 
Her  husband  died ;  her  children  sought  their  bread 
In  various  places,  and  to  her  were  dead. 
The  once  fond  lovers  met;  not  grief  nor  age, 
Sickness  or  pain,  their  hearts  could  disengage: 
Each  had  unmediate  confidence;  a  friend 
Both  now  beheld,  on  whom  they  might  depend; 
"  Now  is  there  one  to  whom  I  can  express 
My  nature's  weakness,  and  my  soul's  distres*.* 
Allen  look  d  up,  and  with  impatient  heart — 
*  Let  rae  not  lose  thee — never  let  us  part 
So  heaven  this  comfort  to  my  sufferings  give. 
It  is  not  all  distress  to  tliink  and  live." 
Thus  Allen  spoke — for  time  had  not  removed 
The  charms  attach'd  to  one  so  fondly  loved; 
Who  with  more  health,  the  mistress  of  their  ook, 
Labours  to  soothe  the  evils  of  liis  lot 
To  her,  to  her  alone,  his  various  fate, 
At  various  times,  'tis  comfort  to  relate; 
And  yet  his  sorrow — she  too  loves  to  hear 
What  wrings  her  bosom,  and  compels  the  tear. 

First  he  related  how  he  left  the  shom 
Alarm'd  with  fears  that  they  should  meet  no  mom. 
Then,  ere  the  ship  had  reach'd  her  purposed  coarse 
They  met  and  yielded  to  the  Spanish  force; 
Then  cross  th'  Atlantic  seas  they  bore  their  pregr, 
Who  grieving  landfd  from  their  sultry  bay; 
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And  marching  many  a  burning  IftHgue,  he  foonl 

Himself  a  slave  iifioii  a  inint-r's  ground: 

There  a  g<X)d  priest  iiis  native  hmguage  spoke, 

And  pave  some  ease  to  liis  tormenting  _voke; 

Kindly  advanced  him  in  his  master  s  grace. 

And  lie  was  station 'd  in  an  easier  place: 

There,  hopeless  ever  to  esca[>e  the  land. 

He  to  a  Spanish  maiden  gave  liis  hand; 

In  cottage  shelter  d  from  the  hlaze  of  ilay, 

He  saw  his  liappy  infants  roiinil  him  l)lay; 

Where  summer  shadows,  made  by  lofty  trees, 

Waived  o'er  his  seat,  and  soothed  his  reveries; 

E'en  then  he  thought  of  (England,  nor  could  »-igh. 

But  his  fond  Isabel  demanded,  "  Why?" 

Grieved  by  the  story,  she  the  sigh  rejuvid, 

And  wept  in  pity  for  the  Knglish  maid: 

Thus  twenty  years  were  ])ivss'd,  and  pass'd  Lis  viewi, 

Of  fiirllier  bliss,  for  he  had  wealth  to  lose; 

His  frieiid  now  dead,  some  foe  iiad  dared  to  paint 

"  His  fiiith  as  tainted:  he  his  sjHjuse  would  tuiut: 

Make  all  his  children  iuKdels,  and  found 

An  English  heresy  on  Christian  ground." 

"  Whilst  I  was  poor,"  said  Allen,  "  noati  would  cafe 
What  my  poor  notions  of  religion  were; 
None  ask  d  me  whom  I  worshipp'd,  how  I  pray'd, 
If  due  obedience  to  the  laws  were  paid: 
My  good  adviser  taught  me  to  be  still. 
Nor  to  make  converts  had  I  power  or  wilL 
i  preach'd  no  foreign  d(x;trine  to  my  wife, 
And  never  mention 'd  Luther  in  my  life; 
I,  all  they  said,  say  what  they  would,  allow'd. 
And  when  the  fathers  bade  me  bow,  I  bow'd; 
Their  forms  I  follow'd,  whether  well  or  sict, 
And  w!is  a  most  obedient  Catholic. 
But  I  had  money,  and  these  pastors  foimd 
My  notions  vague,  heretical,  unsound. 
A  wicked  book  they  seized;  the  very  Turk 
Could  not  have  read  a  more  pernicious  work; 
To  me  pernicious,  who  if  it  were  good 
Or  evil  question 'd  not,  nor  understood: 
Oh!  had  I  little  but  the  l)ook  possess'd, 
I  might  have  read  it,  and  enjoy  d  my  rest." 

Alas!  poor  Alien — through  his  wealth  was  teen 
Crimes  that  by  poverty  conceal 'd  had  been: 
Faults  that  in  dusty  pictures  rest  unknown, 
Are  in  an  instant  through  the  v.arnish  shown, 

He  tolil  their  cruel  mercy;  how  at  last, 
In  Chrififiau  kindness  for  the  merits  put. 
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They  spared  liis  forfeit  life,  but  bade  him  iy, 

Or  for  Ills  crime  and  cotitiimacy  die; 

Fly  from  all  scenes,  all  objects  of  deliybt: 

His  wife,  iiis  cliildren,  weeping  in  his  sight, 

All  urging  him  to  flee,  he  fied,  and  cursed  nis  flight 

Pie  next  related  how  he  found  a  way, 
Guidelcss  and  grieving,  to  Campeachy-Bay: 
There  in  tlie  woods  he  wrought,  and  there,  amoQg 
Some  lab'ring  seamen,  heard  his  native  tongue: 
The  sound,  one  moment,  broke  upon  his  pain 
With  joyful  force;  he  long'd  to  hear  again: 
Again  he  heard;  he  seized  an  offer  d  liand, 
"  And  when  beheld  you  last  our  native  land!" 
He  cried,  ■*  and  in  what  countrj'?  quickly  say  "— 
The  seamen  answer'd — stiangers  all  were  they; 
One  only  at  his  native  port  had  been; 
He,  landing  once,  the  quay  and  church  had  seen, 
For  that  esteem  d;  but  nothing  more  he  knew. 
Still  more  to  know,  would  Allen  join  the  crew 
Sail  where  they  sail'd,  and,  many  a  i)eril  past, 
They  at  his  kinsman's  isle  their  anchor  cast; 
But  him  they  found  not,  nor  could  one  relate 
Auglit  of  his  will,  his  wish,  or  his  estate. 
This  grieved  not  Allen;  then  again  lie  sail'd 
For  England's  coast,  again  his  fiue  prevail'd: 
War  raged,  and  he,  an  active  man  and  strong, 
Was  soon  impress'd,  and  served  his  country  long. 
By  various  shores  he  pass'd,  on  various  seas, 
Never  so  happy  as  when  void  of  ease. — 
And  tlien  he  told  how  in  a  cahn  distress'd, 
Dsy  after  day  his  soul  was  sick  of  rest; 
Wiien,  as  a  log  upon  the  deep  they  stood, 
Then  roved  his  spirit  to  the  inland  wood; 
Till,  while  awake,  he  dream  d,  that  on  the  seas 
Were  his  loved  home,  the  hill,  the  stream,  the  treen; 
He  gazed,  he  pointed  to  the  scenes: — "  There  stand 
My  wife,  my  children,  'tis  my  lovely  land; 
See!  there  my  dwelling — oh!  delicious  scene 
Of  m}'  best  life — uniiand  me — are  you  men?" 
And  thus  the  frenzy  ruled  him,  till  the  wind 
Brush  d  tlie  fond  pictures  from  the  stagnant  mind. 

He  told  of  bloody  fights,  and  how  at  length 
1"'.ie  rage  of  battle  gave  his  spirits  strength: 
'Twas  in  the  Indian  seas  his  limb  he  lost. 
And  he  was  left  half-dead  upon  the  coast; 
Bi.t  living  gaiu'd,   mid  rich  aspiring  men, 
A  fair  subsistence  by  his  ready  pen. 
"  Thus, '  he  continued,  "  pass'd  unvaried  3reu% 
Without  events  producing  hopes  or  tiaara." 
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Angmcnted  jKiy  procured  li'm  decent  wealth, 

But  years  ailviuu-iii;;  uuilerinined  liis  licallb; 

Then  oft-times  in  deli^litl"iil  dream  lie  Hew 

To  England's  sliurc,  and  s^-enes  liis  cliildliood  knew* 

He  saw  his  jiarents.  saw  his  lav'ntc  maid, 

No  feature  wrinklo<l,  not  a  charm  decay 'd; 

And  thus  excited,  in  his  bos<jm  rose 

A  wish  so  strong,  it  balH-.-d  his  re|)09e; 

Anxious  lie  felt  on  Ku'^lish  c:nth  to  lio; 

To  view  his  native  soil,  and  there  to  die. 

He  then  described  the  gioom.  the  dread  he  foand, 

When  first  ho  landed  on  the  clioscn  ground, 

Where  undefined  was  all  he  hoped  and  Icar'd, 

And  how  confused  and  troubled  all  a()pear'd; 

His  thoughts  in  pa>t  and  present  .scenes  cniploy'd^ 

All  views  in  future  blighted  and  destroy 'd; 

His  were  a  medley  of  bewild'ring  themes, 

Sao  as  realities,  and  wild  as  dreains. 

Here  his  relation  closes,  but  his  mind 
Flies  back  again  some  resting-place  to  Hnd; 
Thus  silent,  musing  through  the  day,  he  »n» 
His  children  sporting  by  liiose  lovely  treoa, 
Their  mother  singing  in  the  shaily  snene. 
Where  the  fresh  springs  burst  o'er  the  lively  great ^^^ 
So  strong  his  eager  fancy,  he  afTrig'its 
The  faithful  widow  by  its  powerful  ilights, 
For  what  distui'bs  him  he  aloud  will  tell, 
And  cry — "    Tis  she,  my  wife!  n)y  Isabel  I 
Where  are  my  children?' — .Judith  gr'eves  to  hear 
How  the  soul  works  in  sorrows  so  severe; 
Assiduous  all  his  wislics  to  attend, 
Deprived  of  much,  he  yet  may  boast  a  friend; 
Watch'd  by  her  care,  in  sleep,  his  spirit  takes 
Its  flight,  and  watchful  finds  her  when  he  wakes. 

'Tis  now  her  office;  her  attention  see! 
WTiile  her  friend  sleeps  beneath  that  shading  tree, 
Careful,  she  guards  hnn  from  the  glowing  heat, 
And  pensive  muses  at  her  Allen's  feet. 

And  where  is  he?     Ah!  doubtless  in  those  scenes 
Of  his  host  days,  amid  the  vi\nd  greens, 
Fresh  with  iniiunnber'd  rills,  where  ev'ry  gala 
Breathes  the  rich  fragrance  of  the  neighb'ring  vale. 
Smiles  not  his  wife,  and  listens  as  there  comes 
The  night-bird's  music  from  the  thick'ning  glooms? 
And  as  he  sits  with  all  these  tre:\sures  high, 
Blaze  not  with  fairy-light  the  phosphor-fly, 
When  like  a  s[)arkling  gem  it  wiieels  illuinmed  byf 
This  is  the  joy  wliich  now  so  plainly  speaks 
In  the  warm  tr.iuaieat  tiii&hiiig  ol'  his  cheaks) 


For  he  is  list'ning  to  the  fiincied  noiM 
«Jf  bis  own  cliildrun,  eii^^er  in  tlieir  joys: 
All  this  he  feels,  a  dream's  delusive  biiss 
Gives  the  expression,  and  the  glow  like  thiB. 
And  now  his  Judith  lays  her  knitting  bj'; 
These  itrong  emotions  in  her  friend  to  spy; 

For  she  can  fully  of  their  tiatnredeem 

But  see!  he  breaks  the  long  protracted  theme, 
Aad  Tskea,  and  ories — "  My  Godl  'twas  but  • 
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TALE  III. 

THE    QENTLEMAN    FARMER. 


Pause  then, 

And  weich  thy  value  with  an  even  hand  t 

If  thon  oee><t  rated  by  thy  estimation, 

Thou  dost  deserve  enough. — Merchant  <ff  Vtmlmt 


Throw  phyaic  to  the  does.  I'll  none  of  it. — Vaiilntk. 


GwTN  was  a  farmer,  whom  the  farmers  all, 
Who  dwelt  around,  "  the  Gentleman"  wotdd  call; 
Whether  in  pure  humility  or  pride, 
They  only  knew,  and  they  would  not  decide. 

Far  different  he  from  that  dull  plodiUng  trilM 
Whom  it  was  his  amusornent  to  describe; 
Creatures  no  more  enliven'd  than  a  clod. 
But  treading  still  as  their  dull  fathers  trod; 
Who  lived  in  times  when  not  a  man  had  seen 
Com  sown  by  drill,  or  tliresh'd  by  a  machine* 
He  was  of  those  whose  skill  assigns  the  prize 
For  creatures  fed  in  pens,  and  stalls,  and  stie* 
And  who,  in  places  where  uuprovers  meet, 
To  fill  the  land  with  fatness,  had  a  seat; 
Who  in  large  mansions  live  like  petty  kingt, 
And  speak  of  farms  but  as  amusing  things; 
Who  plans  encourage,  and  who  journals  keep. 
And  talk  with  lords  about  a  breed  of  sheep. 

Two  are  the  species  in  tliis  genus  known; 
One,  who  is  rich  in  liis  profession  grown, 
Who  yearly  6nds  his  ample  stores  increase, 
From  fortune's  favours  and  a  flivouring  lease; 
Who  rides  his  hunter,  who  his  house  adorns; 
Who  drinV's  his  wine,  and  his  disbursements  soomfti 
Who  freely  lives,  and  loves  to  show  he  can — 
This  is  the  Fanner  made  the  Gentleman. 

The  second  species  from  the  world  is  sent, 
Tved  with  its  strife,  or  with  his  wealth  content: 
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In  books  !ind  mon  beyond  the  former  read, 

To  I'ariuing  solely  l)y  a  passion  led, 

Or  by  a  fashion;  curious  in  his  land; 

Now  planning  much,  now  changing  what  he  platm'd; 

Pleased  by  each  trial,  not  by  failures  vex'd, 

And  ever  certain  to  succeed  tlie  next; 

Quick  to  resolve,  and  easy  to  persuade — 

This  is  the  Gentleman,  a  Farmer  made. 

Gwyn  was  of  these;  he  from  the  world  withdrew 

Early  in  life,  his  reasons  known  to  few; 

Some  disappointnjent  said,  some  pure  good  sense, 

The  love  of  land,  the  press  of  indolence; 

His  fortune  known,  and  coming  to  retire, 

If  not  a  Farmer,  men  had  call'd  him  'Squire. 
Forty  and  five  his  years,  no  child  or  wife 

Cross'd  the  still  tenour  of  his  cliosen  life; 

Much  land  he  purchased,  planted  far  around, 

And  let  some  portions  of  superfluous  ground 

To  farmers  near  him,  not  displeased  to  say, 

"  My  tenants,"  nor  "  our  worthy  landlord,"  they. 
Fix'd  in  his  farm,  he  soon  display  d  his  skill 

In  small-boned  lambs,  the  horse-hoe,  and  the  driU; 

r'rom  these  he  rose  to  themes  of  nobler  kind, 

And  sliow'd  the  riches  of  a  fertile  mind; 

To  all  around  their  visits  he  repaid. 

And  thus  his  mansion  and  himself  display 'd. 
His  rooms  were  stately,  rather  fine  than  neat. 
And  guests  politely  call'd  his  house  a  Seat; 
At  much  expense  was  each  apartment  graced, 
His  taste  was  gorgeous,  but  it  still  was  taste; 
In  full  festoons  the  crimson  curtains  fell. 
The  sofas  rose  in  bold  elastic  swell; 
Mirrors  in  gilded  frames  display "d  the  tintB 
Of  glowing  carpets  and  of  colour'd  prints; 
The  weary  eye  saw  every  object  shine. 
And  all  was  costly,  fanciful,  and  fine. 

As  with  his  friends  he  pass  d  the  social  hoar^ 
His  generous  spirit  snorn'd  to  hide  its  powers; 
Powers  unexpected,  for  his  eye  and  air 
Gave  no  sure  signs  that  eloquence  was  there i 
Oft  he  began  with  sudden  fire  and  force, 
As  loth  to  lose  occasion  for  discourse; 
Some,  'tis  obser^-ed,  who  feel  a  wish  to  speak, 
Will  a  due  place  for  introduction  seek; 
On  to  their  pui-pose  step  by  step  they  steal, 
And  all  their  way,  by  certain  signals,  feel; 
Others  plunge  in  at  once,  and  never  heed 
MHbose  turn  they  take,  whose  purpot«  tb«y  m^    \jtn 
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Eepolvcd  to  shine,  they  liasten  to  begin, 

Of  ending  th()uj;htiess — and  of  these  was  Gwyn, 

And  thus  ho  spake :  — 

"  It  pneves  me  to  the  loal, 
To  see  how  man  submits  to  man's  control; 
How  overpowor'd  and  shackled  minds  are  led 
In  vulgar  tracks,  and  to  submission  bred; 
The  coward  never  on  himself  relies, 
But  to  an  equal  for  assistance  flies; 
Man  yields  to  custom,  as  he  bows  to  fate. 
In  all  things  ruled — mind,  body,  and  estate; 
In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  ai)j)ly 
To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why; 
But  that  the  creature  has  some  jargon  read. 
And  got  some  .'Scotchman's  system  in  his  head-: 
Some  grave  impostor,  who  will  health  insure, 
Long  as  your  patience  or  your  wealth  endure, 
But  mark  tliom  well,  the  pale  end  sicl-ly  crew, 
They  liave  not  hiyilth,  and  can  they  give  it  youf 
These  solemn  cheats  their  various  methoaschoOMi 
A  system  Hies  them,  as  a  bard  jis  muse: 
Hence  wordy  wars  arise:  the  learn  d  divide. 
And  gro;ming  patients  curse  each  erring  guide. 
"  Next   our  allUirs  are  govcrn'd,  buy  or  sell. 
Upon  the  deed  the  law  umst  fix  its  s\>e\l; 
Whether  we  hire  or  let,  we  must  have  still 
The  dabious  aiil  of  an  Attorney's  skill; 
They  take  a  jiart  in  every  man's  all'airs, 
And  in  all  business  some  concern  is  theirs; 
Because  mankind  in  ways  prescribed  are  found 
Like  flocks  that  follow  on  a  beaten  (jround, 
Each  abject  nature  in  the  way  proceeds, 
That  now  to  shearing,  now  to  slaughter  leads. 
Should  you  ofl'end,  though  meaning  no  ofl'enoe, 
You  have  no  safety  m  your  innocence; 
The  statute  broken  then  is  [ilaced  in  view. 
And  men  must  pay  for  crimes  they  never  knew 
Who  would  by  law  regain  his  pluuder'd  store, 
Would  pick  up  fallen  mere  ry  from  the  floor; 
If  he  pursue  it,  here  and  there  it  slides, 
He  would  collect  it,  but  it  more  divides* 
This  part  and  this  he  stops,  but  still  in  vain. 
It  slips  aside,  and  breaks  in  part'*  again; 
Till,  after  tmie  and  p.ains.  and  care  and  cost, 
He  finds  his  labour  and  his  object  lost. 
But  most  it  grieves  me  (friends  alone  are  rouadj|> 
To  tee  a  man  in  priestly  tietteD  boand; 
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Guides  to  tli3  soul,  these  friends  of  Heaven  contrirs, 
Loug  Hd  uiaii  lives,  to  keep  his  fears  alivB: 
Soon  as  an  infint  breathes,  their  rites  begin; 
Who  knows  not  sinning,  must  be  freed  from  gin,- 
Who  needs  no  bor.d,  must  yet  engage  in  vows; 
Who  has  no  judgment,  must  a  creed  espouse: 
Advanced  in  life,  our  boys  are  bound  by  rules, 
Are  catechised  in  churches,  cloisters,  schools, 
And  train  d  in  thraldom  to  be  fit  for  tools: 
The  youtli  grown  up,  he  now  a  partner  needs, 
And  lo!  a  priest,  as  soon  as  he  succc.ds. 
What  man  of  sense  can  marriage-rites  apprOTO? 
What  man  of  spirit  can  be  bound  to  love? 
Forced  to  be  kind!  compelled  to  be  sincere  1 
Do  chains  and  fetters  make  companions  dear? 
Pris'ners  indeed  we  bind;  but  though  the  bond 
May  keep  them  safe,  it  does  not  make  them  fond , 
The  ring,  the  vow,  the  witness,  licence,  prayers, 
All  parties  known!  made  public  all  affairs! 
Such  forms  men  suffer,  and  fiora  these  they  data 
A  deed  of  love  begun  with  all  they  hate: 
Absurd!  that  none  the  beaten  road  should  shim, 
But  love  to  do  what  other  dupes  have  done. 

"  Well,  now  your  priest  has  made  you  one  of  twain 
Look  you  for  rest?     Alas!  you  look  in  vain. 
If  sick,  becomes;  you  cannot  die  in  peace, 
Till  he  attends  to  witness  your  release; 
To  vex  your  soul,  and  urge  you  to  confess 
The  sins  you  feel,  remember,  or  can  guess; 
Nay,  when  departed,  to  your  grave  he  goes. 
But  there  indeed  l*e  hurts  not  your  repose. 

"  Such  are  our  burthens;  part  we  must  sostain, 
But  need  not  link  new  grievance  to  the  chain : 
Yet  men  like  idiots  will  their  frames  surround 
With  tliese  vile  shackles,  nor  confess  they're  bound; 
In  all  that  most  confines  them  they  confide. 
Their  slavery  boast,  and  make  theu-  bonds  their  pridei 
E'en  as  the  pressure  galls  them,  they  declare, 
(Good  souls!)  how  happy  and  how  free  they  arei 
As  madmen,  pointing  round  their  WTetched  cells. 
Cry,  '  Lo!  the  palace  where  our  honour  dwells.' 

"  Such  is  our  state :  but  I  resolve  to  live 
By  rules  my  reason  and  my  feelings  give ; 
No  legal  guards  shall  keep  enthrall'd  my  mind. 
No  slaves  command  me,  and  no  teachers  blind. 
Tempted  by  sins,  let  nte  their  strength  defy, 
But  have  do  second  in  a  soiplice  by; 
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Ko  bottlo-holder,  with  officious  aid, 
To  comfort  coiiscit-nce,  weaken  d  and  afraid- 
Then  if  I  yiohl,  my  frailty  is  not  known; 
And,  if  I  Bt:uid,  tiie  plory  is  my  own. 

"  When  Truth  and  Keason  arc  our  friends,  we 
Alive!  awake! — the  superstitious  dream 
Oh!  then,  fair  Tnitli.  for  thee  alone  I  seek, 
Friend  to  the  wise,  supporter  of  the  weak; 
From  thee  we  learn  whate'cr  is  right  and  just; 
Forms  to  despise,  professions  to  distrust; 
Creeds  to  reject,  pretensions  to  deride. 
And,  followin;;  thee,  to  follow  none  beside." 

Such  way  the  Ri)occh.  it  struck  upon  the  ear 
Like  sudden  thunder,  none  expect  to  hear. 
He  saw  men's  wonder  with  a  manly  pride, 
And  gravely  smiled  at  guest  electrified; 
"  A  fanner  this!"  they  said,  "  Oh!  let  him  seek 
That  place  where  he  may  for  his  country  speak; 
On  some  great  question  to  harangue  for  hours, 
While  s[>eakers,  hearing,  envy  nohle  powers!" 

Wisdom  like  this,  as  all  things  rich  and  rare, 
Must  be  acquired  with  pains,  and  kept  with  care; 
In  books  he  sought  it.  which  his  friends  might  rvew, 
When  their  kind  host  the  guarding  curtain  drew. 
There  were  historic  works  for  graver  hours. 
And  lighter  verse,  to  spur  the  languid  powtj»; 
There  metaphysics,  logic  there  had  place; 
But  of  devotion  not  a  single  trace — 
Save  what  is  taught  in  (lihbon's  florid  page, 
And  other  guides  of  this  enquiring  age; 
There  Hume  appear 'd,  and  ne.or,  a  splendid  botw 
Composed  by  Gay  s  "good  lord  of  Bolingb-oke: " 
With  these  were  mi.\'d  the  light,  the  free,  tht  yain. 
And  from  a  corner  fjcepd  the  s;ige  Tom  Paine. 
Here  four  neat  volumes  Chesterfield  were  named, 
For  miumers  much  and  easy  morals  famed; 
With  chaste  Memoirs  of  females,  to  be  read 
When  dee|>er  studies  had  confused  the  head, 

Such  his  resources,  treasures  where  he  sought 
For  daily  knowledga  till  his  mind  was  fraught: 
Then,  when  his  friends  were  present,  for  their  aap 
He  would  the  riches  he  h.id  stored  produce; 
He  found  his  lamp  bum  clearer,  when  each  day, 
He  drew  for  all  he  ptirposed  to  display: 
For  these  ocwi.sions,  fcrth  his  knowler!g<»  sprung, 
As  mustard  qr.ickens,  on  a  bed  of  duiigi 
All  was  prepjired,  and  guests  allow'd  the  praise 
For  ^'hat  thev  saw  he  could  so  quickly  raise. 
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Such  this  new  fiiend :  and  when  the  year  came  ronn^ 
The  same  impressive,  reasoning  sage  was  (bund: 
Tlien.  too,  was  seen  tlie  pleasant  mansion  graced 
With  a  fair  damsel — his  no  vulgar  taste; 
The  neat  Rebecca — sly,  observant,  still, 
Watching  his  eye,  and  waiting  on  his  will  ; 
Simple  yet  smart  her  dress,  her  manners  meek, 
Her  smiles  spoke  for  her,  she  would  seldom  speak: 
But  watch'd  each  look,  each  meaning  to  detect, 
And  (pleased  with  notice)  felt  for  all  neglect. 

With  her  lived  Gwyn  a  sweet  harmonious  life, 
Who,  forms  excepted,  was  a  charming  wife. 
The  wives  indeed,  so  made  by  vulgar  law, 
Affected  scorn,  and  censured  what  they  saw, 
And  what  they  saw  not,  fancied ;  said  'twas  sin. 
And  took  no  notice  of  the  wife  of  Gwyn: 
But  he  despised  their  mdeness,  and  would  prove 
Theirs  was  compulsion  and  distrust,  not  love; 
"  Fools  as  they  were!  could  they  conceive  that  ring? 
And  parsons"  blessings  were  substantial  things?  " 
They  answer'd  "  Yes;"  while  he  contemptuous  spcke 
Of  the  low  notions  held  by  simple  folk; 
Vet,  strange  that  anger  in  a  man  so  wise 
Should  from  the  notions  of  these  fools  arise; 
Can  they  so  vex  us,  whom  we  so  despise? 

Brave  as  he  was,  our  hero  felt  a  dread 
Lest  those  who  saw  him  kind  should  think  him  led; 
If  to  his  bosom  fear  a  visit  paid. 
It  was,  lest  he  should  be  supposed  afraid: 
Hence  sprang  his  orders;  not  that  he  desired 
The  things  when  done:  obedience  he  required; 
And  thus,  to  prove  his  absolute  command, 
Ruled  every  heart,  and  mcved  each  subject  hand, 
Assent  he  ask'd  for  every  word  and  whim 
To  prove  that  lie  ahne  was  king  of  him. 

The  still  Rebecca,  who  her  station  knew, 
With  ease  resign'd  the  honours  not  her  due; 
Well  pleased  she  saw  that  men  her  board  would  graoT 
And  wish'd  not  there  to  see  a  female  face; 
When  by  her  lover  she  his  spouse  was  styled, 
Polite  she  thought  it,  and  demurely  smiled; 
But  when  he  wanted   vives  and  maidens  round 
So  to  regard  her,  she  grew  gr.ave  and  frown 'd; 
And  sometimes  whisper'd  "  Why  sliould  you  respect 
■*  These  people's  notions,  yet  their  forms  reject?  " 

Gwj-n.  though  from  marriage  bond  and  fetter  &«fc 
Still  feJt  abridgment  in  his  liberty; 


niB  GENTLEMAN'  FARMKR.  25» 

Oomctliinjf  of  hesitation  he  betray 'd, 

And  ill  her  presence  tlioujjht  of  what  he  said. 

Tlius  fair  Kehucc.a,  tiiouf;li  she  walk'd  iistray, 

His  creed  rejectiiiK,  jud;,'fd  it  riglit  to  pray, 

To  be  at  church,  to  sit  witli  w^rious  loni<R, 

To  rend  iier  Hililc  and  lier  Sunday-books: 

She  hated  all  tiiose  new  and  daring  themes, 

And  call'd  his  free  conjectures,  "  devil's  dreani*:" 

She  honoured  still  the  priesthood  in  her  fall, 

And  claim 'd  respect  and  reverence  for  them  all; 

Call  d  them  "  ot  sin's  destructive  power  the  foes, 

A^d  not  such  blockheads  as  he  mi;^ht  sup|)0?e.'' 

Gwyn  to  his  friends  would  smile,  and  somiiimes  WKf 

"  'Tis  a  kind  fool,  why  vex  her  in  hor  way?" 

Her  way  she  took,  and  still  had  more  in  view, 

For  she  contrived  that  he  should  take  it  toa 

The  darin;;  freedom  of  his  soul,  "t  was  plain, 

In  part  was  last  in  a  di\-ided  rei^jn ; 

A  kinj;  and  queen,  who  yet  in  jirudenc'!  sway'd 

Their  peaceful  state,  and  were  in  turn  obey  d. 

Yet  such  our  fate,  that  when  we  plan  the  best, 
Somethinfr  arises  to  disturb  our  rest: 
For  thoufih  in  spirits  hi{;h,  in  Iwdy  strong, 
Gwyn  sometimes  folt — he  knew  not  what — wm  wrong' 
He  wish'd  to  know,  for  he  believed  the  tiling, 
If  unremoved,  would  other  evil  bring: 
"  She  must  perceive,  if  late  he  could  not  eat, 
And  when  ho  walk'd  ho  trembled  on  his  feet: 
He  had  forebodings,  and  he  seem'd  as  one 
Stopp'd  on  the  road,  or  threaten 'd  by  a  dun; 
Bo  could  not  live,  and  yet,  sliould  he  apply 
To  those  physicians — he  must  sooner  die." 

The  mild  Rebecca  heard  with  some  disdain, 
And  some  distress,  her  friend  and  lord  complain; 
His  death  she  fear'd  not,  but  had  painful  doubt 
VVTiat  his  distemper'd  nerves  mijiht  bring  about; 
With  power  like  hers  she  dreaded  an  ally, 
And  yet  there  w.os  a  person  in  her  eye; — 
She  thought,  debated,  fix  d — "  Alas!"  she  said, 
"  A  case  like  yours  must  be  no  more  delay 'd; 
You  hate  these  doctors:  well!  but  were  a  friend 
And  doctor  one,  your  fears  would  have  an  eiid: 
My  cousin  Mollet — Scotland  holds  liim  now — 
Is  above  all  men  skilful,  all  allow; 
Of  late  a  Doctor,  and  within  a  while 
He  means  to  settle  in  this  favour'd  isle; 
Should  he  attend  you,  with  his  skill  profound. 
Yon  mus^  be  safe,  and  shortly  would  be  aouud.* 
D  3 
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Wbeo  men  in  lieiiltb  ariinst  Phys'cians  rail. 
They  should  consider  th;it  their  nerves  may  fail, 
Who  calls  a  Lawyer  ro^iie,  may  find,  too  late, 
On  one  of  these  dejiends  his  whole  estate: 
Nay,  when  the  world  can  notliing  more  produce, 
The  Priest,  th'  insulted  priest,  may  have  liis  use; 
Ease,  health,  and  comfort  lift  a  man  so  high, 
These  powers  are  dwarfs  that  he  can  scarcely  spyj 
Pain,  sickness,  languor,  keep  a  man  so  low, 
That  these  neglected  dwarfs  to  giants  grow: 
Happy  is  he  who  through  the  medium  sees 
Of  clear  good  sense — but  Gwyn  was  not  of  these. 

He  heard  and  he  rejoiced:  "  Ah!  let  him  come, 
And,  till  he  fixes,  make  my  house  liis  home  " 
Home  came  the  Doctor — he  was  much  admired: 
He  told  the  patient  what  his  case  required; 
His  hours  for  sleep,  his  time  to  eat  and  drink, 
When  he  should  ride,  read,  rest,  compose,  or  think 
Thus  join'd  peculiar  skill  and  art  profound. 
To  make  the  fancy-sick  no  more  than  fancy-sound. 

With  such  attention,  who  cold  long  be  ill? 
Returning  health  proclaim'd  the  Doctor's  skill. 
Presents  and  praises  from  a  grateful  heart 
Were  freely  offer'd  on  the  patient's  part; 
In  high  repute  the  Doctor  seem  d  to  stand, 
But  still  had  got  no  footing  in  the  land; 
And,  as  he  saw  the  seat  was  rich  and  fair, 
He  felt  disposed  to  fix  his  station  there: 
To  gain  his  purpose  he  perforra'd  the  part 
Of  a  good  actor,  and  prepared  to  start; 
Not  like  a  traveller  in  a  day  serene, 
When  the  sun  shone  and  when  the  roads  were  clean; 
Not  like  the  pilgrim,  when  the  morning  grey, 
The  ruddy  eve  succeeding,  tends  his  way; 
But  in  a  season  when  the  sharp  east  wind 
Had  all  its  influence  on  a  nervous  mind; 
When  past  the  parlour's  front  it  fiercely  blew, 
And  Gwyn  sat  pitying  every  bird  that  fiew, 
This  strange  physician  said — "  Adieu!  adieu! 
Farewell! — Heaven  bless  you! — if  you  should — but  oe 
You  need  not  fear — farewell!  't  is  time  to  go." 

The  Doctor  spoke;  and  as  the  patient  heard, 
His  old  disorders  (dreadful  train!)  appear'd: 
"  He  felt  the  tingling  tremor,  and  the  stress 
Upon  his  nerves  that  he  could  not  express; 
Should  his  goo<l  fnend  forsake  him,  he  perhaps 
Mi^t  meet  his  death,  and  surely  a  relapsa." 
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So,  as  the  Doctor  seem'd  intent  to  part, 
He  cried  in  terror — "  Oh!  be  where  tliou  art: 
Come,  tboii  :irt  young,  and  uneiipiged;  oh!  ootne^ 
Make  me  thy  friend,  give  comfort  to  mine  home; 
I  have  now  symptoms  that  require  tiiy  aid, 
Do,  Doctor,  stay" — tli"  oblij;inp.  Doctor  stay'd. 

Thus  rjwj-n  was  ha|)i)y;  he  iiad  now  a  friend, 
A-nd  H  mcelc  sjxmse  on  wliom  lie  could  depend: 
But  now  possess'd  of  male  and  female  guide, 
Divided  power  he  tiius  nmst  subdivide: 
In  earlier  days  he  rwle,  or  sat  at  case 
Reclined,  and  having  but  himself  to  please; 
Now  if  lie  would  a  fav'rite  niig  bestride, 
He  sought  pennission — "  Doctor,  may  I  ride?" 
(Rebecca's  eye  her  sovereign  pleasure  told)— 
"  I  think  you  tnay,  but  guarded  from  the  cold, 
Ride  forty  mijiutes." — Free  and  happy  soull 
He  scorn  d  submission,  and  a  man's  control, 
But  where  such  friends  in  every  care  unite 
All  for  liis  good,  obedience  his  delight. 

Now  Gwyn  a  sultan  bade  allairs  adleo. 
Led  and  assisted  by  the  faithful  two: 
The  favourite  fair,  Rebecca,  near  hira  sat. 
And  whisper'd  whom  to  love,  assist,  or  hate; 
Wliile  tbe  chief  vizier  eased  liis  lord  of  carea, 
And  bore  himself  the  burden  of  affairs: 
No  dangers  could  from  such  alliance  How, 
But  from  that  law,  that  changes  all  below. 

When  wintry  winds  with  leaves  bestrew'd  the  giomJ 
And  men  were  coughing  all  the  village  round; 
When  public  papers  of  invasion  told, 
Diseases,  famines,  perils  uew  and  old; 
When  philosoi)hic  writers  failed  to  clear 
The  mind  of  gloom,  and  lighter  works  to  cheer; 
Then  came  fresh  terrors  on  our  hero's  mind — 
Fears  unforeseen,  and  feelings  undetined. 

"  In  outward  ills,"  he  cried,  "  I  rest  assured 
Of  my  friend's  aid;  they  will  in  time  be  cured; 
But  can  his  art  subdue,  resist,  control 
These  inward  griefs  and  troubles  of  the  soul? 
Oh!  my  Rebecca!  my  disorder'd  mind 
No  help  in  study,  none  in  thought  can  find; 
What  must  I  do,  Rebecca?"     "  She  projKised 
The  Parish-guide;  but  what  could  be  discloeed 
To  a  proud  priest?  —  "  No!  him  have  I  defied. 
Insulted,  slighted — shall  he  be  my  guide? 
But  one  there  is,  and  if  report  be  just, 
A  wiae  good  man,  whom  I  wiy  safely  truat. 
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Who  goes  from  house  to  house,  from  ear  to  ear, 

To  make  liis  trutlis,  his  Gospel-truths,  appear; 

True  if  uideed  tliiy  be.  'tis  time  that  I  should  hear* 

Send  for  that  man ;  and  if  report  be  just, 

r,  like  Cornelius,  will  the  teacher  trust; 

But  if  deceiver,  I  the  vile  deceit 

Shall  soon  discover,  and  discharge  the  cheat." 

To  Doctor  Moilet  w.is  the  ginef  confess'd. 
While  Gwyn  the  freedom  of  his  mind  express'd; 
Yet  own'd  it  was  to  ills  and  errors  prone, 
And  lie  for  guilt  and  frailty  must  atone. 
"  My  books,  perhaps,"  the  wav'ring  mortal  cried, 
"  Like  men  deceive;  I  would  be  satisfied; — 
And  to  my  soul  the  pious  man  may  bring 
Comfort  and  light — do  let  me  try  the  thing." 

The  cousins  met,  what  pass"d  with  Gwyn  wm  told. 
"  Alas!  "  the  Doctor  said,  ''  how  hard  to  hold 
These  easy  minds,  where  all  impressions  made 
At  first  sink  deeply,  and  then  quickly  fade ; 
For  while  so  strong  these  new-born  fancies  reign. 
We  must  divert  them,  to  ojipose  is  vain : 
7ou  see  him  valiant  now,  he  scorns  to  heed 
The  bigot's  threat'nings  or  the  zealot's  creed, 
Sh<vik  by  a  dream,  he  next  for  truth  receives 
Wnat  frenzy  teaches,  and  what  fear  believes; 
And  this  will  place  him  in  the  power  of  one 
Whom  we  must  seek,  because  we  cannot  sbniL" 

Wisp  had  been  ostler  at  a  busy  inn. 
Where  he  beheld  and  grew  in  dread  of  sin; 
Then  to  a  Baptists'  meeting  found  his  way, 
Became  a  convert,  and  was  taught  to  pray; 
Then  preach'd;  and,  being  earnest  and  sincere, 
Brougiit  other  sinners  to  religious  fear: 
Together  grew  his  influence  and  liis  fame, 
Till  our  dejected  hero  heard  his  name: 
His  little  failings  were  a  grain  of  pride. 
Raised  by  the  numbers  he  presumed  to  guide: 
A  love  of  presents,  and  of  lofty  praise 
For  his  meek  spirit  and  his  humble  ways; 
But  though  tliis  spirit  would  on  Hatteiy  feed, 
No  praise  could  blind  him  and  no  arts  mislead >— 
To  him  the  Doctor  made  the  wishes  known 
Of  liis  pood  patron,  but  conceald  liis  own; 
He  of  all  teachers  had  distrust  and  doubt. 
And  was  reser\'ed  in  what  he  came  about; 
Though  on  a,  plain  and  simple  message  sent. 
He  had  a  secret  and  a  bold  intent: 
Their  minds  at  first  were  deeply  veil'd;  disgnis* 
Form'd  the  slow  speeoh,  and  oped  the  eager  9ymi 
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Till  by  dej^rees  sufficient  lisht  waa  thrown 

On  every  view,  and  nil  the  business  shown. 

Wisp,  as  a  skilful  guide  who  led  the  blind, 

Had  powers  to  rule  and  awe  the  vapourish  mind; 

But  not  the  clianj^eful  will,  the  wavering  fear  to  biodi 

And  should  his  conscience  give  him  leave  to  d<vell 

Witli  (jwyn  and  every  rival  jwwer  expel 

(A  dubious  point),  yet  he,  with  every  care, 

Might  soon  the  lot  of  the  rejected  share; 

Awl  other  Wisps  be  found  like  him  to  rei|:jn, 

An]  then  be  thrown  upon  the  world  again: 

lie  ihougiit  it  pru<lent  then,  and  felt  it  just: 

The  present  guides  of  his  new  friend  to  trust: 

True,  he  conceived,  to  touch  the  harder  hotu\ 

Of  the  cool  Doctor,  was  beyond  liis  art: 

But  mild  ItebectM  he  could  surely  sway, 

While  (iwyn  wouKi  follow  where  she  led  the  ways 

So  to  do  good  (and  why  a  duty  shun, 

Because  rewarded  for  the  good  when  done?) 

He  with  his  friend>  would  join  in  all  thoy  planu'd. 

Save  when  his  faith  or  feelings  should  withstand; 

There  he  must  rest  sole  judge  of  his  all'airs, 

While  they  might  nilo  exclusively  in  their». 

When  Gwyn  his  mess;ige  to  the  teacher  sent. 
Hi  fear'd  his  friends  would  shew  their  discontent 
And  prudent  seeni'd  it  to  tli'  attendant  pair, 
Not  all  at  once  to  show  an  as])ect  fair: 
On  Wis|»  they  seem  d  to  look  with  jealous  eye, 
And  fair  Rebecca  was  denmro  and  shy; 
But  by  degrees  the  teacher's  worth  they  knew, 
And  were  so  kind,  they  seem'd  converted  tea 

Wisp  took  occasion  to  the  nymph  to  say, 
"You  must  Nj  married:  will  you  name  the  dayf 
She  smiled,  -"   Tis  well;  but  should  he  not  comply 
•Is  it  quite  safe  th'  experiment  to  try?  " — 
"  My  child,"  the  teacher  said,  "  who  feels  remorse, 
(And  feels  not  he?)  must  >vish  relief  of  course: 
And  can  he  find  it,  while  he  fears  the  crime? — 
\cu  must  be  married;  will  vou  name  the  time?  " 

Glad  was  the  patron  as  a  man  could  be, 
Yet  marvell'd  too,  to  find  his  guides  agree; 
"But  what  the  cause?'  he  cried;  "'tis  genuine  love  for  ia»" 

Each  found  his  part,  and  let  one  act  describe 
The  powers  and  honours  of  th  accordant  tribe:— 
A  man  for  fiivour  to  the  mansion  speeds, 
Aiid  cons  his  threefold  task  as  he  proceeds; 
To  teacher  Wisp  he  bows  with  bumble  air, 
Aad  begs  his  interest  for  a  barn's  repair: 
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Then  for  the  Doctor  he  enquires,  who  loves 
To  hear  applause  for  what  his  skill  improves, 
And  gives  for  praise,  assent — and  to  the  Fail 
He  brings  of  pullets  a  delicious  pair ; 
Thus  sees  a  peasant,  with  discernment  nice, 
A  love  of  power,  conceit,  and  avarice. 

Lo  !  now  the  change  complete  :  the  convert  Gwya 
Has  sold  his  books,  and  has  renounced  his  sin  ; 
MoUet  his  body  orders.  Wisp  his  soul. 
And  o'er  his  purse  the  Lady  takes  control ; 
No  friends  beside  he  needs,  and  none  attend— 
Soul,  body,  and  estate,  has  each  a  friend ; 
And  fair  Rebecca  leads  a  virtuous  life — 
She  rules  a  mistress,  and  she  reigiu  a  wifk 
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PROCRASTINATION 


Iloavpn  witness 

I  kaT«  been  to  jon  ever  true  and  humble. — Btmj  VUX 


The  fatal  time 

Cnta  off  all  cpmnonipfl  and  tows  of  love. 
And  ample  intorchaiiee  of  sweet  discourse. 
Which  so  loug  sundered  Crieods  should  dwell  npon. 

JiiehardlH 


Love  will  expire — the  pay.  the  happy  dream 
Will  turn  to  scorn,  inditfrence,  or  esteem: 
Some  favuur'd  pairs,  in  this  exchange,  are  blest. 
Nor  siph  for  raptures  in  a  state  of  rest; 
Others,  ill-iuatch'd,  with  minds  unpiur'd,  repent 
At  once  the  deed,  and  know  no  more  c«nten».. 
Frcm  joy  to  anj^iiish  they,  in  haste,  declino. 
And,  with  their  fundni-'ii.s,  tlieir  esteem  rcsigu; 
More  hickle.ss  still  their  fate,  who  are  the  proy 
Of  long-protracted  hope  and  dull  delay: 
'Mid  plans  of  bliss  the  heavy  hours  pass  on, 
Till  love  is  wither'd,  and  till  joy  is  gone. 

This  gentle  Hanie  two  youthful  hearts  posseas'd, 
The  sweet  di.sturber  of  unenvied  rest : 
The  prudent  Dinah  was  the  maid  beloved. 
And  tlie  kind  Rupert  was  the  swain  approTcd: 
A  wealthy  Aunt  her  gentle  niece  sustain 'd 
He,  with  a  father,  at  his  desk  remain'd, 
The  youthful  couple  to  their  vows  sincere, 
Thus  love<i  exiiectant;  year  succeeding  j'car. 
With  pleasant  views  and  hopes  but  not  a  j)ros])ect  r 
Rupert  some  comfort  in  his  station  saw. 
But  the  poor  virgin  lived  in  dread  and  awe; 
Upon  her  anxious  looks  the  widow  smiled. 
And  bade  her  wait,  "  for  she  w;is  yet  a  ciiild." 
She  for  her  neighbour  had  a  duj  respect. 
Nor  would  his  sou  eucourage  or  reject; 
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Anj  thns  ine  p:iir.  with  expectations  vain, 
Beheld  tlie  seasons  change  and  change  agaii»: 
Meantime  tii »  nymph  iier  tender  tales  perused, 
Where  criiC'  aunts  impatient  girls  refused: 
While  hers,  thof.gh  teasing,  boasted  to  be  kind, 
And  she,  resenting,  to  be  all  resign'd. 

The  d,tme  was  sick,  and  when  the  youth  applied 
For  her  consent,  she  groap'd,  and  cough  d  and  cried 
Talk'd  of  departing,  and  a^ain  her  breath 
Drew  hard,  and  cough'd,  and  talk'd  again  of  death < 
"  Here  you  may  live,  my  Dinah !  here  the  boy 
And  you  together  my  estate  enjoy:" 
Thus  to  the  lovers  was  her  mind  express'd, 
Till  they  forbore  to  urge  the  fond  request 

Servant,  and  nurse,  and  comforter,  and  friend, 
Dinah  had  still  some  duty  to  attend; 
But  yet  their  w^k,  when  Rupert's  evening  call 
Obtain 'd  an  hour,  made  sweet  amends  for  all: 
So  long  they  now  each  other's  thoughts  had  known, 
That  nothing  seem'd  exclusively  their  own: 
But  witii  th    common  wish,  the  mutual  fear. 
They  now  had  travell'd  to  their  thirtieth  year. 

At  length  a  prospect  opcnd — but  alas! 
Long  tin.8  must  yet,  before  tiie  union,  pass: 
Rupert  was  call'd  in  other  clime,  t'  increase  • 

Anotiier's  wealtl:,  and  toil  for  future  peace. 
Loth  were  the  lovers;  but  the  aunt  declared 
'Twas  fortune's  call,  and  they  mrst  be  prepared: 
"  You  now  are  younj;,  and  for  this  brief  delay, 
And  Dinah's  care,  what  I  bequeath  will  pay, 
All  will  be  j-ours;  nay,  love,  suppress  that  sigh; 
The  kind  must  s-afTer  and  tlie  best  must  die:  " 
Then  came  the  cough,  and  strong  the  signs  it  gave 
Of  holding  long  contention  with  the  grave. 

T'.e  lovers  parted  with  a  gloomy  view, 
Axic  little  comfort,  but  that  bot!»  were  txuo; 
lie  for  uncertain  duties  doom'd  to  steer. 
While  hers  remain'd  too  certain  and  severe. 

Letters  arrived,  and  Rupert  fairly  told 
"  Ilij  cares  were  many,  and  his  ho[ie3  were  cold: 
I'he  view  more  clouded,  that  was  never  fair. 
And  love  alone  preserve^i  him  from  despair:" 
In  otlier  letters  brighter  hopes  he  drew, 
"  His  friends  were  kind,  and  he  believed  them  troa.' 

When  the  sage  widow  Dinah's  grief  descried, 
She  wonder'd  much  why  one  so  happy  sigh'd: 
Then  bade  her  see  how  her  poor  aunt  sustain 'd 
The  ills  of  life,  nor  murmar'd  nor  complain'd. 
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To  vi\ry  pleasuros,  from  tlio  lady's  chest 
^Vere  iJiiiwii  tlie  pearly  striiip;  ami  tubby  vest; 
Be-.iils,  jewels,  biof-,  all  tlieir  value  sliowii, 
With  tlie  kiinl  notice — "  Tlu^y  will  be  your  own." 

This  hope,  these  comforts,  cherish  d  day  by  diy, 
To  Dinah's  Ikjsoih  made  n  gradual  way; 
Till  love  of  treasure  had  as  lar<;c  a  part, 
As  love  of  UwiKirt,  in  the  virgin's  heart, 
Whctiier  it  bo  that  tender  passions  fail. 
From  their  own  nature,  while  the  strong  prevail: 
Or  whether  av'ricc,  like  the  poison-tree, 
Kills  pJl  beside  it,  and  alone  will  bo; 
Whatever  cause  prevail  d,  tho  pleasure  grew 
[n  Dinah's  soul, — she  loved  the  hoards  to  view; 
With  lividy  joys  those  comforts  she  survey 'd, 
And  love  prew  languid  in  the  careful  niaiil. 

Now  the  i^Tiwii  niece  partook  the  wiclow's  care* 
Look'd  to  tne  great,  and  ruled  the  small  alVairs: 
Saw  rlean'd  the  plate,  arranjred  the  china-show, 
And  felt  her  passion  for  a  shilling  grow: 
Tir  indulgent  aunt  increased  the  maid  s  delight, 
Hy  placing  tokens  of  her  woalth  in  sight; 
She  loved  the  value  of  her  bonds  to  tell, 
And  spake  of  .stocks,  and  how  they  rose  and  fell 

This  passion  grew,  and  gain'd  at  length  such  sw^j 
That  other  [la-^^ions  shrank  to  make  it  way; 
Romantic  notions  now  the  he.ait  forsook, 
She  read  but  seldom,  and  she  changed  her  book; 
And  for  tho  verses  she  was  wont  to  scud. 
Short  was  her  jjroso,  and  she  was  Uupert  s  friend. 
Seldom  she  wrote,  and  then  the  widow's  cough. 
And  constant  call  excused  her  breaking  off; 
Who.  now  oppressed,  no  longer  took  tho  air, 
But  sat  and  dozed  u])on  an  easy  chair. 
The  cautious  doctor  saw  the  case  was  clear, 
But  judged  it  best  to  have  companions  near; 
They  came,  they  re.ason'd,  they  prescribed, — at  lut 
Like  honest  men,  they  s;ud  their  liopes  were  put; 
Then  came  a  prie.st — tis  comfort  to  reflect. 
When  all  is  over,  there  w.as  uo  neglect: 
And  all  was  over — By  her  Jiusband  s  lK)ne9, 
The  widow  rests  beue.'ith  tlie  sculptured  stones. 
That  yet  record  their  fondness  and  their  fame, 
While  all  they  left,  the  vu-gin  s  care  bt^Ciune: 
Stock,  bonds,  and  buildings; — it  disturb  d  her  r«dt, 
To  think  what  lo:id  of  troubles  she  possess  di 
Ye\.,  if  a  trouble,  she  resolved  to  take 
Th'  iiiiportaut  duty  Tor  the  dou'i's  sake; 
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She  too  was  heiress  to  tlie  widow's  taste, 
Her  love  of  hoarding,  and  her  dread  of  waste. 

Sometimes  the  past  would  on  her  mind  intrude, 
4.nd  then  a  conflict  full  of  care  ensued; 
riie  thoughts  of  Rupert  on  her  luind  would  press, 
His  worth  she  knew,  hut  doubted  his  success: 
Of  old  she  saw  him  heedless;  what  the  boy 
Forliore  to  save,  the  man  would  not  enjoy; 
Oft  liad  ho  lost  the  chance  that  care  would  seize, 
Willing  to  live,  but  more  to  live  at  ease: 
Yet  could  she  not  a  broken  vow  defend. 
And  Heav'n,  perhaps,  might  yet  enrich  her  friend. 

Mouth  after  month  was  pass'd,  and  all  were  spenl 
In  quiet  comfort  and  in  rich  content: 
Miseries  there  were,  and  woes  the  world  around, 
But  these  had  not  her  pleasant  dwelling  found; 
Slie  knew  that  mothers  grieved,  and  widows  wept, 
And  she  was  sorry,  said  her  prayers,  and  slept : 
Thus  pass  d  the  seasons,  and  to  Dinah's  board 
Gave  what  the  seasons  to  the  rich  afl!brd; 
For  she  indulged,  nor  was  her  heart  so  small, 
That  one  strong  passion  should  engross  it  all. 

A  love  of  splendour  now  with  av'rice  strove, 
And  oft  appear'd  to  be  the  stronger  love: 
A  secret  pleasure  fill  d  the  Widow's  breast, 
When  she  reflected  on  the  hoards  possess'd; 
But  livelier  joy  inspired  th'  ambitious  Maid, 
When  she  tlie  purchase  of  those  hoards  displmy'di 
In  small  but  splendid  room  she  loved  to  see 
That  all  was  phiced  in  view  and  harmony; 
There,  as  with  eager  glance  she  look'd  around, 
She  much  delight  in  every  object  found; 
While  books  devout  were  near  her — to  destroy, 
Should  it  arise,  an  overflow  of  joy. 

Within  that  fivir  apartment  guests  might  see 
The  comforts  cull'd  tor  wealth  by  vanity: 
Around  the  room  an  Indian  paper  blazed, 
VVith  lively  tint  and  figures  boldly  raised; 
Silky  and  soft  upon  the  floor  below, 
Th'  ebMic  cai-pet  rose  with  crimson  glow; 
All  things  around  implied  both  cost  and  care^ 
What  met  the  eye  was  elegant  or  rare: 
Some  curious  trifles  round  the  room  were  laid^ 
By  hope  presented  to  the  wea'thy  Maid; 
Within  a  costly  case  of  varnish'd  wood. 
In  level  rows,  her  polish  d  volumes  stood: 
Shown  as  a  favour  to  a  chosen  few. 
To  prove  what  beaaty  for  a  book  coold  do: 
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A  silver  urn  with  curioti'*  work  was  frnuRht; 
A  silver  lainp  from  Grecian  pattern  wrought: 
Above  her  head,  all  gorfreous  to  behold, 
A  time-piece  stood  on  feet  of  bumish'd  gold; 
A  stag's-head  crest  adorn'd  the  pictured  case, 
Throufjh  the  pure  crystal  shone  the  enamell'd  faoe| 
And  while  on  brilliants  moved  the  hands  of  steel, 
It  click'd  from  pray'r  to  pray'r,  from  meal  to  meaL 

Here  as  the  lady  ft.'ite,  a  friendly  pair 
Stept  in  t'  admire  the  view,  and  took  their  chair: 
They  then  reliitod  how  the  young  and  gay 
Were  thoughtlfss  wandering  in  the  broad  highway  t 
How  teniier  damsels  sjiil'd  in  tilted  boats. 
Anil  laugh'd  with  wicked  men  in  scarlet  coats; 
And  how  we  live  in  such  degeu'rate  times, 
That  men  conceal  their  wiuits,  and  show  their  criiiiM{ 
While  vicious  deo<l8  are  screen 'd  by  fasliion  s  nanM, 
And  what  was  once  our  pride  is  now  our  shame. 

l)inah  was  musing,  as  iicr  friends  discoursed, 
Wien  these  last  words  a  sudden  entrance  forced 
Upon  her  mind,  and  what  was  once  her  pride 
And  now  her  shame,  some  painful  views  supplied! 
Thoughts  of  the  past  within  her  bosom  press'd, 
And  there  a  change  was  felt,  and  was  confess'd: 
While  thus  the  Virgin  strove  with  secret  pain, 
Her  mind  was  wandering  o'er  the  troubled  main: 
Still  she  was  silent,  nothing  seem  d  to  see, 
But  sate  and  sigh'd  in  pensive  reverie. 

The  friends  prepared  new  subjects  to  begin, 
When  t'lU  Susannah,  maiden  starch,  stalk  d  in  I 
Not  in  her  ancient  mode,  sedate  and  slow, 
As  when  she  came,  the  mind  she  knew,  to  know; 
Nor  as,  when  list'ning  half  an  hour  before, 
She  twice  or  thrice  Uipp'd  gently  at  the  door; 
But,  all  decorum  cost  in  wrath  aside, 
"  I  think  the  devil's  in  the  man!"  she  criedj 
"  A  huge  tjUl  sailor,  with  his  tawny  cheek, 
And  jiitted  face,  will  with  my  lady  speak; 
He  grinn'd  an  ugly  smile,  »ud  sjiid  he  knew, 
Please  you,  my  lady,  't  would  be  joy  to  yon: 
What  must  I  answer?'' — Trembling  and  distreM'd 
Sank  the  pale  Dinah  by  her  fears  oppress'd; 
When  thus  alarm'd,  and  brooking  no  delay, 
Swii't  to  her  room  the  stranger  made  his  way. 

Revive,  my  love!"  said  he,  "  I've  done  thee  han^ 
Give  me  thy  pardon,"  and  he  look'd  alarm: 
Meimtime  the  prudent  Dinah  had  contrived 
Her  aool  to  question,  and  she  then  revived. 
■  S 
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"  Seel  my  good  friend,"  and  then  she  raised  her  he  id 
•*  The  bloom  of  life,  the  strength  of  youth  is  fled, 
Living  we  die;  to  us  the  world  is  dead; 
We  parted  bless'd  with  health,  and  I  am  now 
Age-struck  and  feeble — so  I  find  art  thou: 
Thine  eye  is  sunken,  furrow'd  is  thy  face, 
And  dowiiward  look'st  thou — so  we  run  our  race; 
And  happier  tliey  whose  race  is  nearly  run, 
Their  troubles  over,  and  tlieir  duties  done." 

"  True,  lari}',  true — we  are  not  girl  and  boy, 
But  time  has  left  us  something  to  enjoy." 

"  What  hast  thou  learn  d  my  fortune? — yes,  I  livii 
To  feel  h'iw  poor  the  comforts  wealtii  can  give: 
Thou  too  perhaps  are  wealthy;  but  our  fate 
Still  mocks  our  wishes,  wealth  is  come  too  late." 

"  To  me  nor  late  nor  early:  I  am  come 
Poor  as  I  left  thee  to  my  native  home : " 
Nor  yet,''  said  Rupert,  "  will  I  grieve;    t  is  mine, 
To  share  thy  comforts,  and  the  glory  thine; 
For  thou  \rilt  gladly  take  that  generous  part 
That  both  exalts  and  gratifies  the  heart; 
While  mine  rejoices  ' — "  Keavens!  "  retum'd  tJie  ojiiA 
This  talk  to  one  so  wither 'd  and  decay  d? 
No!  ail  my  care  is  now  to  fit  my  mind 
For  other  spousal,  and  to  die  resign'd: 
As  friend  and  neighbour,  I  shall  hope  to  see 
These  noble  views,  this  pious  love  in  thee; 
That  we  together  may  the  change  await, 
Guides  and  spectators  in  each  other's  fate; 
Vv'lipn,  fellow-pilgrims,  we  shall  daily  crave 
The  mutual  prayer  that  arms  us  for  the  grave. "^ 

Half  angry,  half  in  doubt,  the  lover  gazed 
On  the  meek  maiden,  by  her  speech  amazed; 
"  Dinah,''  said  he,  "  dost  thou  respect  tliy  vows? 
What  spousal  mean'st  thou? — thou  art  Rupert's  spoOM 
Till  chance  is  mine  to  take,  and  thine  to  give; 
But,  trifling  this,  if  we  together  live. 
Can  I  believe,  that,  after  all  the  past, 
Our  vows,  our  loves,  thou  wilt  be  false  at  last? 
Something  thou  hast — I  know  not  what — in  riew; 
I  find  thee  pious — let  me  find  thee  true." 

'■  Ah  I  cruel  tliis;  but  do,  ir.y  friend,  depart; 
And  to  its  feelings  leave  my  wounded  heart." 

"  Nay,  speak  at  once;  and  Dinah,  let  me  know, 
Mean'st  thou  to  take  me,  now  I'm  wreck'd,  in  tow. 
lie  fair;  nor  longer  keep  me  in  the  dark; 
Am  I  forsaken  for  a  trimmer  spark? 
Heaven's  spouse  thou  art  not:  nor  can  I  believ* 
Thai  God  accepts  her  who  will  man  deceive: 
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Fnie  r  mil  shatter'd,  I  have  service  seen, 

And  service  done,  and  have  in  trouble  been; 

My  cheek  (it  shames  nie  no;)  lias  lost  its  red, 

And  the  brown  buff  is  o'er  my  features  spread, 

Perchance  my  speech  is  rude;  for  I  among 

Th'  untamed  have  been,  in  tem|icr  and  in  tongoo; 

Have  been  trenann'd,  have  lived  in  toil  and  car*, 

And  wrouj:;ht  for  heaitli  I  wius  not  doom  d  to  share; 

It  touch'd  me  deeply,  for  I  fijt  a  prido 

In  gaining  riches  for  my  destined  bride: 

Si)eak  then  my  fate;  for  these  my  sorrows  paiit. 

Time  lost,  youth  fled,  Wr^ie  wearied,  and  at  last 

This  doubt  of  thee — n  childi-^h  thing  to  tell, 

But  certain  truth — my  very  throat  they  swell; 

They  stop  the  breath,  and  hut  for  shame  cotdd  I 

Give  way  to  weakness,  nud  with  passion  cry; 

These  arc  unmanly  stni;:;;les,  but  I  foel 

This  hour  must  end  them,  and  perh.aps  will  heaL" 

Here  Dinah  sigh'd,  as  if  afraid  to  sneak — 
And  then  repeated — "  They  were  frail  and  weak; 
His  soul  she  lov'd,  and  hoped  he  h.id  the  grace 
To  fix  his  thoughts  upon  a  better  place." 

She  ceased; — with  stendy  glance,  as  if  to  see 
The  very  root  of  this  hypocrisy, — 
He  her  small  fingers  moulded  in  his  hard, 
And  bronzed  broad  hand;  then  told  her  his  regard) 
His  best  respect  were  gone,  biit  love  bad  still 
Hold  in  his  heart,  and  govem'd  yet  the  will — 
Or  he  would  curse  her: — saying  this,  he  throw 
The  hand  in  scorn  away,  and  bade  adiea 
To  every  lingering  hope,  with  every  care  in  yivM. 

Proud  and  indignant,  sufferins,  sick,  and  poor, 
He  grieved  unseen:  and  spoke  of  love  no  more- 
Till  all  he  felt  in  indignation  died. 
As  hers  had  sunk  in  avarice  and  prido. 

In  health  declining  as  in  mind  di^tress'd. 
To  some  in  power  his  troubles  he  confess'd. 
And  shares  a  parish-git t: — at  prayers  he  sees 
The  pious  Dinah  drojip'd  upon  her  knees; 
Thence  as  she  walks  tiie  street  with  stately  air 
As  chance  directs,  oft  meet  the  parted  pair; 
\\  iiou  he,  with  thickest  coat  of  b.adge-man's  bltia 
Moves  near  her  shaded  silk  of  changeful  hue; 
\Vliea  his  thin  locks  of  grey  approach  her  braid, 
A  costly  purchase  made  in  beauty's  .aid; 
When  his  frank  air,  and  his  uu«tu<lied  pace. 
Vra  seen  with  her  soft  manner,  air,  and  grace. 
And  his  plain  artless  look  with  her  sharp  meaning  fkeS} 
£3 
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It  might  some  wonder  in  a  stranp^er  move, 
How  these  toi;etlier  could  have  tailed  of  love. 

Behold  them  now ! — see  there  a  tradesman  8tau(l% 
And  humbly  hearkens  to  some  fresh  commandB; 
He  moves  to  speak,  she  interrupts  him — "  Stay," 
Her  air  expresses — "  Hark!  to  what  I  Bay:" 
Ten  paces  off,  poor  Rupert  on  a  seat 
Has  taken  refuge  from  the  noon-day  heat, 
His  eyes  on  her  intent,  as  if  to  find 
What  were  the  movements  of  that  subtle  mind: 
How  still!  how  earnest  is  he! — it  appears 
His  thoughts  are  wand'ring  through  his  earlier  year*! 
Through  years  of  fruitless  labour,  to  the  day 
When  all  his  earthly  prospects  died  away: 
"  Had  I,"  he  thinks,  "  been  wealthier  aC  the  two, 
Would  she  have  found  me  so  unkind,  untrue? 
Or  knows  not  man  when  poor,  what  man  when  rich  will  dol 
Yes,  yes !  I  feel  that  I  had  faitliful  proved, 
And  should  have  soothed  and  raised  her,  bless'd  and loTai* 

But  Diuali  moves — she  had  obser%-ed  before. 
The  peusive  Rupert  at  an  humble  door: 
Some  thoughts  of  pity  raised  by  his  distress, 
Some  feeling  touch  of  ancient  tenderness; 
Religion,  duty  urged  the  maid  to  speak, 
In  terms  of  kindness  to  a  man  so  weak: 
But  pride  forbad,  and  to  return  would  prove 
She  felt  the  shame  of  his  neglected  love; 
Nor  wrapp  d  in  sileuce  could  she  pass,  afraid 
Each  eye  should  see  her,  and  each  heart  upbrud; 
One  way  remain'd — the  way  the  Levite  took, 
Who  without  mercy  could  on  misery  look; 
(A  way  perceived  by  crall,  approved  by  prideX 
She  crou'd  and  pass'd  him  on  the  other  udk 
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Poor  wretches,  that  depend 

Ob  ere»tne»i'  favours,  dream  as  I  have  done, 

Wake  and  tiud  uuthiiii;.  OgmStMrntk 


A  BORonOH-BAiLiKF,  who  to  law  was  train 'd, 

A  wife  and  sons  in  decent  state  maiutaiu'd; 

He  had  his  way  in  life's  rou>;h  oceau  steer 'd, 

And  manj'  a  rock  and  coast  of  danger  clear "d; 

tie  saw  where  others  fail'd,  and  care  had  he, 

Others  in  him  should  not  such  failings  see: 

His  sons  in  various  husy  states  were  placed. 

And  all  began  the  sweets  of  gain  to  taste, 

Save  John  the  younger,  who,  of  sprightly  jmru, 

Felt  not  a  lore  for  money-making  arta: 

In  childhood  feeble,  he,  for  country  air, 

Had  long  resided  with  a  rustic  pair; 

All  round  whose  room  were  doh-ful  ballads,  aoagt, 

Of  lovers'  sufl'erings  and  of  ladies'  wrongs; 

Of  peevish  ghosts  who  ciune  at  dark  midnight, 

For  breach  of  promise  guilty  men  to  fright; 

Love,  marriage,  murder,  were  the  themes,  with  Umm, 

All  that  on  idle,  ardent  spirits  seize; 

Robbers  at  land  and  pirates  on  the  mab, 

Enchanters  foil'd,  spells  broken,  giants  slain; 

Legends  of  love,  with  tales  of  halls  and  bow'erg, 

Choice  of  rare  songs,  and  garlands  of  choice  flowon, 

And  all  the  hungry  mind  without  a  choice  devour*. 

From  \'illage-chi!dren  kept  apart  by  pride, 
With  such  enjoyments,  and  without  a  guide. 
Inspired  by  fi^elings  all  such  works  iufuised 
John  snatch'd  a  pen,  and  wrote  as  he  penised. 
With  the  like  fancy  he  could  make  his  knight 
Slay  haif  a  host,  and  put  the  rest  to  flight  T 
With  the  like  knowledge  he  could  make  him  rid* 
From  isle  to  isle  at  Pnrlhenissa's  side: 
And  with  a  li.;art  yet  free,  no  busy  brain 
Form'd  wilder  notions  of  delight  "and  pain. 
The  raptures  smile/i  create,  the  anguish  of  diaH.ia 


44  TnE  PATROir. 

Such  were  tl  e  fruits  of  John's  poetic  toil, 

Weeds,  but  still  proofs  of  vij^our  in  the  sofl; 

JIo  notliin;;  purposed  but  witii  vast  deli.i^ht, 

Let  Kaucy  loose,  au>l  wondcr'd  tit  lier  flight: 

His  notions  of  poetic  worth  were  liigh, 

A.nd  of  his  ouni  still-hoarded  poetry; — 

These  to  his  father's  house  he  bore  with  pride, 

A  miser's  treasure,  in  his  room  to  hide; 

Till  spurr'd  by  glory,  to  a  reading  friend 

He  kindly  sliow'd  the  -vCiuets  he  had  penn'd. 

With  erring  judgment,  though  with  heart  sinceie, 

That  friend  exclaim'd,  "  Tiiese  beauties  n)ust  appMl.* 

In  magazines  they  claim  d  their  share  of  fame, 

Though  undistinguish'd  by  their  author's  name; 

And  with  delight  the  young  enthusiast  found 

The  muse  of  Marcus  with  applaus^iS  crown 'd. 

This  heard  the  father,  and  with  some  alarm ; 

"  The  boy,"  said  he,  "  will  neitiier  trade  nor  farm; 

He  for  both  law  and  physic  is  unlit, 

Wit  he  may  have,  but  caimot  live  on  wit: 

Let  him  his  talents  then  to  learning  giye 

Where  verse  is  honour  d.  and  where  poets  liTe." 

John  kept  his  terms  at  college  unreproved, 
Took  his  degree,  and  left  the  life  he  loved; 
Not  yet  ordain'd,  his  leisure  he  employed 
In  the  light  labours  he  so  much  enjoy 'd; 
His  favourite  notions  and  his  daring  views 
Were  cherish'd  still,  and  he  adored  the  Mnse. 

"  A  little  time,  and  he  should  hurst  to  light, 
And  admiration  of  the  world  excite; 
And  every  friend,  now  cool  and  apt  to  blame 
His  fond  pursuit,  would  wonder  at  his  fame." 
When  led  by  fancy,  and  from  view  retired, 
He  call'd  before  hini  all  his  heart  desired; 
"  Fame  shall  be  mine,  then  wealth  shall  I  possess. 
And  beauty  next  an  ardent  lover  bless  ; 
For  me  the  maid  shall  leave  her  nobler  state, 
Happy  to  raise  and  share  her  poet's  fate." 
Ho  saw  each  day  his  father's  frugal  bnard, 
With  simple  fare  by  cautious  prudcnre  stored  : 
Where  each  indulgence  was  forcweigh'd  with  care, 
And  the  grand  maxims  were  to  save  and  spare  : 
Yet  in  his  walks,  his  closet,  and  his  bed, 
All  frugal  cares  and  prudent  counsels  fled  ; 
And  bounteous  Fancy,  for  his  glowing  nund. 
Wrought  various  scenes,  and  all  of  glorious  kind  : 
Slaves  of  the  rinff  and  lump.'  what  need  of  you 
When  Fancy's  self  such  magic  deeds  can  do  ? 


Tn&  r-ATKow. 

Though  rapt  in  visions  of  no  vulijar  kind, 
To  coiniiion  subjects  stixjjKl  our  poet's  mind; 
Ami  oil  when  weiu'ied  witli  more  unlunt  flight. 
Ho  fe!t  a  fcpur  axtiric  soiiir  to  write: 
A  rival  burj;css  liis  bold  Muso  attack 'd, 
And  wliipp'd  severely  for  a  well  known  fact; 
For  while  he  seem'd  to  all  demure  and  shy, 
Our  poet  ga/ed  at  what  was  pa^si^;;  by; 
And  ev  n  his  father  smiled  when  playl'ul  wit. 
From  his  young  bard,  some  haughty  object  liit 

From  ancient  tiuios,  the  borough  Wsiere  they  iwtlt 
Had  mighty  contest  it  elections  felt: 
Sir  Godfrey  Ball,  lis  true,  hsid  held  in  pay 
Electors  many  for  the  trying  day; 
But  in  such  golden  chains  to  bin<l  them  all 
Required  too  much  for  e'en  Sir  (jodfrey  BalL 
A  member  died,  and  to  supply  his  jjlace, 
Two  heroes  enter'd  for  th'  im|iortunt  race; 
Sir  Godfrey  8  friend  and  Karl  Fit/donnel's  son, 
Lord  Frederick  Oamer,  both  prepared  to  run; 
And  partial  numbers  saw  with  vast  delight 
Tlieir  good  young  lonl  oppose  the  proud  old  knigbk 

Our  poet  s  father,  at  a  first  request, 
Gave  the  younn  lord  his  vote  and  interest; 
And  wliiit  he  could  our  [met,  for  he  stung 
The  foe  by  verse  satiric,  said  and  sung. 
Lord  Frederick  heard  of  all  this  j-outbful  zeal, 
And  felt  as  lords  upon  a  canvass  feel. 
He  read  the  satire,  ami  he  saw  the  use 
That  such  cool  insult,  and  such  keen  abuse. 
Might  on  the  wavering  minds  of  voting  men  prodlJS 
Then  too  his  praises  were  in  contrast  seen, 
"  A  lord  as  noblp  as  the  knight  was  mean." 

"  I  much  rejoice,"  he  cried,  "  such  worth  to  find; 
To  this  the  world  must  be  no  longer  blind: 
His  glory  will  descend  from  sire  to  son, 
The  Burns  of  English  race,  the  happier  Chatterton." 
Our  poet's  mind,  now  hurried  and  elate, 
Alarm's  the  an.xious  parent  for  his  fate; 
Who  saw  with  sorrow,  should  their  friend  succeed. 
That  much  discretion  would  the  poet  need. 

Their  friend  succeeded,  and  repaid  the  zeal 
The  port  felt,  and  made  Ofiposers  feel, 
By  praise  (from  lonls  how  soothing  and  how  sweoti) 
And  invitation  to  his  noble  seat. 
The  father  ponder'd.  doubtful  if  the  brain 
Of  his  proud  boy  such  honour  could  sustain; 
Pl&jsed  with  the  fiivours  olfer  d  to  a  son. 
But  seeing  dangers  few  so  drdeut  shun. 
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Tlius,  when  they  parted,  to  the  youthful  brearf 
The  father  s  fears  were  hy  his  love  impress'd: 
"  There  will  you  find,  my  tson,  the  courteous  eaa» 
That  must  suhdne  the  soul  it  means  to  please; 
That  soft  attention  which  ev'n  beauty  pays 
To  wake  our  passions,  or  provoke  our  jjraise: 
There  all  the  eye  beholds  will  give  delight, 
Where  every  sense  is  flattered  like  the  sight: 
This  is  your  (leril ;  can  you  from  such  scene 
Of  splendour  part,  and  feel  your  mind  serene, 
And  in  the  father's  humble  state  resume 
The  frugal  diet  and  the  narrow  room?" 
To  this  the  youth  with  cheerfuJ  heart  replied. 
Pleased  with  the  trial,  but  as  yet  untried; 
And  while  professing  patience,  should  he  fail, 
He  sufler'd  hope  o'er  reason  to  prevail. 

Impatient,  by  the  morning  mail  convey'd, 
The  happy  guest  his  promised  visit  paid; 
And  now  arriving  at  the  Hall,  he  tried 
For  air  composed,  serene  and  satisfied; 
As  he  had  practiced  in  his  room  alone, 
And  there  acquired  a  free  and  easy  tone; 
There  he  had  said,  '*  Whatever  the  degree 
A  man  obtains,  what  more  than  man  is  he?" 
And  when  arrived — "  This  room  is  but  a  room, 
Can  aught  we  see  the  steady  soul  o'ercome? 
Let  me  in  all  a  manly  firmness  show, 
Upheld  by  talents,  and  their  value  know." 
This  reason  urged ;  but  it  surpass'd  his  skill 
To  be  in  act  as  manly  as  in  will; 
When  he  his  Lordship  and  the  Lady  saw, 
Brave  as  he  was,  he  felt  ojipress'd  with  awe; 
And  spite  of  verse,  that  so  much  praise  had  wen, 
The  f)oet  found  he  was  the  Bailifi"s  son. 

But  dinner  came,  and  the  succeeding  hours 
Fix'd  his  week  nerves,  and  raised  his  failing  powera« 
Praised  and  assured,  he  ventured  once  or  twice 
On  some  remark,  and  bravely  broke  the  ice; 
So  that  at  night,  reflecting  on  his  words, 
He  found,  in  time,  he  might  converse  with  lords. 

Now  was  the  Sister  of  his  Patron  seen — 
A  lovely  creature,  with  majestic  mien : 
Who,  softly  smiling  wliile  she  look'd  so  fair, 
Praised  the  young  poet  with  such  friendly  air; 
Such  winning  frankness  in  her  looks  express  d. 
And  such  attention  to  her  brother  s  guest; 
That  so  much  beauty,  join'd  with  speech  so  kind. 
Soused  strong  emotions  in  the  poet  s  mind; 
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Tni  reason  fail'd  his  bosom  to  defend, 
From  tlie  sweet  power  of  this  euchautinp:  friend.-^ 
RahU  boy!  wii;it  h()[)e  tiiy  frantic  luinJ  invades? 
What  love  confuses,  and  what  pride  persuades? 
Awake  to  truth!  shuuld.st  tliou  deluded  feed 
On  hopes  so  groundless,  thou  art  mad  indeed. 

What  say'st  thou,  wise  one?  "that  all  powerful  IiOT* 
Can  fortune's  strong  impediments  remove; 
Nor  is  it  stranpe  that  worth  should  wed  to  worth, 
The  pride  of  {renins  with  the  pride  of  birth." 
While  thou  art  dreaming  thus,  tiie  Beauty  spies 
Love  in  thy  tremour,  passion  in  thine  eyes; 
And  with  th'  amusement  pleased,  of  conquest  vain 
She  seeks  her  pleasure,  careless  of  thy  psiiu; 
She  gives  the  praise  to  humble  and  confound, 
Smiles  to  ensnare,  and  flatters  ihee  to  wound. 

Why  has  she  said  that  in  the  lowest  stat« 
The  noble  mind  ensures  a  noble  fate? 
And  wiiy  thy  daring  mind  to  glory  call? 
That  thou  may  st  dare  and  suffer,  soar  and  falL 
Beauties  are  tyrants,  and  if  they  can  reign 
They  have  no  feeling  for  their  subjects  pain; 
Their  victim's  anguish  gives  their  charms  appUuje, 
And  their  cliief  glory  is  the  woe  they  cause: 
Something  of  this  was  felt,  in  spite  of  love. 
Which  hope  in  spite  of  reason,  would  remove. 

Thus  lived  our  youth,  with  conversation,  booka, 
And  Lady  Emma's  soul-subduing  looks; 
Lost  in  delight,  astonish 'd  at  his  lot. 
All  prudence  banish'd,  all  advice  forgot — 
Hopes,  fears,  and  every  thought,  were  tix'd  upon  the  apol 

'T  was  autumn  yet.  and  many  a  day  must  fh)wn 
On  Brandon- Hall,  ere  went  my  Lord  to  town; 
Meantime  the  father,  who  had  heard  his  hoy 
Lived  in  a  round  of  luxury  and  joy. 
And  justly  thinking  that  the  youth  was  ouo, 
WTio,  meeting  danger,  was  unskilld  to  shun; 
Knowing  his  temper,  \"irtue,  spirit,  zeal. 
How  prone  to  hope  and  trust,  believe  and  feel; 
These  on  the  parent  s  soul  their  weight  impress'd. 
And  thus  he  Nvrote  the  counsels  of  his  breast: — 

"  John,  thou'rt  a  genius;  thou  hast  some  pretence, 
I  think,  to  wit, — but  hast  thou  sterling  sense? 
That  which,  like  gold,  may  through  the  world  go  fortl^ 
And  always  pass  for  what   t  is  truly  worth; 
Whereas  this  genius,  like  a  bill,  must  take 
Only  the  value  our  opinions  make. 

^  Men  famed  for  wit,  of  dangerous  tnler  ts  vaia 
Treat  those  of  conmion  oarts  with  proud  disdaiib 
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The  powers  tliat  wisflom  would,  improving,  hida, 
They  blaze  abroad  with  inconsid'rate  pride; 
While  j'et  but  inere  probationers  for  fame, 
They  seize  the  honour  they  should  then  disclaim: 
Honour  so  hurried  to  the  light  must  fade, 
The  lasting  laurels  flourish  in  the  shade. 

"  Genius  is  jealous:   I  have  heard  of  some. 
Who,  if  unnoticed,  grew  perversely  dumb; 
Nay,  different  talents  would  their  envy  raise; 
Poets  have  sicken'd  at  a  dancer's  praise; 
And  one,  the  happiest  writer  of  his  time, 
Grew  pile  at  hearing  llcynolds  was  sublime; 
That  Rutland's  Duclicss  wore  a  heavenly  smile  — 
And  I,'  said  he,  '  ne^dected  all  the  while!' 

"  A  waspish  tribe  aie  these,  on  gilded  wings, 
Humming  their  lays,  and  brandishing  their  stingsi 
And  thus  they  move  their  friends  and  foes  among, 
Prepared  for  soothing  or  satiric  song. 

"  Hear  me,  my  Boy;  thou  liast  a  virtuons  mind^ 
But  be  thy  virtues  of  the  sober  kind; 
Be  not  a  Qui.xote,  ever  up  in  .arms 
To  give  the  <ruilty  and  the  great  alarms: 
If  never  heeded,  thy  attack  is  vain ; 
And  if  they  heed  thee,  tiiey'll  attack  again; 
Then  too  in  striking  at  that  heedless  rate, 
Thou  in  an  instant  may'st  decide  thy  fate. 

■'  Leave  admonition — let  the  vicar  give 
Rules  bow  the  nobles  of  his  flock  should  live; 
Nor  take  that  .simf)lc  fancy  to  thy  brain. 
That  tiiou  canst  care  the  wicked  and  the  vain. 

"  Our  Pope,  tl.'^y  say,  once  entertain'd  the  whin}, 
Who  fear'd  not  God  should  be  afraid  of  him; 
But  grant  they  fear'd  him,  was  it  further  said, 
That  he  refonn  d  tfie  hearts  he  made  afraid? 
Did  Chartres  mend  ?  Ward,  Waters,  and  a  score 
Of  flagrant  felons,  with  his  floggings  sore? 
Was  Gibber  silenced?   No;  with  vigour  blest, 
And  brazen  front,  half  earnest,  half  in  jest, 
He  dared  the  bard  to  battle,  and  was  seen 
In  all  his  glory  match'd  with  Poj)e  and  spleen; 
Himself  he  stripp'd,  the  harder  blow  to  hit. 
Then  boldly  match'd  his  ribaldry  with  wit; 
The  poet's  conquest  truth  and  time  proclaim, 
But  yet  the  battle  hin-t  his  peace  and  fame. 

"  Strive  not  too  much  for  favour;  seem  at  eaM, 
And  rather  plea,sed  thyself,  than  bent  to  plea«e» 
Upon  thy  lord  with  decent  care  attend. 
But  not  too  near;  thou  canst  not  be  a  Mandi 
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\nd  favonrite  bo  nd,  t  is  a  diingerons  post— 
Is  ^ain'd  hy  laboui',  and  by  fortiinij  lost: 
Talents  like  thine  mny  make  u  inati  approved, 
But  other  talents  trusted  and  bthivcd. 
Look  round,  my  son,  and  thon  wilt  early  pee 
The  kind  of  man  thou  art  not  fonned  to  be. 

"  The  real  favourites  of  the  great  are  they 
Who  to  their  views  and  wants  attention  pay. 
And  pay  it  ever;  who,  with  all  their  nkill, 
Dive  to  the  heart,  and  learn  the  secret  will; 
If  that  be  vicious,  soon  can  they  provide 
The  favourite  ill,  and  o'er  the  soul  preside; 
For  vice  is  wcaknej-s,  ami  the  artful  know 
Their  })Ower  increases  as  the  passions  grow; 
If  indolent  the  ))iipil,  hard  their  task; 
Such  minds  will  ever  for  amusement  ask; 
And  great  the  labour!  for  a  man  to  chooM 
Objects  for  one  whom  nothing  can  amuse; 
For  ere  these  objects  can  the  soul  delight. 
They  must  to  joy  the  soul  herself  excite; 
Therefore  it  is,  this  patient,  watchful  kind, 
With  gentle  friction  stir  the  drowsy  mind: 
Fix'd  on  their  end,  with  caution  they  proceed, 
And  sometimes  give  and  sometimes  take  the  lead| 
Will  now  a  liint  convey,  and  then  retire. 
And  let  the  spark  awake  the  lingering  lire; 
Or  seek  new  joys,  and  livelier  pleasures  bring, 
To  give  the  jaded  sense  a  quick'ning  spring. 

"  These  arts,  indeed,  my  son  must  not  pursue; 
Nor  must  he  quarrel  with  the  tribe  that  do: 
It  is  not  safe  another's  crimes  to  know, 
Nor  is  it  wise  our  proper  worth  to  show. — 
■  My  lord,'  you  say,  '  engaged  me  for  that  worth  ;••« 
True,  and  preserve  it  ready  to  come  forth : 
If  question  d,  fairly  answer, — and  that  done, 
Shrink  back,  be  silent,  and  thy  father's  son; 
For  they  who  doubt  thy  talents,  scorn  thy  boaat, 
But  they  who  grant  tlieri  will  dislike  thee  moe(: 
Observe  the  prudent;  they  in  silence  sit. 
Display  no  learning,  and  affect  no  wit; 
They  hazard  notliing,  nothing  they  assume. 
But  know  the  useful  art  of  acting  dumb. 
Yet  to  their  eyes  each  varying  look  appears. 
And  every  word  finds  entrance  at  their  ears. 

"  Thou  art  Religion's  axlvocate — take  heed, 
Hurt  not  the  cause,  thy  pleasure  't  is  to  plead; 
With  wine  before  thee,  and  with  wits  beside, 
Vo  Dot  V*  fitreofth  of  reasoning  powers  oonfide; 
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What  seems  to  thee  con\n'ncing,  certain,  plain, 
They  will  deny,  and  dare  thee  to  maintain; 
And  thus  will  triumph  o'er  thy  eager  youth. 
While  thou  wilt  grieve  for  so  disgracing  truth. 

"  With  pain  I've  seen,  these  \vTangling  wits  among 
Faith's  weak  defender's  passionate  and  young; 
Weak  thou  art  not,  yet  not  enough  on  guard. 
Where  wit  and  humour  keep  their  watch  and  ward: 
Men  gay  and  noisy  will  o'erwhelm  thy  sense, 
Then  loudly  laugh  at  truth's  and  thy  expense; 
WhL'e  the  kind  ladies  .vill  do  all  they  can 
To  check  then-  mirth,  and  cry,  '  The  goud  young  mtmt 

"  Prudence,  my  Boy,  forhids  thee  to  commend 
The  cause  or  party  of  tiiy  noble  friend; 
What  are  his  praises  worth,  who  must  be  known 
To  take  a  Patron's  maxims  for  his  own? 
When  ladies  sing,  or  in  thy  presence  play, 
Do  not,  dear  John,  in  rapture  melt  away; 
'T  is  not  thy  part,  there  will  be  list'ners  round, 
To  cry  Divine!  and  dote  upon  the  sound; 
Remember,  too,  that  though  the  poor  liave  ears, 
They  take  not  in  the  music  of  the  spheres; 
They  must  not  feel  the  warble  and  the  thrill, 
Or  be  dissolved  in  ecstasy  at  will ; 
Beside,  '*  is  freedom  in  a  youth  like  thee 
To  drop  his  awe,  and  deal  in  ecstasy! 

"  In  silent  ease,  at  least  in  silence,  dine, 
Nor  one  opinion  start  of  food  or  wine: 
Thou  know'st  that  all  the  science  thou  canst  bouti 
Is  of  thj'  father's  simple  boil'd  and  roast. 
Nor  always  tliese;  he  sometimes  s.aved  his  cash. 
By  interlinear  days  of  frugal  hash: 
Wine  hadst  thou  seldom;  wilt  tliou  be  so  vain 
As  to  decide  on  claret  or  champagne? 
Dost  thou  from  me  derive  tliis  taste  sublime, 
WTio  order  port  the  dozen  at  a  time? 
NVhen  (every  glass  held  precious  in  our  eyes) 
We  judged  the  value  by  the  bottle's  size: 
Then  never  merit  for  thy  praise  assume. 
Its  worth  well  knows  each  servant  in  the  room. 

"  Hard,  Boy,  thy  task,  to  steer  thy  way  among 
That  servile,  supi)le,  shrewd  insidious  tlirong; 
Who  look  upon  tliee  as  of  doubtful  race, 
An  interloper,  one  wlio  wants  a  place: 
Freedom  with  these,  let  thy  free  soul  condemn. 
Nor  with  thy  heart's  concerns  associate  them. 

'•  Of  all  be  cautious — but  be  most  afraid 
Of  the  sale  duums  th^*^^  grace  My  Lady's  Maid ; 
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Of  those  sweet  dimples,  of  that  fratidful  eye, 
The  frequent  glance,  desij^n'd  for  tlice  to  spy; 
The  soft  hewitchiii,!^  look,  the  fond  bewailing  sigh: 
Let  others  frown  and  ciivy;  she  the  while 
(Insidious  syren!)  will  tieinuroly  smile; 
And  for  her  j^eiitle  purpose,  every  day 
Inquire  thy  wants,  and  meet  thee  in  thy  way; 
She  has  her  blandishments,  anil,  thou<;h  so  weak, 
Her  person  pleases,  and  iier  actions  sjxjak: 
At  first  her  folly  may  her  aim  defeat; 
But  kindness  siiowii,  at  lenijtli  wll  kindneM  meet: 
Have  some  olTeridod?  them  will  she  disdain, 
And,  for  thy  sake,  contempt  and  pity  fci^; 
She  hates  tlic  vulgar,  she  admires  to  look 
On  woods  and  groves,  and  dotes  upon  a  book; 
Let  her  once  see  thee  on  lier  features  dwell, 
And  hear  one  si!!;h,  then  liberty  farewell. 

"  But,  John,  remcniher  we  cannot  maintain 
A  poor  proud  girl,  extravaizant  and  vain. 

"  Doubt  much  of  friendship ;  shouldst  thou  find  a  frieDd 
Pleased  to  advise  thee,  anxious  to  coiimiend; 
Should  he  the  praises  he  has  heard  rc[X)rt, 
Ai;d  confidence  (in  thee  conPding)  court; 
Much  of  neglected  Patrons  should  he  say, 
And  then  exclaim — '  How  long  must  merit  stay!' 
Then  show  how  high  thy  modest  hopes  may  stretch. 
And  point  to  stations  far  beyond  thy  reach; — 
Let  such  designer,  by  thy  conduct  sec 
(Civil  and  cooH  he  makes  no  dupe  of  thee; 
And  he  will  quit  thee,  as  a  man  too  wise 
For  him  to  ruin  first,  and  then  despise. 

"  Such  are  thy  dangers: — yet,  if  thou  canst  steer 
Past  all  the  perils,  all  the  qiiicksnnds  clear, 
Then  may'st  thou  profit;  but  if  stonns  prevail, 
If  foes  beset  thee,  if  tliy  spirits  fail, — 
No  more  of  winds  or  waters  be  the  sport, 
But  in  thy  father's  mansion  find  a  port.'' 

Our  poet  read. — "  It  is  in  truth,"  said  he, 
"  Correct  in  part,  hut  what  is  this  to  me? 
I  love  a  foolish  Abigail !  in  base 
And  sordid  oflice!  fear  not  such  disgrace: 
Am  I  so  blind?  '    "  Or  thou  wouldst  surely  see 
That  lady's  fall,  if  she  should  stoop  to  thee!" 
"  The  cases  difler."     "  True!  for  what  snqirise 
Could  from  thy  marriage  with  the  maid  arise? 
But  through  tiie  island  would  the  shame  be  spread. 
Should  the  fair  mistrsdH  ifiigu  with  thee  to  we4" 
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J.ilin  saw  not  tliis:  and  many  a  week  had  pass'd, 
Wliile  the  vain  Ik'aiity  held  her  victim  fast; 
The  Xohle  Friend  stiil  condescension  show'd, 
And,  as  hefore,  with  praises  overflow  d; 
But  his  prave  Lady  toijk  a  silent  view 
Of  all  that  pass"d,  and  smiling,  pitied  too. 

Cold  grew  the  foggy  niurn,  the  day  was  brief^ 
Loose  on  the  cherry  hung  the  crimson  leal'; 
The  dew  dwelt  ever  on  the  herb;  the  woods 
Roar'd  with  strong  blasts,  with  mighty  show'rs  the  flo  da: 
All  green  was  vanish'd,  save  of  pine  and  yew, 
That  still  displayed  their  melancholy  hue; 
Save  the  green  holly  with  its  berries  red. 
And  the  green  moss  that  o'er  the  gravel  spread. 

To  public  views  my  Lord  must  soon  attend; 
And  soon  the  Ladies — would  they  leave  their  friend? 
The  time  was  tix'd — api.'roach  d — was  near — waa  ocow; 
The  trying  time  that  fill  d  his  soul  with  gloom: 
ThoughtCul  our  poet  in  the  morning  rose. 
And  cried,  "  One  hour  my  fortune  will  disclose; 
Terrific  hour!  from  thee  have  I  to  date 
Life  s  loftier  views,  or  my  degraded  state; 
For  now  to  be  what  I  have  been  before 
Is  so  to  fall,  that  I  can  rise  no  more." 

The  morning  meal  was  pa.st;  and  all  aronnd 
The  mansion  rang  with  each  discordant  sound; 
Haste  was  in  every  foot,  and  every  look 
The  trav'ller's  joy  for  London -journey  spoke: 
Not  so  our  youth;  whose  feelings,  at  the  noise 
Of  preparation,  had  no  touch  of  joys ; 
He  pensive  stood,  and  saw  each  carriage  drawn, 
With  lackies  mounted,  ready  on  the  lawn : 
The  Ladies  came;  and  John  in  terror  threw 
One  painful  glance,  and  then  his  eyes  withdrew; 
Not  with  such  speed,  but  he  in  other  eyes 
With  anguish  read — "  I  pity  but  despise — 
Unhappy  boy!  presumptous  scribbler! — you, 
To  dream  such  dreams! — be  sober,  and  adieu!" 

Then  came  the  Noble  Friend — "And  will  my  lord 
Vouchs.afe  no  comfort?  drop  no  soothing  word? 
Yes,  he  must  sj^ak : "  he  speaks,  "  My  good  young  ftieii4 
You  know  my  views;  upon  my  ca».-e  depend; 
My  hearty  thanks  to  your  good  father  pay, 
And  be  a  student. — Harry,  drive  away." 

Stillness  reign'd  all  around!  of  late  so  fall 
The  busy  scene,  deserted  now  and  dull: 
Stem  is  his  nature  who  forbeirs  to  feel 
Gloom  o'er  hiik  spirits  ou  suck  trials  steal* 
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Most  jtecnly  felt  our  poet  as  he  went 

Krorn  morn  to  room  withrut  ii  fix'd  intent: 

"  Aiiil  licro,"  he  llioii^lit,  "  I  was  Ciiross'd;  ndniired 

Were  liere  my  sonirs;  she  sniilcl,  and  I  nspired: 

The  change  liow  jirievoiis!"     As  lie  mused,  a  dams 

Busy  and  poevisli  to  her  duties  came; 

Aside  the  tables  and  the  chairs  she  drew, 

And  sang  and  mutter'd  in  the  poet  s  view: — 

"  This  was  her  fortune;  here  tliey  leave  the  poor, 

Enjoy  themselves  a:.d  think  of  us  no  more; 

I  had  a  promise —  '  Iktc  liis  pride  and  sluime 

Urged  him  to  fly  from  this  familiar  dame; 

He  nave  one  farewell  look,  and  hy  a  coach 

Reacli  d  his  own  mansion  at  the  u'vzht  s  approach. 

His  Father  met  him  with  an  anxious  air, 
Heard  his  sad  tale,  and  chcck'd  what  seemd  despairi 
Hope  was  in  him  corrected,  but  alive; 
^fy  lord  would  something;  for  a  friend  contrive; 
His  word  was  pledged :  our  hero's  feverish  mind 
Almitted  this,  and  half  his  grief  resign'd : 
But,  when  three  months  li;id  fled,  and  »very  day 
Drew  from  the  sickening  hopes  their  strength  awmj, 
Tli;  youth  became  abstracted,  pensive,  dull, 
He  utter'd  nothing,  though  his  lioart  w:us  full; 
Teased  by  enquiring  words  and  anxious  looks, 
And  all  forgetful  of  his  Muse  and  books; 
Awake  he  mourn'd,  but  in  his  sleep  perceived 
A  lovely  vision  that  his  pain  relieved: — 
His  soul  transported,  hail'd  the  happy  seat, 
Wliere  once  his  pleasure  was  so  pure  and  sweet; 
Where  joys  departed  came  in  blissful  view. 
Till  reason  waked,  and  not  a  Joy  he  knew. 

Questions  now  vexed  his  spirit,  most  from  those 
Who  are  call'd  friends,  because  they  are  not  fees: 
"John!"  they  would  say;  lie,  starting,  turn'd  round; 
".John!"  there  was  something  shocking  in  the  soundi 
111  brook "d  he  then  the  pert  familiar  phrase. 
The  untaught  freedom,  and  th'  inquiring  gaze; 
Much  was  his  temper  touch'd,  his  spleen  provoked. 
When  ask'd  liow  ladies  talk'd,  or  walk'd,  or  look'd? 
"  What  said  my  Lord  of  Politics?  how  spent 
He  there  his  time?  and  w.as  he  glad  he  went?" 

At  lenirth  a  letter  came,  both  cool  and  brief. 
But  still  it  gave  the  burthen'd  heart  relief: 
Though  not  inspired  by  lofty  hopes,  the  youth 
Placed  much  reliance  on  Lord  Frederick's  truth; 
Suramon'd  to  town,  he  thought  the  visit  one 
Where  something  f;ur  and  friendly  would  be  done; 
f3 
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Altliough  he  judsjed  not,  as  before  his  fkU, 
When  all  was  love  and  promise  at  the  HalL 

Arrived  in  town,  he  early  sonjrht  to  know 
The  fate  such  dubious  friendship  would  bestow; 
At  a  tall  building  trembling  he  appeard, 
And  his  low  rap  was  indistinctly  heard; 
A  well-known  servant  came — "Awhile."  said  he, 
"  Be  plftased  to  wait;  my  Lord  has  company." 

Alone  our  hero  sate;  the  news  in  hand. 
Which  though  he  read,  he  could  not  understand: 
Cold  was  the  day:  in  days  so  cold  as  these 
There  needs  a  fire,  where  minds  and  bodies  freeze; 
The  vast  and  echoing  room,  the  polish 'd  grate, 
The  crim-;on  chairs,  the  sideboard  with  its  plate; 
The  splendiil  sofa,  which,  though  made  for  rest. 
He  then  had  thought  it  freedom  to  liave  press'd; 
Thr  shining  tables,  curiously  inlaid. 
Were  all  in  comfortless  proud  style  display'd; 
And  to  the  troubled  feelings  terror  gave, 
That  made  the  once-dear  friend,  thj  sick'ning  slave. 

"  Was  he  forgotten  ?  "     Thrice  upon  his  ear 
Struck  the  loud  clock,  yet  no  relief  was  near: 
Each  rattling  carriage,  and  each  thundering  stroke 
On  the  loud  door,  the  dre.am  of  fancy  broke; 
Ofl  as  a  servant  chanced  the  way  to  come, 
"  Brings  he  a  message?"  no!  he  pass'd  the  room: 
At  length  "tis  certain ;  "  Sir,  you  wiU  attend 
"  At  twelve  on  Thursday!  "     Thus  the  day  had  eoL 

Vex'd  by  these  tedious  hours  of  needless  pain, 
John  left  the  noble  mansion  vrith  disdain; 
For  there  was  something  in  the  still,  cold  place, 
That  scera'd  to  threaten  and  portend  disgrace. 

Punctual  again  the  modest  rap  declared 
The  youth  attended;  then  was  all  prepared: 
For  the  same  servant,  by  his  lord's  command. 
A  paper  otTer'd  to  his  trembling  hand: 
"  No  more!  "  he  cried:  "  disdains  he  to  afford 
One  kind  expression,  one  consoling  word! '' 

\Vith  troubled  spirit  he  began  to  read 
That  "  In  the  Church  my  lord  could  not  raooeedj* 
Who  had  "  to  peers  of  either  kin!  applied. 
And  was  with  digr.ity  and  grace  denied; 
WTiile  his  own  linngs  were  by  men  possess'd, 
Not  likely  in  their  chancels  yet  to  rest; 
And  therefore,  all  things  weigh'd  (as  he,  my  loc^ 
Ilad  done  maturely,  and  he  pledged  his  word), 
Wisdom  it  seem  d  for  John  to  turn  his  view 
To  ka^er  scenss,  and  bid  the  church  adieu  t" 
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Herre  prioveJ  the  youth:  he  felt  his  father  b  pnda 
Must  with  hi»  own  be  shock'd  and  mortified; 
b'.t.  wlien  he  found  his  future  comfoits  placed 
Wtjore  he,  alas!  coufeivcd  himself  disgraced— 
In  some  appointment  on  the  London  quays. 
He  bade  farewell  to  honour  and  to  ease; 
His  spirit  fell,  and,  from  that  liour  assured 
How  vain  his  dreams,  he  sutl'er'd  and  was  cured. 

Our  Foot  hurrieo  on,  with  wish  to  fly, 
From  all  mankind,  to  be  conceal'J,  and  die, 
l^las!  what  hopes,  what  liigh  romantic  views 
Did  tiiat  one  visit  to  the  sou)  infuse,  [to  lowl 

Which,  cherish'd  witli  such  love,  't  was  worse  than  da«tk 
Still  he  would  strive,  tiiough  painful  was  the  strife, 
To  walk  in  this  appointed  road  of  life; 
On  these  low  duties  duteous  he  would  wait, 
And  patient  bear  the  anguish  of  his  fate. 
Thanks  to  the  Patron,  but  of  colde«t  kind, 
Express'd  the  saduess  of  the  Poet's  mfhd; 
Whose  heavy  hours  were  pass'd  with  busy  men. 
In  the  dull  practice  of  th'  official  pen ; 
Who  to  Superiors  must  iu  time  impart 
(The  custom  this)  his  progress  in  their  art: 
But,  so  had  grief  on  his  perception  wrought, 
That  all  unliecded  were  the  duties  taught; 
No  answers  pave  he  when  his  trial  came, 
Silent  he  stood,  but  suffering  without  shame; 
And  they  observed  that  words  severe  or  kind 
Made  no  impression  on  his  wounded  mind: 
For  all  perceived  from  whence  his  failure  rose. 
Some  grief  whose  cause  he  deign'd  not  to  discln— 
A  soul  averse  from  scenes  and  works  so  new, 
Fear  ever  shrinking  from  the  vulgar  crew;     . 
Distaste  for  each  mechanic  law  and  rule, 
Thou:;hts  of  past  honour  and  a  patron  cool; 
A  grieving  parent,  and  a  feeling  mind, 
Timid  and  ardent,  tender  and  rcfin'd: 
These  all  with  mighty  force  the  youth  assail'd, 
Till  his  soul  fainted,  and  his  reason  fail'd: 
When  this  was  known,  and  some  debate  arose, 
How  they  who  saw  it  should  the  fact  disclose, 
He  found  their  purpose,  and  in  terror  fled 
From  unseen  kindness,  with  mistaken  dread. 

Meantime  the  parent  was  distress'd  to  find 
His  son  no  longer  for  a  priest  design'd; 
But  still  he  gain'd  some  comfort  by  the  news 
Of  John's  promotion,  though  with  humbler  viewf 
For  he  conceived  that  in  no  distant  time 
'Lhfl  bov  would  learn  to  scramble  Eind  to  climb{ 
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He  little  thought  his  son,  his  hope  and  pride, 
ah  lavour'd  boy,  was  now  a  home  denied: 
Yesl  while  the  parent  was  intent  to  trace 
How  men  in  office  climb  from  place  to  place, 
B7  day,  by  night,  o'er  moor,  and  heath,  and  hill, 
Roved  the  sad  youth,  with  ever-changing  iirill. 
Of  every  aid  bereft,  exposed  to  every  ill. 

Thus  as  he  sate,  absorb'd  in  all  the  care, 
And  all  the  hope  that  anxious  fathers  share, 
A  friend  abruptly  to  his  presence  broiight. 
With  trembling  hand,  the  subject  of  his  thooght; 
Whom  he  had  found  afflicted  and  subdued 
By  hunger,  sorrow,  cold,  and  solitude. 

Silent  he  enter 'd  the  forgotten  room, 
As  ghostly  forms  may  be  conceived  to  come ; 
With  sorrow- shrunken  face  and  hair  upright, 
He  look'd  dismay,  neglect,  desp>air,  affright; 
But,  dead  to  comfort,  and  on  misery  thrown, 
His  parent's  loss  he  felt  uot,  nor  his  own. 
The  good  man,  struck  with  horror,  cried  aloud, 
And  drew  aromid  him  an  astonish'd  crowd; 
The  sons  and  servants  to  the  father  ran, 
To  share  the  feelings  of  the  griev'd  old  man. 

"  Our  brother,  speak!"  they  all  exclaim'd;  "  explail 
Thy  grief,  thy  suffering:" — but  they  ask'd  in  vain: 
The  friend  told  all  he  knew;  and  all  was  known 
Save  the  sad  causes  whence  the  ills  Iiad  grown: 
But,  if  obscm-e  the  cause,  they  ..11  agreed 
From  rest  and  kindness  must  the  cure  proceed: 
And  he  was  cured ;  for  quiet,  love,  and  care, 
Strove  with  the  gloom,  and  broke  on  the  despair: 
Yet  slow  their  progress,  and,  as  vapours  move 
Dense  and  reluctant  from  the  wintry  grove; 
All  is  confusion  till  the  morning  light 
Gives  the  dim  scene  obscurely  to  the  sight; 
More  and  yet  more  deKned  the  trunks  appear, 
Till  tlie  wild  prospect  stands  distinct  and  clearj^ 
So  the  dark  mind  of  our  young  poet  grew 
Clear  and  sedate;  the  dreadful  mist  withdrew; 
And  he  resembled  that  bleak  wintry  scene, 
Sad,  though  unclouded;  diMiial,  though  serjoe. 

At  times  he  utter'd,  "  What  a  dre.am  was  minel 
And  what  a  prospect!  glorious  mud  divine! 
Oh!  in  that  room,  and  on  that  night  to  see 
These  looks,  that  sweetness  beaming  all  on  me; 
That  syren-flattery — and  to  send  me  then, 
Hope-rfiised  and  soften'd,  to  those  heartless  mui; 
That  dark-brow'd  stern  Director,  pleased  to  abaw 
Knowledge  of  Bubjects,  I  disdain'd  to  know; 
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Col'l  and  controlling — bnt  'tis  gone — 'tia  past; 

I  had  my  trial,  and  have  pe:ice  Ht  last." 

Now  fjrew  the  youth  rfsi;,'ned:  he  bade  adiea 
To  all  that  hope,  to  all  that  liiney  drew; 
His  fraino  wiis  lan<;uid.  and  the  hectic  heat 
Flush'd  on  his  pallid  face,  and  conntIe>is  beat 
The  quick'ning  pul»e,  and  faint  the  liinhs  that  boro 
The  slender  form  that  soon  would  breathe  no  morei 

Then  hope  of  holy  kind  the  soul  suslain'd, 
And  not  a  linjrerini;  thou:;ht  of  earth  rem;un'd; 
Now  Heaven  luul  all,  and  he  could  smile  at  Love, 
And  the  wild  sallies  of  his  youth  reprove; 
Then  conld  he  dwell  upon  the  tempting  days, 
The  proud  as|)irini;  thoii!<ht,  the  partial  praise; 
Victorious  now  his  worldly  views  were  closed. 
And  on  the  bed  of  death  the  youth  reposed. 

The  father  jjrieved — but  as  the  poet's  heart 
Was  all  unfitted  for  his  earthly  part; 
As,  he  conceived,  some  other  hausjhty  fair 
Would,  had  ho  lived,  have  led  him  to  despair, 
As,  with  this  fear,  the  silent  grave  shut  out 
All  feverish  hope,  and  all  tormenting  doubt; 
While  the  strong  faitli  the  pious  youth  possess'd, 
His  hope  enlivening,  gave  his  sorrows  rest; 
Soothed  by  these  tlioughts,  lie  felt  a  mouruful  joy 
For  his  aspiring  and  devoted  Iwy. 

Meantime  the  news  through  various  channels  sproad. 
The  youth,  once  favour'd  with  such  praise,  was  dead: 
"  Emma,"  the  Lady  cried,  "  my  words  attend. 
Your  syren-smiles  have  kill'd  your  humble  friend; 
The  hope  you  raised  can  now  delude  no  more, 
Nor  charms,  that  once  inspired,  can  now  restore." 

Faint  was  the  Hush  of  anger  and  of  shame. 
That  o'er  the  cheek  of  conscious  beauty  came: 
"You  censure  not,"  said  she, ''  the  sun's  briglit  rvft, 
When  fools  imprudent  dare  the  dangerous  gjue; 
And  should  a  stripling  look  till  lie  were  blind, 
YoQ  would  not  justly  call  the  light  unkiud: 
But  is  he  dead?  and  am  I  to  suppose 
The  power  of  poison  in  such  looks  as  those?" 
She  spoke,  and  pointing  to  the  mirror,  cast 
A  pleased  gay  glance,  and  curtsied  as  she  pass'd. 

My  Lord,  to  whom  the  Poet's  fate  was  told 
Was  much  affected,  for  a  man  so  cold : 
"  Dead!"  s.aid  his  lordship,  "  run  distracted,  madi 
Upon  my  soul  I'm  sorry  for  the  l.ad; 
And  now,  no  doubt,  th'  obliging  world  wU  say 
That  ay  harsh  usage  hclp'd  him  on  his  waj: 
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WLaf !  I  suppose,  I  should  have  nursed  his  mnM, 
And  witti  champagne  liave  brightened  up  his  viewij 
Then  liad  he  made  me  famed  my  whole  life  long, 
And  stuun'd  my  ears  with  gratitude  and  song. 
Still  should  the  father  hear  that  I  regret 
Our  joint  misfortune — Yes!  I'll  not  forget." — 

Thus  they: — The  father  to  his  grave  convey'd 
The  son  he  loved,  and  his  last  duties  paid. 

"  There  lies  my  Bey,"  he  cried,  "  of  care  bereft, 
And,  Heav'n  be  praised,  I've  not  a  genius  left: 
No  one  among  ye,  sons !  is  doomed  to  live 
On  high-raised  hopes  of  what  the  Great  may  giT»} 
None,  with  exalted  views  and  fortunes  mean, 
To  die  in  anguish,  or  to  Hve  in  spleen: 
Your  pious  bit)ther  soon  escaped  the  strife 
Of  such  contention,  but  it  cost  his  life ; 
You  then,  my  sons,  upon  yourselves  depeod* 
And  ia  your  owu  azertaau  find  th*  bind.* 


TALE  VI. 
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Tm,  ftdth,  it  is  my  cousin's  fluty  to  make  a  curtsy,  and  say 
"Fathor,  ns  it  ploose  yon;"  but  for'all  that,  cousin,  let  liim  b«  « 
handsome  fellow,  or  else  ranlte  another  curtsy,  and  say,  "  Father, 
M  it  pleases  me." — Muck  Ado  about  Nothing. 


TTe  cannot  flatter,  he! 
An  honeat  mind  and  plain — ho  must  spealc  truth. — King  £«aiN 


Grave  Jona*  Kindred,  Sybil  Kindred's  sire, 

Was  six  feet  high,  nnd  look'd  six  inches  liigher; 

Erect,  morose,  determined,  solemn,  slow. 

Who  knew  the  man,  would  never  cease  to  know 

His  faitlifiil  spouse  when  Jonas  was  not  by, 

Had  a  lirm  presence  and  a  steady  eye ; 

But  with  her  husliand  dropp'd  her  look  and  tODa^ 

And  Jonas  ruled  unquestion'd  nnd  alone. 

He  read,  and  oft  would  quote  the  s-icred  words, 
How  pious  husbands  of  their  wives  were  lordB; 
Sarah  called  Ahniham  Lord!  and  who  could  be, 
So  .Tonas  thought,  a  gaiter  man  than  he? 
Himself  he  view'd  with  undisguised  respect. 
And  never  pardon'd  freedom  or  neglect 

They  had  one  dauglitcr,  and  this  favourite  ohM 
Had  oft  the  father  of  his  spleen  beguiled, 
Soothed  by  attention  from  her  early  years. 
She  gnin'd"  all  wishes  by  her  smiles  or  tear*: 
But  Sijhil  then  was  in  that  playful  time, 
When  contradiction  is  not  held  a  crime ; 
When  parents  yield  their  children  idle  praiae 
For  faults  corrected  in  their  after  days. 

Peace  in  the  sober  house  of  Jonas  dwelt, 
Where  each  his  duty  and  his  station  felt: 
Yet  not  that  peace  some  favour'd  mortals  find, 
In  equal  views  and  hannony  of  mind ; 
Not  the  soft  pe;ice  that  blesses  those  who  lore, 
iVhere  all  v^ith  one  consent  in  uuion  move: 
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Rut  it  was  that  which  one  superior  will 
Commands,  by  making  all  inferiors  still; 
Who  bids  all  murmurs,  all  objections  cease, 
And  with  imperious  voice  announces — Peacel 
They  were,  to  wit,  a  remnant  of  that  crew, 
^Tio,  as  their  foes  maintain,  their  Sovereign  slew 
An  independent  race,  precise,  correct, 
Who  ever  married  in  the  kindred  sect: 
No  son  or  daughter  of  their  order  wed 
A  friend  to  England's  king  who  lost  his  head; 
Cromwell  was  still  their  Saint,  and  when  they  met, 
They  mourn'd  that  Saints  were  not  our  rulers  yet 

Fix'd  were  their  habits;  they  arose  betimes. 
Then  pray'd  their  hour,  and  sang  their  party-rhymesi 
Their  meals  were  plenteous,  regular  and  plain. 
The  trade  of  Jonas  bnfught  him  constant  gain; 
Vender  of  hops  and  malt,  of  coals  and  com — 
And,  like  his  father,  he  was  merchant  bom: 
Neat  was  their  house;  each  table,  chair,  and  stool. 
Stood  in  its  place,  or  moving  moved  by  rule ; 
No  lively  print  or  picture  graced  the  room; 
A  plain  brown  paper  lent  its  decent  gloom; 
But  here  the  eye,  in  glancing  round,  survey'd 
A  small  recess  that  seem'd  for  china  made; 
Such  pleasing  pictures  seem'd  this  pencill'd  ware, 
That  few  would  search  for  nobler  objects  there — 
Yet,  turn'd  by  chosen  friends,  and  there  appear'd 
His  stern,  strong  features,  whom  thoy  all  revered; 
For  there  in  lofty  air  was  seen  to  stand 
The  bold  Protector  of  the  conquer'd  land; 
Drawn  in  that  look  with  which  he  wept  and  swot*. 
Turn'd  out  the  members,  and  made  fast  the  doo/, 
Ridding  the  house  of  every  knave  and  drone. 
Forced,  though  it  grieved  his  soul,  to  rule  alone. 
The  stenj  still  smile  each  friend  approving  gave, 
Then  turn'd  the  view,  and  all  again  were  gi-ave. 

There  stood  a  clock,  though  small  the  owner's  dmq 
For  habit  told  wlien  all  things  should  proceed; 
Few  their  amusements,  but  when  friends  ai)pear'd. 
They  with  the  world's  distress  their  spirits  clieer'd; 
The  nation's  guilt,  that  would  not  long  endure 
The  reign  of  man  so  modest  and  so  pure: 
Their  town  was  large  and  seldom  pass'd  a  day 
But  some  had  fail'd,  and  others  gone  astray; 
Clerks  had  absconded,  wives  eloped,  girls  flow> 
To  Gretna-Green,  or  sons  rebellious  grown; 
Quarrels  and  fires  arose: — and  it  was  plain 
The  times  were  bad;  the  Saints  bad  ceased  t*  reign  I 
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A  few  )'et  lived,  to  Innp^iinh  and  to  monm 
For  goon  old  manners  never  to  return. 

Jonas  had  sisttTs,  and  of  these  was  one 
Who  lost  a  husliaiid  and  an  only  son: 
Twelve  months  her  sables  slie  in  sorrow  wee, 
And  inourn'd  so  long  tiiat  she  could  mourn  no  man. 
Distant  from  Jonas,  and  from  all  her  race, 
She  now  resided  in  a  lively  place; 
There,  by  the  sect  unseen,  at  whist  she  play'd, 
Nor  w!Ls  of  churchmen  or  their  church  afraid 
If  much  of  this  the  (graver  brother  heard, 
He  something  censureil,  but  he  little  fear'd; 
He  knew  her  rich  and  fnigal ;  for  the  rest, 
He  felt  no  care,  or,  il'  he  felt,  suppress'd: 
Nor  for  companion  when  she  askd  her  Nieoe, 
Had  he  suspicions  that  disturb'd  his  peace; 
Frugal  and  rich,  these  virtues  as  a  charm 
Preserved  the  thoughtful  man  from  ail  alarm; 
An  infant  yet,  she  soon  would  home  return, 
Nor  stay  the  manners  of  the  world  to  learn; 
Meantime  his  hoys  would  all  his  care  engross, 
And  bo  his  comlbrts  if  he  felt  the  loss.  . 

The  sprightly  Sybil,  pleased  and  unconfined, 
Felt  the  pure  pleasure  of  the  op'ning  mind: 
All  here  was  pay  and  cheerful — all  at  home 
Unvaried  quiet  and  unrullled  gloom : 
There  were  no  changes, — and  amusements  few;— 
Here,  all  was  varied,  wonderful,  and  new; 
There  were  plain  jneals,  plain  dresses,  and  grave  lookt^i* 
Here,  gay  companions,  and  amusing  books; 
And  the  young  Beauty  soon  begiui  to  taste 
The  light  vocations  of  the  scene  she  graced. 

A  man  of  business  feels  it  as  a  crime 
On  calls  domestic  to  consume  his  time; 
Yet  this  grave  man  had  not  so  cold  a  heart, 
But  with  his  daughter  he  was  grieved  to  part: 
And  he  demanded  that  in  every  year 
The  Aunt  and  Niece  should  at  his  honse  ap]:>ear. 

"  Yes!  we  must  go,  my  child,  and  by  our  dress 
A  grave  conformity  of  mind  express; 
Must  sing  at  meeting,  and  from  cards  refrain, 
The  more  t'  enjoy  when  we  return  again." 

Thus  spake  the  Aunt  and  the  discerning  cliild 
Was  pleased  to  learn  how  fathers  are  beguiled. 
Her  artful  part  the  young  dissembler  took. 
And  from  the  matron  aiught  tb'  approving  look: 
When  thrice    he  friends  had  met,  excuse  was  sent 
For  ui^  deia^,  and  Jonas  wa^j  couteut; 
« 
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Till  a  tall  maiden  by  her  sire  was  seen. 
In  all  the  bloom  and  beaut}  of  sixteen; 
He  gazed  adnirin;^; — slie,  w.th  visage  prim, 
Glanced  an  arch  look  of  gi-avity  on  him; 
For  she  was  gay  at  lieart,  but  wore  disguise, 
And  stood  a  vestal  in  her  father's  eyes; 
Pure,  pensive,  simple,  sad;  the  damsel's  heart, 
When  Jonas  praised,  reproved  her  for  the  part) 
For  Sybil,  fond  of  pleasure,  gay  and  Lght, 
Had  still  a  secret  bias  to  the  right; 
Vain  as  she  was — and  flattery  made  her  vain— 
Her  simulation  gave  her  bosom  pain. 

Again  retum'd,  the  Matron  and  the  Niece 
Found  the  late  quiet  gave  their  joy  increase; 
The  aunt  infiiTn,  no  more  her  visits  paid, 
But  still  witii  her  sojourn  d  tlie  favourite  maid. 
Letters  were  sent  wlien  fmnks  could  be  procured 
And  when  they  could  not,  silence  v;as  endured; 
All  were  in  health,  and  if  they  older  grew, 
It  seem'd  a  fact  that  none  among  them  knewj 
The  aunt  and  niece  still  led  a  pleasant  life, 
And  quiet  days  had  Jonas  and  his  wife. 

Near  him  a  Widow  dwelt  of  worthy  fame, 
Like  his  her  nmnners,  and  her  creed  the  same, 
The  wealth  her  husband  left,  her  care  retain 'd 
For  one  tall  Youth,  and  widow  she  remain 'd; 
His  love  respectful  all  her  caro  repaid, 
Her  wishes  watch  d.  and  her  commands  obey'd. 

Sober  he  was,  and  grave  from  early  youth. 
Mindful  of  forms,  but  more  mtent  on  truth; 
In  a  light  drab  he  uniformly  arcss'd, 
And  look  serene  th'  unrutfled  mind  express'd; 
A  hat  with  ample  verge  his  brows  o'erspread. 
And  his  brown  locks  curl'd  graceful  on  his  head; 
Yet  might  observers  in  his  speaking  eye 
Some  observation,  some  acuteness  spy; 
The  friendly  thouglit  it  keen,  the  treacherous  deem 'dil  tij 
Yet  net  a  crime  could  foe  or  friend  detect. 
His  actions  all  were,  like  his  spcccii,  correct; 
And  they  who  jested  on  a  mind  so  sound, 
Up*  n  his  virtues  must  their  laughter  .found; 
Chaste,  sober,  solemn,  and  devout  they  named 
Him  who  was  thus,  and  not  of  this  aslianied. 

Such  were  the  virtues  Jonas  found  in  one 
In  whom  he  warmly  wish'd  to  find  a  son: 
Three  ycai-s  had  jiass'd  since  he  liad  -S'bil  seen; 
But  she  was  doubtless  wiiat  she  once  had  been. 
Lovely  and  mild,  obedien'.,  and  discreet; 
Tbo  pair  mtut  love  whenever  they  shuuld  meet; 
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riicn  ere  the  widow  or  the  son  sliould  choose 

Some  happier  maid,  he  would  ex|>hiin  his  views; 

Now  she,  like  him,  was  politic  and  shrewd, 

With  strong  desire  of  lawful  >;ain  embued; 

To  all  he  said,  she  bowM  with  much  respect, 

Pleased  to  comply,  yet  seeming  to  reject; 

Cool  and  yet  eager,  each  admired  the  strength 

Of  the  opponent,  and  agreed  at  length: 

As  a  drawn  battle  shows  to  each  a  force, 

Powerful  iis  his,  he  honours  it  of  course; 

So  in  these  neighbours,  each  the  power  discem'di 

And  gave  the  praise  that  was  to  each  return '<L 
Jonas  now  ask'd  his  daughter — and  the  Auoti 

Though  loth  to  lose  her,  was  obliged  to  grant:— 

But  would  not  Sybil  to  the  matron  cling, 

And  fear  to  leave  the  shelter  of  her  wing? 

Nol  in  the  young  there  lives  a  love  of  change, 

And  to  the  easy,  they  prefer  the  strange! 

Then,  too,  the  joys  she  once  pursued  with  zeal, 

From  whist  and  visits  sprung,  she  ceased  to  feeli 

Wheu  with  the  matrons  Sybil  first  sat  down. 

To  cut  for  partners  and  to  stake  her  crown, 

This  to  the  youthful  maid  preferment  seem'd. 

Who  thought  wliat  woman  she  was  tlien  esteem'd; 

But  in  few  years,  when  siie  perceived,  indeed. 

The  real  woman  to  the  girl  succeed, 

No  longer  tricks  and  honours  fill'd  her  mind, 

But  other  feelings,  not  so  well  defined; 

She  then  reluctant  grew,  and  thought  it  hard. 

To  sit  and  ponder  o'er  an  ugly  card ; 

Rather  the  nut-tree  shade  the  nymph  preferr'd. 

Pleased  with  the  pensive  gloom  and  evening  bird 

Thither,  from  company  retired,  she  took 

The  silent  walk,  or  read  the  fav'rite  book. 

The  father's  letter,  sudden,  sliort,  and  kind, 
\.waked  her  wonder,  and  disturb'd  her  mind; 
She  found  new  dreams  upon  her  fancy  seize, 
Wild  roving  thoughts  and  endless  reveries: 
The  parting  came; — and  when  tiie  Aunt  perceirad 
The  tears  of  Sybil,  and  liow  much  she  grieved — 
To  love  for  her  that  tender  gi-ief  she  laid. 
That  various,  soft,  contending  passions  made. 

WTien  Sybil  rested  in  her  father's  anns, 
His  pride  exulted  in  a  daughter's  charms; 
A  maid  accomplisii  d  he  was  pleased  to  find. 
Nor  seem'd  the  form  more  lovely  than  the  uuad: 
But  wheu  the  fit  of  nride  and  fondness  Hed, 
Be  saw  his  judguieat  by  his  hopes  mifiled( 
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High  were  the  ladys  spirits,  far  more  free 
Her  mode  of  speaking  than  a  maid's  should  be; 
Too  much,  as  Jonas  thought,  she  seem'd  to  know, 
And  all  her  knowledge  was  disposed  to  show; 
"  Too  gay  her  dress,  like  those  who  idly  dote 
On  a  youug  coxcomb,  or  a  coxcomb's  coat; 
In  foolish  spirits  when  our  friends  appear. 
And  vainly  grave  when  not  a  man  is  near," 

Thus  Jonas,  adding  to  his  sorrow  blame, 
And  terms  disdainful  to  a  Sister's  name: — 
"  The  sinful  wretch  has  by  her  arts  defiled 
The  ductile  spirit  of  my  darling  child." 

"  1  he  maid  is  virtuous,"  said  the  dame — Qnoth  he^ 
*  Let  her  give  proof,  by  acting  virtuously: 
[s  it  in  gaping  when  tiie  Elders  pray? 
lu  reading  nonsense  half  a  summer's  day? 
In  those  mock  forms  that  she  delights  to  trace, 
Or  her  loud  laughs  in  Hezekiah's  face? 
She — 0  Susanna! — to  the  world  belongs; 
She  loves  the  follies  of  its  idle  throngs, 
And  reads  soft  tales  of  love,  and  sings  love's  soft'oing  soogt 
But,  as  our  friend  is  j'et  delay  d  in  town, 
We  must  prepare  her  till  the  Youth  comes  down: 
You  shall  advise  the  maiden ;  I  will  threat ; 
Her  fears  and  hof)es  may  yield  us  comfort  yet." 

Now  the  grave  father  took  the  lass  aside, 
Demanding  sternly,  "  Wilt  thou  be  a  bride?" 
She  answer'd,  calling  up  an  air  sedate, 
"  I  have  not  vow'd  against  the  holy  state." 

"  No  folly,  Sybil,"  said  the  parent;  "  know 
What  to  their  parents  virtuous  maidens  owe; 
A  worthy,  wealthy  youth,  whom  I  approve. 
Must  thou  prepare  to  honour  and  to  love. 
Formal  to  thee  his  air  and  dress  may  seem, 
But  the  good  youth  is  worthy  of  esteem: 
6houldst  thou  with  rudeness  treat  him ;  of  diai1«ifi 
ihould  he  with  justice  or  of  slight  complain, 
Dr  of  one  taunting  speech  give  certain  proof, 
fiirl  1  I  reject  thee  from  my  sober  roof.' 

"  My  aunt,"  said  Sybil,  "  will  with  pride  proteel 
One  whom  a  father  can  for  this  reject; 
Nor  shall  a  formal,  rigid,  soul-less  boy 
My  manners  alter,  or  my  views  de.«troy!" 

Jon.as  then  lifted  up  his  hands  on  high. 
And,  utt'riug  something  'twixt  a  groan  and  sigh. 
Left  the  iletennined  maid,  her  doubtful  mother  by. 

"  Tlesir  me,"  she  said ;  "  incline  thy  heart  my  obiL^ 
Aiid  <ix  thy  fancy  on  a  man  so  mildi 
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Thy  father,  Sybil,  never  couid  be  moved 
By  one  v/lio  loved  liim,  or  by  one  he  loved; 
Uiiion  like  ours  is  hut  a  buruMJii  made 
By  slave  and  tyrant — he  will  be  obey'd; 
Then  calls  the,quiet,  comfort — but  thy  Youth 
18  mild  by  nature,  and  as  fnink  as  truth." 

"  But  will  he  love?  "  said  Sybil;  "  1  am  told 
That  these  mild  creatures  are  by  nature  cold." 

"  AJaj!"  the  luatrou  au.swer'd,  "  much  I  dread 
rh.it  daagerous  love  by  which  the  young  are  led  I 
That  love  is  earthy;  you  the  creature  priie, 
Aug  tnist  your  feelings  and  believe  your  eyes: 
Can  jyes  .-uul  feelings  inward  worth  descry? 
No !  my  fair  daughter,  on  our  choice  rely ! 
Your  love,  like  tint  display'd  upon  the  stage, 
Indul.;ed  is  folly,  and  op|>osed  is  rage; — 
More  prudent  love  our  sfjber  couples  show, 
All  tli;it  to  mortal  beings,  mortals  owe; 
All  llesh  is  grass — before  you  give  a  heart, 
Itemember  Sybil,  that  in  death  you  part; 
And  should  yonr  husband  die  before  your  love_ 
\Vh;it  needless  ang\iish  must  a  widow  prove! 
No:  my  fair  child,  let  all  such  visions  cease; 
Yield  but  esteem,  ami  only  try  for  peace." 

"  I  must  be  loved,"  said  Sybil;  "  I  must  see 
The  man  in  terrors  who  aspires  to  me; 
At  my  forbidding  frown  his  heart  must  ache. 
His  tongue  must  falter,  and  his  frame  must  shake; 
And  if  I  grant  liim  at  my  feet  to  kneel, 
VMiat  trembling,  fearful  pleasure  must  he  feel 
Nay,  such  the  raptures  that  my  smiles  inspire, 
riiat  reason's  self  must  for  a  time  retire." 

"  Alas!  for  good  Jotiah"  said  the  dame, 
"  These  wicked  thoughts  would  till  his  soul  with 
He  kneel  and  tremble  at  a  thing  of  dust! 
He  cannot,  child:" — the  Child  replied,  "  He  must' 

1  hey  ceased:  tlie  matron  left  her  with  a  frown; 
So  Jcnas  met  her  when  the  Youth  came  down: 
'  Behold,"  said  he,  "  Tliy  future  sjxiuse  attends, 
Ri^ocive  liim,  daughter,  as  the  best  of  friends; 
Observe  respect  him — humble  be  each  word, 
riiat  welcomes  home  thy  husband  and  thy  lonL'' 

Korwani'd  thought  Sybil,  ^-ith  a  bitter  smile, 
I  ehall  pre])iire  ray  manner  and  my  style. 

Kre  yet  Josiah  enter'd  on  his  task. 
The  father  met  him — "  Deign  to  wear  a  maak 
A  few  dull  days.  Josiah, — but  a  few — 
U  is  our  duty  aud  Uie  sex's  due; 
03 
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I  wore  it  one,  and  every  gratcfnl  wife 
Repays  it  with  obedience  tlirongli  her  life: 
Have  no  regard  to  Sybil's  dress,  have  none 
To  her  pert  lani^uage.  to  her  Hippant  tone; 
Henceforward  thou  shall  rule  unquestion'd  and  alone) 
And  she  tliy  pleasure  in  thy  looks  shall  stek — 
How  slie  shall  dress,  and  whether  she  may  speak." 

A  sober  smile  retum'd  the  Youth,  and  said, 
"  Can  I  cause  fear,  who  am  myself  afraid?" 

Sybil,  meantime,  sat  thoughtful  in  her  room, 
And  often  wonder'd — "Will  the  creature  come? 
Nothing  shall  tempt,  shall  force  me  to  bestow 
My  hand  upon  him, — yet  I  wish  to  know." 

The  door  unclosed,  and  she  beheld  her  sire 
Lead  in  the  youth,  then  hasten  to  retire; 
"  Daughter,  my  friend—my  daughter,  friend,"  he  cria^ 
And  gave  a  meaning  look,  and  stepp'd  aside: 
That  look  contain'd  a  mingled  threat  and  prayer, 
"  Do  take  him,  child — offend  him,  if  you  dare." 
The  couple  gazed— were  silent,  and  the  maid 
Look'd  in  his  face,  to  make  the  man  afraid; 
The  man,  unmoved,  upon  the  maiden  cast 
A  steady  view — so  salutation  pass'd: 
But  in  this  instant  Sybil's  eye  had  seen 
The  tall  fair  person,  and  the  still  staid  mein; 
The  glow  tliat  temp'rance  o'er  the  cheek  had  spread, 
Where  the  soft  down  half  veil'd  the  purest  red; 
And  the  serene  deportment  that  proclaim'd 
A  heart  unspotted,  and  a  life  unblamed: 
But  then  with  these  she  saw  attire  too  plain, 
The  pale  brown  coat,  though  worn  without  a  stun. 
The  formal  air,  and  something  of  the  pride 
That  indicates  the  wealth  it  seems  to  hide; 
And  looks  that  were  not,  she  conceived,  exempt 
From  a  proud  pity,  or  a  sly  contempt. 

Josiah's  eyes  had  their  employment  too. 
Engaged  and  soften'd  by  so  bright  a  view; 
A  fair  and  meaning  face,  an  ej-e  of  fire, 
That  check'd  the  bold,  and  made  the  free  retire; 
But  then  with  these  he  mark'd  the  studied  drew 
Ajid  lofty  air,  that  scorn  or  pride  express; 
With  that  insidious  look,  that  seemed  to  liide 
In  an  affected  smile  the  scorn  and  pride; 
And  if  his  mind  the  vnrgin's  meaning  caught, 
He  saw  a  foe  with  treacherous  purpose  fraught- 
Captive  the  heart  to  take,  and  reject  it,  caught. 

Silent  they  sate — thought  Sybil,  that  he  seeks 
Something,  no  doubt;  I  wonder  if  he  speaks: 
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Scarcely  sIjc  i\-oii(Ifr'i4.  Vhen  tliese  acrcnts  fell 
Slow  ill  her  car — "  Fair  inaideii.  art  thou  well?" 
"Art  thou  piiysiciiiii?"  she  rei)lieil;  "my  hand, 
My  i)iilsc,  at  least  shall  be  at  thy  command." 

She  said — and  saw,  surprised,  Josiah  kncul. 
And  gave  his  lips  the  otl'er'd  pulse  to  feel; 
The  rosy  colour  rising  in  her  cheek, 
Secm'd  that  surprise  uiinpx'd  with  wrath  to  speak; 
Then  sternness  she  assumed,  and — "  Doctor,  tell — 
Thy  words  cannot  alarm  me — am  I  well?" 

"  Thou  art,"  said  ho;  "  and  yet  thy  dresa  so  Uf^bt, 
I  do  conceive,  some  dans^er  must  excite:'' 
"  In  whom?  '  said  Syliil,  with  a  look  deinore: 
"In  more.'   said  he,  "  than  I  expect  to  cure; — 
I,  in  thy  light  luxuriant  robe,  behold 
Want  and  excess,  abounding  and  yet  cold; 
Here  needed,  th«re  display  d,  in  many  a  wanton  fold, 
Both  health  and  beauty,  learned  authors  show, 
From  a  just  medium  in  our  cli>tliing  How." 

"  Proceed,  good  doctor;  if  so  great  my  need, 
What  is  thj'  fee?     (lood  doctor!  pray  jjroceed." 

"  Large  is  my  fee,  fair  lady,  but  1  take 
None  till  some  progress  in  my  cure  I  make: 
Thou  hast  disease,  fair  maiden;  thon  art  vain; 
Within  that  face  sit  insult  and  disdain; 
Thou  art  enamour  d  of  thyself;  my  art 
Can  see  the  naughty  malice  of  thy  heart: 
With  a  strong  pleasure  would  thy  bosom  moya,  . 
Were  I  to  own  thy  power  and  ask  thy  love; 
And  such  thy  beauty,  damsel,  that  I  might. 
But  for  thy  pride,  feel  danger  in  thj*  sigiit. 
And  loose  my  present  peace  in  dreams  of  vain  delight. ' 

"  And  can  thy  patients,"  said  the  nymph,  "  endura 
Physic  like  this?  and  will  it  work  a  cure?" 

"  Such  is  my  hope,  fair  damsel ;  thou,  I  find, 
Hast  the  true  tokens  of  a  noble  mind; 
But  the  world  wins  thee,  Sybil,  and  thy  joys 
Are  placed  in  trifles,  fashions,  follies,  toys; 
Thou  liast  sought  pleasure  in  the  world  around, 
That  in  thine  own  pure  bosom  should  be  found: 
Did  all  that  world  admire  thee,  praise  and  love, 
Could  it  the  least  of  nature's  p:uns  remove? 
Could  it  for  errors,  follies,  sins  atone, 
Or  give  thee  comfort,  thoughtful  and  alone? 
It  ha.9,  believe  me,  msiid,  no  power  to  charm 
Thy  soul  from  sorrow,  or  thy  ilesh  from  harm: 
Turn  then,  fair  creature,  from  a  world  of  sin. 
And  leek  the  jewel  happuie&o  within." 
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•' Sncak'st   tliou   at  meetin;;?"  said  the  nymph,  "  th» 
Is  thai  ot  mortal  verj'  prone  to  teach;  [speeci 

But  wouldst  thou,  doctor,  from  the  patient  learn 
Thine  own  disease? — The  cure  is  thy  concern." 

"  Yea,  witii  good  will." — "  Then  know  'tis  thy  compLtin^ 
That,  for  a  sinnor,  ihou'rt  too  much  a  saint; 
Hast  too  much  show  of  the  sedate  and  pure, 
And  without  cause  art  formal  and  demure: 
This  makes  a  man  unsocial,  unpolite; 
Odious  when  wrong,  and  insolent  if  right 
Thou  may'st  be  good,  but  why  should  goodness  be 
Wrapt  in  a  garb  of  such  formality? 
Thy  person  well  might  please  a  damsel's  eve. 
In  decent  habit  with  a  scarlet  dye; 
But,  jest  apart — what  virtue  canst  thou  trace 
In  that  broad  brim  that  hides  tliy  sober  face? 
Does  that  long-skirted  drab,  that  over-nice 
And  formal  clotiiirig,  prove  a  scorn  of  vice? 
Then  for  thine  accent — what  in  sound  can  be 
bo  void  of  grace  as  dull  monotony? 
Love  has  a  thousand  varied  notes  to  move 
The  human  heart:  thou  may'st  not  speak  of  lovt^ 
'J'ill  thou  hast  cast  thy  formal  ways  aside, 
And  those  becoming  yout'i  and  nature  tried: 
Not  till  exterior  freedom,  spirit,  ease, 
Prove  it  thy  study  and  delight  to  please; 
Not  till  these  follies  meet  thy  just  disdain, 
While  yet  thy  x-irtues  and  tiiy  worth  remiu'n." 

"  This  is  severe! — Oh!  maiden,  wilt  not  thou 
bomcthing  for  habits,  manners,  modes,  allow?  "— 
"  Yes!  but  allowing  much,  I  much  require, 
In  my  behalf,  for  manners,  modes,  atti/el " 

"  True,  lovely  !:yhLl;  and,  this  jjoint  agreed, 
Let  me  to  those  of  greater  weight  proceed: 
Thy  fatiier!  " — "  Nay,"  she  quickly  interp>08ed, 
"  Good  doctor,  here  our  conference  is  closed!  " 

Then  left  the  Yo\ith,  who,  lost  in  his  retreat, 
Passed  the  good  matron  on  her  garden-seat; 
His  looks  were  troubled,  and  his  air,  once  mild 
And  calm,  was  hurried: — "  My  audacious  cliild!'' 
Exclai:ncd  the  dame,  "  I  re.ad  what  she  has  done 
In  tliy  displeasure — Ah!  the  thoughtless  one: 
But  yet,  Josiah,  to  my  stern  good  man 
Speak  of  the  maid  as  mildly  as  you  can: 
Can  you  not  seem  to  woo  a  little  while 
The  daughter's  will,  the  father  to  beguile? 
So  that  his  wrath  in  time  may  wear  away; 
Will  you  preserN-e  our  peace.  Josiah?  aay." 
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*  Yer!  my  good  neighbour,"  said  the  gentle  yoath. 
*  Rely  Bccurely  on  my  care  and  trutii; 
And  should  thy  comfort  with  my  cfVorts  cease; 
Ad'I  only  then, —  perpetual  is  thy  peace." 

The  dame  had  doubts:  she  well  his  virtues  knew, 
His  deeds  were  friendly,  and  his  words  were  true; 
"  But  to  address  this  vixen  is  a  task 
He  is  ashamed  to  take,  and  I  to  ask." 
Soon  as  the  father  from  Josiah  Icarn'd 
What  pass'd  with  Sybil,  he  the  truth  discern "d. 
"  He  loves."  the  man  exclaimed,  "  he  loves,  'tis  pbuo, 
The  thoughtless  girl,  and  shall  lie  love  is  vain? 
She  may  be  stubborn,  but  she  sh.all  be  ttied, 
Born  as  she  is  of  wilfulness  and  pride." 

With  anger  fraught,  but  willing  to  persuade, 
The  wTathful  father  met  the  smiling  maid. 
"  Sybil,"  said  he,  "  I  long,  and  ^-ct  I  dread 
To  know  thy  conduct — liath  -losiah  fled? 
And  gi'ieved  and  fretted  by  the  scornful  air, 
For  iiis  lost  ppjice,  betaken  liim  to  prayer? 
Couldst  tliou  his  pure  and  mo<lest  mind  distress, 
By  vile  remarks  upon  his  speech,  address. 
Attire,  and  voice?" — "  All  this  I  must  confesa." — 
"  Unhappy  child!  what  labour  will  it  cost 
To  win  him  back!" — "  I  do  not  think  him  lost" — 
"  Courts  he  then,  (trifler!)  insult  and  disdain?  " — 
"  No:  but  from  these  he  courts  me  to  refrain." — 
"  Then  hear  me,  Sybil — should  Josiah  le:ive 
Thy  father's  house?  " — "  My  father's  child  wotild  grieve:* 
"  That  is  of  grace,  and  if  he  come  again 
To  speak  of  love?" — "  I  might  from  grief  refrain." — 
"  Then  wilt  thou,  daughter,  our  design  embrace?" — 
"  Can  I  resist  it,  if  it  be  of  gr.ace?" — 
"  Dear  chili  1  in  tliree  plain  words  thy  mind  express — 
Will  thou  have  this  good  youtk''  " — "  Dear  father!  ysi* 
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Ah  roe !  for  aiight  that  I  could  ever  read. 

Or  ever  hear  by  talp  or  history, 

Thp  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth] 

But  either  it  was  ditTerent  in  blooa, 

Or  else  misgrafted  in  respect  of  years, 

Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends; 

Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice. 

War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it. 

Midsummer  Nighi't  DrMm^ 


Cry  the  man  mercy ;  love  him,  take  his  offer. — At  Tou  Likt  li. 


To  Fai mer  Moss,  in  Lanjar  Vale,  came  down, 
flis  only  Dauslitcr,  from  lier  school  in  town; 
A  tender,  timid  maid!  who  knew  not  bow 
To  pass  a  pig-sty,  or  to  face  a  cow : 
Smiling  she  came,  with  petty  talents  graced, 
A  fair  complexion,  and  a  slender  waist. 

Used  to  spare  incals,  disposed  in  mannfir  piir8| 
Her  father's  kitchen  she  could  ill  endure: 
Where  by  tlie  steaming  beef  he  hungry  sat, 
And  laid  at  once  a  pound  upon  his  plate; 
Hot  from  the  field  her  eager  brother  seized 
An  equal  part,  and  hunger's  rage  appeased; 
The  air  surcharged  with  moisture,  flagged  aronnd^ 
And  the  oflended  damsel  sighed  and  frowned; 
The  swelling  fat  in  lumps  conglomerate  laid, 
And  fancy's  sickness  seized  the  loathing  maid; 
But  when  the  men  beside  their  station  took, 
The  maidens  with  them,  and  with  these  the  cook: 
When  one  huge  wooden  howl  before  them  stood, 
Fill  d  with  huge  balls  of  farinaceous  food; 
With  bacon,  mass  saline,  where  never  lean 
Beneath  the  brown  and  bristly  rind  was  seen; 
When  from  a  single  lioni  the  party  drew 
Their  copious  draughts  of  heavy  ale  and  new; 
When  the  coarse  cloth  she  saw,  with  many  a  stain 
Soil'd  \  Y  rude  liiiids  who  cut  and  came  again — 
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Slie  could  not  breather  hnt  with  a  heavy  8;i»U, 
Rein'd  tlie  fair  neck,  anil  shut  th'  oflended  eve; 
She  minced  the  s:iii>;uine  flesh  in  frustums  fine, 
And  wondered  niiicli  to  see  the  creatures  dine: 
l^'hen  elie  resolved  her  fatlier's  heart  to  move, 
If  hearts  o*"  farmers  were  alive  to  love. 
She  no\i  entreated  by  herself  to  sit 
In  the  small  parlour,  if  papa  thought  fit. 
And  there  to  dine,  to  read,  to  work  alone; 
"  No!  "  said  the  F'armer,  in  an  aiifn"y  tone, 
"  These  are  your  school -tauslit  airs;  your  mother's  pcidt 
Would  scad  you  there;  but  I  am  now  your  guide. — 
Arise  betimes,  our  early  me.al  prepare, 
And,  this  dispatch'd,  let  business  l)e  your  care; 
Look  to  the  lasses,  let  tliere  not  be  one 
Who  lacks  attention,  till  her  tasks  be  done; 
In  every  household  work  your  i>ortion  take, 
And  what  you  make  not  set-  that  others  make: 
At  leisure  times  attend  the  wheel,  and  see 
The  wit'niiig  webb  h«  sprinkled  on  the  lea; 
When  thus  employed  .should  our  young  neij^hboor  new, 
A  useful  lass, — you  may  h.ave  more  to  do.'' 

Dreadful  were  these  commands;  but  worst  than  thflM 
The  partins;  hint — a  Farmer  could  not  plejuso: 
Tis  true  she  had  without  abhorrence  seen 
Voung  Harry  Carr,  when  he  was  smart  and  clean; 
Sut,  to  bo  married,  to  be  a  farmer's  wife — 
A  slave  I  a  dnid^o! — slic  could  not  for  her  life. 

With  swimminsj  eyes  the  fretful  nymph  withdrew, 
And,  deeply  sij^hinj;,  to  her  chamber  flew; 
There  on  her  knees,  to  Heaven  she  prieviug  praj'd 
For  chanjie  of  prospect  to  a  tortured  maid. 
Harry,  a  youth  whose  late-doparted  sire 
Hid  left  him  ail  industrious  men  require, 
Saw  the  pale  Beauty, — and  her  shape  and  air 
Enpiged  him  much,  and  yet  he  must  forbear: 
"  For  my  small  farm,  what  can  the  damsel  do?" 
He  said, — then  stopp'd  to  take  another  view: 
"  Pity  so  sweet  a  l.iss  will  nothins?  learn 
Of  household  cares. — for  what  can  beauty  earn 
By  those  small  arts  which  they  at  school  atUiin, 
That  keep  them  useless,  and  yet  make  them  vwn?" 

This  luckless  damsel  look'd  the  village  round. 
To  find  a  friend,  aud  one  was  quickly  found: 
A  pensive  Widow, — whose  mild  air  and  dress 
Pleased  the  sad  niiTuph.  who  wish'd  her  soul's  distrea 
To  one  so  seeming  kind,  confiding,  to  confess. 

"  Wiat  I:tdy  that?'    the  anxious  lass  inquired, 
WLo  then  beLeld  the  one  she  most  admirbd : 
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"  Here,"  «aid  the  brother,  are  no  ladies  seen— 
That  is  a  widow  dwelling  on  the  green; 
\  dainty  dnme,  who  can  but  harely  live 
On  her  poor  pittance,  yet  contrives  to  give; 
She  happier  days  has  known,  but  seems  at  easo, 
And  you  may  call  her  lady,  if  you  please: 
But  if  you  wish,  good  sister,  to  improve, 
You  shall  see  twenty  butter  worth  your  love." 

These  Nancy  met;  but  spite  of  all  they  taught, 
This  useless  Widow  was  the  one  she  sought: 
The  father  growl  d:  but  said  he  knew  no  harm 
In  such  connexion  tliat  could  give  alarm; 
"  And  if  we  thwart  the  trifler  in  her  course, 
'Ti?  odds  against  us  she  will  take  a  worse." 

Then  met  the  friends;  the  Widow  heard  the  sigh 
Tliat  ask'd  at  once  compassion  and  reply. — 
"  Would  \-ou,  my  child,  converse  with  one  so  poor 
Yours  were  the  kindness — yonder  is  my  door: 
And,  save  the  time  that  we  in  public  pray. 
From  that  poor  cottage  I  but  rarely  stray." 

There  went  the  nymph,  and  made  her  strong  complunt^ 
Painting  hei  <voe  as  injured  feelings  paints. 

"  Oh,  dearest  friend!  do  think  how  one  must  feel 
Shock 'd  all  day  long,  and  sickened  every  meal; 
Could  you  behold  our  kitchen  (and  to  you 
A  scene  so  shocking  must  indeed  be  new), 
A  mind  like  yours,  with  true  refinement  graced. 
Would  let  no  vulgar  scenes  pollute  your  taste; 
And  yet,  in  truth,  from  such  a  polish 'd  mind 
All  base  ideas  must  resistance  fmd, 
And  sordid  pictures  from  the  fancy  pass, 
As  the  breath  startles  from  the  polish "d  glass. 

Here  you  enjoy  a  sweet  romantic  scene, 
Without  so  pleasant,  and  within  so  clean ; 
These  twining  jess'mines,  what  delicious  gloom 
And  soothing  fragrance  yield  they  to  the  rooml 
What  lovely  garden!  there  you  oft  retire. 
And  tales  of  woe  and  tenderness  admire: 
In  that  neat  case  vour  books  in  order  placed, 
Soothe  the  full  so  il,  and  charm  the  cultured  taste; 
And  thus,  while  all  about  you  wears  a  charm. 
How  must  you  .scorn  the  Farmer  and  the  Farm  ?  " 

The  Widow  smiled,  and  "  Know  you  not,'  said  sh% 
"  How  much  these  farmers  scorn  or  pity  me; 
Who  see  wiiat  you  admire,  and  laugh  at  ail  they  eee? 
True,  their  o])inion  alters  not  my  fate, 
By  falsely  judi^ing  of  an  humble  state: 
This  garden  you  with  such  delight  behold, 
Tempts  not  a  feeble  daine  who  dreadit  the  cold- 
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These  plants,  wliicli  j>lea^  so  well  your  livelier  stme, 
To  iiiino  I)UC  little  of  their  sweets  dispense: 
Books  soon  are  painful  to  my  failin,!^  sii;lit. 
And  oftener  read  from  duty  than  delight,; 
(Yet  let  me  own,  that  I  can  sometimes  find 
Both  Joy  and  duty  in  the  act  combined,) 
But  view  me  rij;htly,  you  will  see  no  more 
Than  a  jioor  female,  willing  to  be  poor; 
llapiiy  indeed,  but  not  in  books  nor  flowers, 
Not  in  fair  dreams,  indulged  in  earlier  hours, 
Of  never -tasted  joys; — such  visions  shun, 
My  youthful  IViend,  nor  scorn  the  Farmer  s  Pen." 
"  Nay,"  said  the  Damsel,  nothing  jjleased  to  see 
A  Friend's  advice  could  like  a  Father's  he, 
''  Bless'd  in  your  cottajre,  you  must  surely  smile 
At  those  who  live  in  our  detested  stylei 
To  my  Lucinda's  sympathising  heart 
Could  I  my  prospects  and  my  griefs  impart, 
She  would  console  me;  but  I  dare  not  sliow 

Ills  tliat  would  wound  iier  tender  soul  to  know: 
And  I  confess  it  shocks  my  pride  to  tell 

The  secrets  of  the  prison  wlii-re  I  dwell; 

For  that  dear  maiden  wouhl  be  shock  d  to  feel 

The  secrets  I  should  shudder  to  reveal; 

When  told  her  friend  was  by  n  ])arcnt  ask'd, 
Fed  you  the  swine? ' — Good  heaven !  how  I  am  task'di-" 

\^'hat!  can  you  smile?     Ah!  smile  not  at  the  grie*" 

That  woos  your  pity  and  demands  relief" 
"  Trifles,  my  love    you  take  a  false  alarm; 

Think,  I  beseech  you,  better  of  the  Farm: 

Duties  in  every  state  demand  your  care. 

And  iight  are  those  that  will  require  it  there. 

Fix  on  the  Youth  a  favouring  eye,  and  these, 

To  him  pertaining,  or  as  his,  will  please." 

"  What  words,"  the  Lass  rejjlied.  "  ofTend  by  earl 

Try  you  my  patience?     Can  you  be  sincere? 

And  am  I  told  a  willing  hand  to  give 

To  a  rude  farmer,  and  with  rustics  live? 

Far  other  fate  was  yours; — some  gentle  youth 

Admired  your  beauty,  and  avow'd  his  truth ; 

The  power  of  love  prevail'd,  and  freely  both 

Gave  the  fond  heart,  and  pledged  the  binding  oath^ 

And  then  the  rival's  plot,  the  ]iarenfs  power. 

And  jealous  fears  drew  on  the  ha])py  iiour: 

Ah!  let  not  memory  lose  the  blissful  view. 

But  fairly  show  what  love  has  done  for  you." 

'  Agreed,  my  daughter;  what  my  heart  has  knc\TH 

Of  Love's  strange  power,  shall  be  with  frankness  bhotrn 
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But  let  me  wani  you,  tliat  experience  finds 
Few  of  the  scones  that  lively  hope  dejirjns.'' — 

"  Mysterious  all,"  said  Xuncy,  "you,  I  know, 
Rave  suffer'd  much ;  now  deign  the  grief  to  show  - 
I  am  j'our  friend,  and  so  prepare  my  heart 
In  all  your  sorrows  to  receive  a  part. 

The  widow  answer'd :  "  I  had  once,  like  yon. 
Such  thoughts  of  love;  no  dream  is  more  untrue; 
You  judge  it  fated  and  decreed  to  dwell 
In  youthful  hearts,  which  nothing  can  expel, 
A  passion  doom'd  to  reign,  and  irresistible. 
The  struggling  mind,  when  once  subdued,  in  vain 
Rejects  the  fury  or  defies  the  pain ; 
The  strongest  reason  fails  the  flame  to  allay, 
And  resolution  droops  and  faints  away; 
Hence,  when  the  destined  lovers  meet,  they  proTO 
At  once  the  force  of  this  all-powerful  love; 
Each  from  that  period  feels  the  mutual  smart, 
Nor  seeks  to  cure  it — he:irt  is  changed  for  heart; 
Nor  is  there  peace  till  they  delighted  stand, 
And  at  the  altar — hand  is  join'd  to  hand. 

"Alas!  my  child,  there  are  who,  dreaming  so. 
Waste  their  fresh  youth,  and  waking  feel  the  woe; 
There  is  no  spirit  sent  the  heart  to  aaove 
With  such  prevailing  and  alarming  love; 
Passion  to  reason  will  submit — or  why 
Should  wealthy  maids  the  poorest  swains  deny? 
Or  how  could  classes  and  degrees  create 
The  slightest  bar  to  such  resistless  fate? 
Yet  high  and  low,  you  see,  forbear  to  mix ; 
No  beggars  eyes  the  heart  of  kings  transfix: 
And  who  but  am'rous  peers  or  nobles  sigh, 
WlK^i  titled  beauties  pass  triumphant  by? 
For  reason  wakes,  proud  wishes  to  reprove: 
You  'lannot  hope,  and  therefore  dare  not  lore : 
All  would  be  safe,  did  we  at  first  enquire — 
'Does  reason  sanction  wiiat  our  hearts  desire?' 
Put  quitting  precept,  let  example  show 
What  joys  from  Love  uncheck'd  by  prudence  flow, 

"  A  Youth,  my  father  in  his  office  placed. 
Of  humble  fortune,  but  with  sense  and  taste; 
But  he  was  thin  and  pale,  had  downcast  looks; 
He  studied  much,  and  pored  upon  his  books: 
Confused  he  was  when  seen,  and,  when  he  saw 
Me  or  my  sisters,  would  in  haste  withdraw; 
And  had  this  youth  departed  with  the  year. 
His  loss  had  cost  us  neither  sigh  nor  tear. 

"  But  with  my  father  still  the  youth  reraain'd, 
Ajid  more  reward  and  kinder  notice  gain'd: 
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He  cften,  readinj;,  to  the  jranlen  stray'd, 
WI.ere  1  by  books  or  niusiiif;  wiw  delay  d; 
This  to  discourse  in  stiinnier  cveiiinpcs  led, 
Ot  tiicse  same  evenings,  or  of  wimt  we  read; 
On  such  occasions  we  were  much  alone; 
But,  save  the  lix)k,  the  manner,  and  the  tone, 
(These  mi^ht  have  meaninir,)  all  that  we  discuss'd 
We  could  with  jjlervsure  to  a  parent  trust. 

"  At  leui^th  't  was  friendship — and  my  Friend  and  I 
Said  we  were  happy  and  bepan  to  siph; 
My  sisters  first,  and  then  my  father  found 
That  we  were  waiiderinji  o'er  enchanting  ground; 
But  he  had  troubles  in  his  own  atl'airs, 
A'ld  would  not  bear  addition  to  his  cares: 
Willi  pity  moved,  yet  auf^ry, '  Child,'  said  he, 
'Will  you  embrace  contem]>t  and  beggary? 
Cau  you  endure  to  see  e.ich  other  cursed 
By  want,  of  every  human  woe  the  worst? 
Warring  for  ever  with  distress,  in  dread 
Either  of  begging  or  of  wanting  bread; 
While  poverty,  with  unrelenting  force, 
W'll  your  own  otrs])ring  from  your  love  divorce, 
They,  through  your  folly,  mu>t  be  doom'd  to  pine, 
And  you  deplore  your  jiassion,  or  resign; 
For  ii"  it  die.  what  good  will  then  remain? 
And  if  it  live,  it  doubles  evei;)-  pain.'  " 

"  But  you  were  true,"  exclaim  d  the  Lass,  "and  flod 
The  tyrant's  power  who  fill  d  your  soul  with  dread; 
"  But, '  said  the  smiling  Friend,  "he  fiU'd  my  mouth  with 
And  in  what  other  place  that  bread  to  gain  [breadt 

We  long  consider  d,  and  we  sought  in  vain : 

Tliis  was  my  twentieth  year, — at  thirty-five 

Our  hoi>e  was  fainter,  yet  our  love  alive; 

So  many  years  in  anxious  doubt  had  pa»s'd." 

*  Then,'  said  the  Damsel,  "  you  were  bless'd  at  last." 

A  smile  again  adorn  d  the  Widow's  face, 

Bnt  soon  a  starting  tear  usurp  d  its  place. 

"  Slow  pass'd  the  heavy  years,  and  each  had  more 

Pains  and  vexations  than  t.ic  yeiirs  before. 

My  father  fail'd;  his  family  was  rent, 

And  to  new  states  his  grieving  d.aughters  sent; 

Each  to  more  thriving  kindred  found  a  way, 

Guests  without  welcome — servants  without  pay. 

Our  parting  hour  was  grievous;  still  I  feel 

The  sad,  sweet  converse  at  our  final  meai; 

Our  father  then  reveal'd  his  former  fears. 

Caii*5  of  his  sternness,  and  then  join'd  our  tean; 
b2 
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Kin<ily  he  strove  onr  feelings  to  repress, 
But  (lied,  and  left  us  lieirs  to  Iiis  distress. 
The  rich,  as  humble  friends,  my  sisters  chose} 
I  with  a  wealthy  widow  songlit  repose; 
Who  with  a  chilling  frown  her  friend  received, 
Bade  me  rejoice,  and  wonder'd  that  I  grieved: 
In  vain  my  anxious  lover  tried  his  skill 
To  rise  in  life,  he  was  dependant  still; 
We  met  in  grief,  nor  can  I  paint  the  fears 
Of  these  unhappy,  troubled,  trying  years: 
Our  dying  hopes  and  stronger  fears  between, 
We  feit  no  season  peaceful  or  serene; 
Our  Heeting  joys,  like  meteors  in  the  night, 
Shone  on  our  gloom  with  inauspicious  light; 
And  then  domestic  sorrows,  till  the  mind, 
Worn  with  distresses,  to  despair  inclined; 
Add  too  the  ill  that  from  the  passion  flows, 
A\'hen  its  contemptuous  frown  the  world  bestows, 
The  peevish  spirit  caused  by  long  delay, 
\\'hen,  being  gloomy,  we  contemn  the  gay. 
When,  being  wretched,  we  incline  to  hate 
And  censure  others  in  a  happier  state; 
Yet  loving  still,  and  still  compell'd  to  move 
In  the  sad  labyrinth  of  lingering  love: 
While  3'ou,  exempt  from  want,  despair,  alarm, 
May  wed — oh!  take  the  Farmer  and  the  Farrc." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Njinph,  "joj'  smiled  on  you  at  'f*t^ 
"  Smiled  for  a  moment,''  she  replied,  "  and  pass'di 
My  lover  still  the  same  dull  means  pursued, 
Assistant  call'd,  but  kept  in  servitude; 
His  spirits  wearied  in  the  prime  of  life, 
By  fears  and  wishes  in  eternal  strife; 
At  length  he  urged  impatient — '  Now  consent; 
With  thee  united.  Fortune  may  relent.' 
I  paused,  consenting;  but  a  Friend  arose, 
Pleased  a  fair  view,  though  distant  to  disclose; 
From  the  rough  ocean  we  beheld  a  gleam 
Of  joy,  as  transient  as  the  jcys  we  dream ; 
By  lying  hopes  deceived,  my  friend  retired, 
And  sail'd — was  wounded — reach 'd  us — and  expirea 
You  shall  behold  his  grave;  and  when  I  die, 
There — but  't  is  folly — I  request  to  lie." 

"  Thus,"  s.aid  the  Lass,  "  to  joy  you  hade  adieal 
But  how  a  widow? — that  cannot  be  true: 
Or  was  it  force  in  some  unhappy  hour, 
That  placed  you,  grieving,  in  a  tyrant  r  pn-i^nv?" 

"  Force,  my  young  friend,  when  forty  years  pr»  flad 
is  what  a  w^man  seldom  has  to  dread; 
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cfhe  neorls  no  brazen  locks  nor  pianling  walls, 
And  selilom  conios  a  lovur  tlioiiijii  she  calls: 
Yet,  inovcfl  Sy  (hiicy,  one  appruveil  my  face, 
Tliotii;li  time  and  tears  liad  wroii^lit  it  much  disgrUK 

"  The  man  I  married  wa*  seclate  and  meek, 
And  spoke  of  love  as  men  in  carneiit  speak; 
Poor  as  I  was.  he  ceaseless  son;;ht,  for  years, 
A  heart  in  sorrow  and  a  face  in  tears: 
That  heart  I  p've  not;  and  'twas  long  before 
I  fjaw  attention,  and  then  nothing  more; 
But  in  my  i)reast  some  i;r.vteful  feeling  roso, 
P"or  oi;e  whose  love  so  sad  a  subject  choso; 
Till  long  delaying,  fearing  to  reiK-nt, 
But  grateful  still,  I  gave  a  cold  iLssent 

"  Thus  we  were  wed ;   no  fault  had  I  to  find, 
And  he  hut  one;  my  heart  could  not  be  kind: 
Alas!  of  every  early  hope  beretl, 
There  was  no  fondness  in  my  l)osom  left: 
So  had  I  told  him,  but  had  told  in  vain, 
He  lived  hut  to  indulge  me  and  comi>Iain: 
His  was  this  cottage;  he  inclosed  this  ground, 
Anrl  jilanted  all  these  bltx^ming  shrubs  aroimd; 
He  to  my  room  these  cxrious  trifles  brought. 
And  with  assiduous  love  my  pleasure  sought; 
He  lived  to  please  me,  and  I  ol'ttimos  strove, 
Smiling,  to  thank  his  unreiiuited  love: 
•  Te.ach  me,'  he  cried, '  that  pensive  mind  to  c&so. 
For  all  my  pleasure  is  the  Iioik;  to  please.' 

"  Serene,  though  heavy,  were  the  d.ays  we  8]>e!it( 
Y'et  kind  each  word,  and  gen'rous  each  intent; 
But  his  dejection  lessen'd  every  day. 
And  to  a  placid  kindness  died  away: 
In  tranquil  ease  we  i)ass'd  our  latter  years. 
By  griefs  untroubled,  unass;iil  d  by  fears, 

"  Let  not  romantic  views  your  bosom  sway, 
Yield  to  your  duties,  and  their  call  obey: 
Fly  not  a  Youtli,  frank,  lionest,  and  sincere; 
Obscrv-j  his  merits,  and  his  passion  hear! 
'Tis  tru3,  no  hero,  but  a  fanr.er  sues — 
Slow  in  his  speech,  but  worthy  in  his  views; 
With  him  j'ou  cannot  that  aflliction  ])rove 
That  rends  the  bosom  of  the  poor,  in  love: 
Health,  comfort,  competence,  and  cheerful  days, 
Your  friends'  approval,  and  your  father's  praise, 
Will  crown  the  deed,  and  yon  escape  their  fate, 
Who  plan  so  wildly,  and  are  wise  too  late." 

The  Damsel  lieard;  at  Hrst  tli'  advice  was  Strang*, 
Vet  wrought  a  happv,  nay,  a  S|)eedv  change: 
h3 
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"  I  havfc  no  care,"  she  said,  when  next  they  met, 
"  Hut  one  may  wonder,  lie  is  silent  yet; 
Ho  looks  around  him  with  his  usual  stare, 
And  utters  notliiiig — not  tliat  I  sliall  care." 

This  pettish  humour  pleased  tli'  exi)erienced  Friend 
None  need  despair,  whose  silence  can  olTcnd; 
"  Should  I,"  resumed  the  thoughtful  Lass,  "  consent 
To  hear  the  rnan,  the  man  m;w  now  repent: 
Think  you  my  sij^hs  shall  call  liim  from  the  plough, 
Or  give  one  hint,  that '  You  mrCy  woo  me  now?' " 

"  Persist,  my  love,"  replied  the  Friend,  "  and  gain 
A  parent's  praise  that  cannot  be  in  vain." 

The  fatiier  saw  the  change,  but  not  the  cause, 
And  gave  the  altered  maid  liis  fond  applause: 
The  coarser  manners  she  in  part  removed, 
In  part  endured,  improving  and  improved; 
She  spoke  of  household  works,  she  rose  betimes, 
And  said  neglect  and  indolence  were  crimes; 
Th«  various  duties  of  their  life  she  weigh'd. 
And  strict  attention  to  her  dairy  paid; 
The  names  of  servants  now  familiar  grew, 
And  fair  Lucinda's  from  her  mind  withilrew; 
As  prudent  travellers  for  their  ease  assume 
Their  modes  and  language  to  whose  lands  they  corae. 
So  to  the  Farmer  this  fair  Lass  inclined, 
Gave  to  the  business  of  the  Farm  her  mind; 
To  useful  arts  she  turn'd  her  hand  and  eye; 
And  by  her  manners  told  him — "  You  may  try." 

Th'  observing  Lover  more  attention  paid, 
With  gi-owing  pleasure,  to  the  alter'd  maid; 
He  feur'd  to  lose  her,  and  began  to  see 
That  a  slim  beauty  might  a  helpmate  be: 
'Twixt  hope  and  fear  he  now  the  lass  addresa'd. 
And  in  his  Sunday  robe  his  love  expressed : 
She  felt  no  chilling  dread,  no  thrilling  joy, 
Nor  was  too  quickly  kind,  too  slowly  coy; 
But  still  she  lent  an  unreluctant  ear 
To  all  the  rural  business  of  the  year; 
Till  love's  strong  hopes  endured  no  more  delay, 
And  H.-irry  ask'd,  and  Nancy  named  the  day. 

"  A  happy  change!  my  Boy,"  the  father  cried :^ 
«  How  lost  vonr  sister  all  her  school-day  pride?  " 
The  Youth'replied,  "  It  is  the  Widow's  deed;        ^ 
The  cure  is  perfect,  and  was  wrought  with  speed. 
And  comes  there.  Boy,  this  benetit  of  books. 
Of  that  smart  dress,  and  of  those  dainty  looks? 
We  must  be  kind— some  ofTerings  from  the  Farm 
To  the  White  Cot  will  speak  our  feelings  warm: 
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Will  show  that  peojile,  \\4ien  they  know  the  fact, 

Where  they  Iwive  jiKh.'od  seveieij,  can  rctnvcl. 

Ol't  have  I  sniiicJ,  wiieii  I  beheld  her  pass 

With  cautious  step,  as  if  she  hurt  the  grass; 

Where,  if  a  snail's  retreat  she  chanced  to  storm. 

She  look  d  as  begging  pardon  of  the  wonn; 

And  what,  siiid  1,  still  laughing  at  the  view, 

Have  these  weak  creatures  in  the  world  to  do? 

But  some  are  made  for  actif>n,  son)e  to  speak; 

And,  while  she  looks  so  pitiful  and  meek, 

Her  words  are  weighty,  though  her  nerx'es  are  weak  ' 

Soon  told  the  village-bells  the  rite  was  done, 
That  join'd  the  school-bred  Miss  and  Fanner's  Sosi 
Her  former  habits  some  slight  scandal  raised. 
But  real  worth  was  soon  perceived  and  praised; 
She,  her  neat  ta-~te  imparted  to  the  Farm, 
And  he,  tb'  improviug  skill  and  rigorooa  ank 
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Wilt  thon  love  swcn  a  woman  ?  What  I  to  make  thee  aa 
lostrument,  and  piny  fake  strains  upon  thee  ! — Not  to  b« 
endured. —  Si  you  Like  It. 


Be  this  sweet  Helen'*  knell; 
He  left  a  wife  whose  words  all  ears  took  captire. 
Whose  dear  perfections  hearts  that  scoru'd  to  serre 
Humbly  call'd  Mistress.  AU'$  Hell  that  EruU  TcA 


'''here  was  a  worthy,  but  a  simple  rair, 

V.'lio  nursed  a  Daughter  fairest  of  the  fair; 

Sons  they  had  lost,  and  she  alone  rcmain'd, 

lleh-  to  tlie  kindness  they  liad  all  obtain'd; 

Heir  to  the  fortune  they  designed  for  all, 

Nor  had  tl:'  allotted  portion  then  heen  small; 

But  now,  by  fate  enrich'd  with  beauty  rare, 

They  watch'd  their  treasure  with  peculiar  care: 

The  fairest  features  they  could  early  trace. 

And.  blind  with  love,  saw  merit  in  her  faofr— 

baw  virtue,  wisdom,  dignity,  and  grace; 

And  Dorothea,  from  her  infant  years, 

Graiu'd  all  her  wishes  from  their  pride  or  fears: 

Sl.e  wrote  a  billet,  and  a  novel  read. 

And  with  her  fame  her  vanity  was  fed: 

Flacli  word,  each  look,  e.ach  action  was  a  caoM 

For  flattering  wonder  and  for  fond  applause; 

She  rode  or  danced,  and  ever  glanced  around, 

Stacking  for  praise,  and  smiling  when  she  found. 

The  yielding  pair  to  her  petitions  gave 

Am  humble  friend  to  be  a  civil  sl.ive; 

Who  for  a  poor  support  herself  resign 'd 

To  the  base  toil  of  a  dependent  mind: 

By  nature  cold,  our  Heiress  stoop 'd  to  art, 

To  gain  the  credit  of  a  tender  Iieart. 

Henoe  at  her  door  must  suppliant  paupers  standi 

To  bless  tl'ft  bounty  of  her  beauleoiis  hand: 
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And  now,  her  education  all  complete, 

She  talk  d  of  \'irtiious  love  and  union  sweet; 

Shfc  was  indeed  liy  no  soft  passion  moved, 

But  wisli'd,  witii  all  her  soul,  to  be  beloved. 

Here,  on  the  favour  d  beauty  Fortune  smiled; 

Her  chosen  Husband  was  a  man  so  mild, 

So  humbly  temper'd,  so  intent  to  please, 

It  quite  distress  d  her  to  remain  at  ease, 

Without  a  cause  to  sii;li,  without  pretence  to  teaMt 

She  tried  his  patience  in  a  tliousand  modes, 

And  tired  it  not  upon  the  roughest  roads. 

PiCasure  she  sought,  and  disappointed,  sigh'd 

For  joy,  she  said,  "to  her  alone  denied;" 

And  she  was  "sure  her  parents,  if  alive. 

Would  many  comforts  for  their  child  contrive:" 

The  gentle  Husband  bade  her  name  him  one; 

"No — that,"  she  answer'd  '"should  for  her  be  done; 

How  could  she  say  what  pleasures  were  around? 

But  slie  was  certain  many  might  be  found."        [grace? 

"  Would  she  some  sea-port,  Weymouth,  Scarborough 

"  He  kneif  she  hated  every  watering-place;" — 

"  The  town?  ' — "  What!  now  't  was emp»y,  joyless, dull?* 

— "  In  winter?" — "  No;  she  liked  it  worse  when  full." 

She  talk'd  of  building — "  Would  she  plan  a  room?  " — 

"  No!  she  could  live,  as  he  desired  in  g)x)m: '' 

"  Call  then  our  friends  and  neighbours;" — "He  might  call 

And  they  might  come  and  Kll  his  ugly  hall; 

A  noisy  vulgar  set,  lie  knew  she  sorn'd  them  all:"— 

Then  might  their  two  dear  girls  tlie  time  employ, 
And  their  improvement  yield  a  solid  joy;" 

Solid  indeed!  and  heavy — oh!  the  bliss 
Of  teaching  letters  to  a  lisping  miss!'' — 
"  My  dear,  my  gentle  Dorothea,  say. 
Can  I  oblige  j-ou?" — "  Vou  may  go  away." 

Twelve  heavy  years  this  patient  soul  sustain 'd 
This  wasp's  attacks,  and  then  her  praise  obtain'd, 
Graved  on  a  niari)le  tomb,  where  he  at  peace  rcmain'd 

Two  daughters  wept  their  loss;  the  one  a  cb-  i 
With  a  plain  face,  strong  sense,  and  temper  mild, 
Who  keenly  felt  the  Mother's  angry  taunt, 
"  Thou  art  the  image  of  thy  pious  Aunt:" 
Long  time  had  Lui:y  wept  her  slighted  face, 
And  then  began  to  smile  at  her  disgrace. 
Her  fathers  sister,  who  the  world  had  see  a 
Near  sixty  vears  when  Lucy  saw  sixteen, 
Begg  d  the  plain  girl:  the  gracious  Mother  smiled, 
And  freely  gave  her  grieved  but  passive  child; 
An  I  with  her  elder-born,  the  beauty  blest. 
This  parent  rested,  if  such  minds  can  rest: 
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No  mi.=5  her  waxen  babe  could  so  admire, 

Nurse  witli  such  care,  or  with  such  pride  attire; 

They  were  companions  meet,  with  equal  mind, 

Blessd  with  one  love,  and  to  one  point  inclined; 

Beauty  to  keep,  adorn,  increase,  and  guard, 

Was  their  sole  care,  and  had  its  Cull  reward: 

In  rising  splendor  with  the  one  it  rei^n'd, 

And  in  tlw  other  was  by  care  sustain'd, 

1  he  daughter's  charms  increased,  the  parent's  yet  remtm'4 

Leave  we  these  ladies  to  their  daily  care, 
To  see  how  meekness  and  discretion  Fare: — 
\  village  maid,  unvex'd  by  want  or  love. 
Could  not  with  more  delight  than  Lucy  move; 
The  village-lark,  high  mounted  in  the  spring, 
Could  not  with  purer  joy  than  Lucy  sing; 
Her  cares  all  light,  her  pleasures  all  sincere, 
Her  duty  joy,  arid  her  conip:inion  dear; 
In  tender  friendship  and  in  true  respect 
Lived  Aunt  and  Niece,  no  flattery,  no  neglect— 
They  read,  walk'd,  visited — together  pray'd, 
Together  slept  the  matron  and  the  maid : 
There  was  such  goodness,  such  pure  nature  8e«n 
In  Lucy's  looks,  a  manner  so  serene; 
Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech,  and  air, 
That  without  fairness  she  was  more  than  fair. 
Had  more  than  beauty  in  each  speaking  grac6, 
That  lent  their  cloudless  glory  to  the  tace; 
Where  mild  good  sense  in  jilacid  looks  were  shown. 
And  felt  in  every  bosom  but  her  own. 
The  one  presiding  feature  in  her  mind. 
Was  the  pure  meekness  of  a  will  resign'd; 
A  tender  s])irit,  freed  from  all  pretence 
Of  wit,  and  pleased  in  mild  benevolence; 
Blest  in  protecting  fondness  she  reposed. 
With  every  wish  indulged  though  undisclosed; 
But  Love,  like  zephyr  on  the  limpid  lake. 
Was  now  the  bosom  of  the  maid  to  shake. 
And  in  that  gentle  mind  a  gentle  strife  to  make. 

Among  their  chosen  friends,  a  favour'd  few, 
The  aunt  and  niece  a  youthful  Kector  knew; 
Who  though  a  younger  brother,  might  address 
A  younger  sister,  fearless  of  success:    . 
His  friends,  a  lofty  race,  their  native  pride 
At  tirst  display 'd,  and  their  assent  denied; 
But,  pleased  such  virtues  and  such  love  to  traoQ^ 
They  own  d  she  would  adorn  the  loftiest  race. 
The  Aiiiit,  a  mother  s  caution  to  supply, 
lja4  watc'j'd  tho  vontlifal  priest  with  IohIohh  «iyt 
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And  anxious  for  her  chRtge,  had  view'd  unseen 

Tlie  cautious  life  that  keeps  the  .onscieiice  clean: 

In  all  she  found  him  all  she  wis!  d  to  find, 

With  slijjlit  exception  of  a  lofty  mind: 

.\  contain  manner  that  express  d  desire, 

To  be  received  as  brother  to  the   Squire. 

Lucy  8  meek  eye  ha<l  beam  d  with  many  a  tear, 

Lucy's  soft  he:u-t  had  beat  with  many  a  fear, 

Before  he  told  (although  his  looks,  she  thought. 

Had  oft  coiifess'd)  that  ho  her  favour  soiigiit; 

Bii'  when  he  kneel'd,  (she  wish'd  him  not  to  kneel,) 

And  spoke  the  fears  and  hopes  that  lovei-s  feel; 

When  too  the  prudent  aunt  herself  confess'd, 

Her  wishes  on  the  ;;cntle  youtli  would  rest; 

The  maiden's  eye  with  tender  passion  beam'd. 

She  dwelt  with  fonilness  on  the  life  she  schemed. 

The  household  cares,  the  soil  and  lasting  ties 

Of  love,  with  all  his  biiidins  charities; 

Their  viilase  taui^ht,  consoled,  assisted,  fed. 

Till  the  youn;;  zealot  tears  of  pleasure  shed. 

But  would  her  Mother?     Ah!  she  feard  it  wrong 
To  have  indulged  these  forward  hopes  so  long; 
Her  mother  lov'd,  but  was  not  used  to  grant 
Favours  so  freely  as  her  jjentle  aunt. — 
Her  gentle  aunt,  with  smiles  that  angels  wear, 
Dispell'd  her  Lucy's  apprehensive  tear: 
Her  prudent  foresight  the  re<jue>t  h;id  made 
To  one  whom  none  couhl  govern,  few  persuade; 
She  doubted  much  if  one  in  earnest  woo'd 
A  girl  with  not  a  single  charm  endued; 
The  Sister's  nolilcr  views  she  then  declared, 
And  what  small  sum  for  Lucy  could  be  spared; 
"  If  more  than  this  t'lc  foolish  priest  nnjuires, 
Tell  him,"  she  wrote,  "  to  check  his  vain  desirea." 
At  length,  with  many  a  cold  expression  mix'd. 
With  many  a  sneer  on  girls  so  fondly  fix  d, 
There  came  a  promise — should  they  not  rejwnt, 
But  take  with  grateful  miufls  the  p<irtion  meant, 
Ar.d  wait  the  Sister  s  day — the  Mother  might  consent 

And  here,  might  pitying  hope  o'er  truth  prevail. 
Or  love  o'er  fortune,  we  would  end  our  tale. 
For  who  more  blest  than  youthful  pair  removed 
From  fear  of  want — by  mutual  friends  a|)proved — 
Short  time  to  wait,  and  in  that  time  to  live 
With  all  the  pleasures  hope  and  fancy  give; 
Their  equal  passion  raised  on  just  esteem. 
When  re;ison  sjinctions  all  that  love  can  di-eara? 

Yes!  re:Lson  s:inccions  what  steru  (aU>  deuieft: 
I1ia  ecxly  prosi  ect  in  tlte  glory  diea, 
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As  the  soft  smile?  on  dying  infants  play 
In  their  mild  features,  and  tiien  pass  away. 

The  Benutij  died,  ere  she  could  yield  her  hand 
In  the  higli  marriaije  hy  the  Mother  plannd; 
Who  grieved  indeed,  but  found  a  vast  relief 
In  a  cold  heart,  that  ever  warr'd  with  gi-ief. 

Lucy  was  present  when  her  sister  died, 
Hcirei-!  to  duties  that  she  ill  sujiplied. 
There  were  no  mutual  feelings,  sister  arts, 
No  kindred  taste,  nor  intercourse  of  hearts; 
When  iu  tlie  mirror  play'd  the  matron's  smile, 
The  maiden's  thoughts  were  trav  lling  all  the  while 
Anc  wl;:>a  desired  to  speak,  she  siglid  to  Hnd 
Her  pause  otremled;  "  Envy  made  her  blind: 
Tasteless  she  was,  nor  had  a  claim  in  life 
Above  the  station  of  a  rector's  wife; 
Yet  as  an  heiress,  she  must  sliun  disgrace. 
Although  no  heiress  to  her  motlier's  face: 
It  is  j'our  duty,"  said  th'  imperious  dame, 
"  (Advanced  your  fortune)  to  advance  your  name, 
And  with  superior  rank,  superior  offers  claim. 
Your  sister's  lover,  when  his  sorrows  die, 
May  look  upon  you,  and  for  favour  sigh; 
Nor  can  you  offer  a  reluctant  hand; 
His  birth  is  noble,  and  his  seat  is  grand." 

Alarm'd  was  Lucy,  was  in  tears — "A  fool! 
Was  she  a  child  in  love? — a  miss  at  school? 
Doubts  any  mortal,  if  a  change  of  state 
Dissolves  all  claims  and  tics  of  earlier  date?" 

The  Hector  doubted,  for  he  came  to  mourn 
A  sister  dead,  and  with  a  wife  return: 
Lucy  with  heart  unchanged  received  the  youth 
True  in  herself,  confiding  in  his  truth; 
But  own'd  her  motlier's  change;  the  iiaughty  dame 
Pourd  strong  contempt  upon  the  youthful  flame; 
Slie  firmly  vow  d  her  purpose  to  pursue. 
Judged  her  own  cause,  and  bade  the  youth  adieal 
The  lover  beg,''d.  insisted,  urged  his  pain. 
His  brother  wrote  to  threaten  and  complain. 
Her  sister  reivsoiiing  ])roved  the  ])romise  made. 
Li;cy  appealing  to  a  parent  prayed; 
But  all  opposed  the  event  that  she  design'd. 
And  all  in  vain — she  never  changed  her  mind; 
But  coldly  answer'd  in  her  wonted  way. 
That  she  "  would  rule,  and  Lucy  must  obey." 

With  peevish  fear,  she  saw  her  health  decline, 
And  cried.  "  Oh  I  monstrous,  for  a  man  to  pine; 
But  if  your  foolish  heart  must  yield  to  love 
Let  liim  possess  it  whom  I  now  approive; 
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This  is  iny  pleasure: " — Still  tlie  Rector  came 
With  larger  ofl'crs  and  with  bokler  claim; 
15ut  tlie  stern  laily  would  attend  no  more — 
Slie  frown  d,  and  rudely  ixiinted  to  the  door; 
Whate'er  he  wrote,  he  saw  unread  return  d, 
And  he,  indignant,  the  di>honour  >|)iM-n  d: 
Nay,  Hx'd  .sus|)icion  whore  he  niiglit  conlide, 
And  sacrificed  his  pas-iion  to  his  priilc. 

Lucy,  nicaiitinie,  though  threaten  d  and  distreta'di 
Against  her  marriage  made  a  strong  protest: 
All  was  domestic  war;  the  Aunt  rehell  d 
Against  the  sovereign  will,  and  was  exindl'd; 
And  every  power  was  tried,  and  evi-ry  art. 
To  hend  to  lalsehoixl  one  determined  heart; 
Assiiil  d,  in  patience  it  received  the  shock, 
Soft  as  the  wave,  unshaken  as  the  rock: 
But  while  th'  uiiconi)uer  d  soul  endures  the  storm 
Of  angiT  fate,  it  preys  upon  the  form; 
With  conscious  vu'tne  she  resisted  .-till, 
And  conscious  love  gave  vigour  to  her  will: 
But  Lucy's  trial  was  at  hand;  with  joy 
The  Miither  cried — "  Behold  your  con-taut  Loy — 
Thursday — was  married: — take  the  paper,  sweet, 
And  read  the  couclnct  of  your  reverend  cheat; 
Sec  with  what  pomp  of  co:iches,  in  uhat  crowd 
Tlic  creature  m:u-ried — of  his  falMdioml  jiroudi 
False,  dill  1  s:iy? — at  lea.-t  no  whining  fool; 
A"d  thus  will  hojieless  passions  ever  ctjol : 
But  shall  his  bride  your  single  stJite  reproach? 
No!  give  him  crowd  for  crowd,  :md  coach  (or  cc^ach. 
Oh!  you  retire;  reflect  then,  gentle  miss, 
And  gain  some  sj)irit  in  a  cause  like  this." 

.Some  spirit  Luey  gain  d;  a  ste;idy  &oul, 
Defying  all  persuasion,  all  control: 
In  vain  reproach,  derision,  thieats  were  tried; 
The  constant  mind  all  outward  force  defied, 
By  vengeance  vainly  urged,  in  v:iin  assail'd  by  prid*{ 
Fix'd  in  her  ])urfiose,  perfect  in  her  part, 
She  iclt  the  courage  of  a  wounded  heart; 
The  world  receded  from  her  rising  view. 
When  lie.aven  apjiroachd  as  earthly  things  withdrew] 
Not  strange  before,  for  in  the  d:iys  of  love, 
Joy,  ho])e,  and  pleasure,  she  h:id  thoughts  above, 
Pious  when  most  of  worldly  prospects  fond, 
When  they  best  jdeased  her  she  eo\dd  look  beyODfi. 
Hud  the  young  priest  a  I'ait'.iful  lover  died, 
Somatliiug  had  beeu  hei  Oosom  to  divide; 
1 
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Now  heaven  Lad  all,  for  in  her  holiest  vieMrs 
She  saw  the  matron  whom  she  foar  d  to  lose; 
While  from  lier  parent,  the  dejected  maid 
Forced  the  unpleasant  thought,  or  tliitiking  pray'i 

Surprised,  the  Mother  saw  the  languid  frame, 
And  felt  indignant,  yet  forbore  to  bliiiie. 
Once  with  a  frown  she  cried,  "  And  do  you  mean 
To  die  of  love — the  folly  of  fifteen?" 
But  as  her  anger  met  with  no  reply, 
She  let  the  gentle  girl  in  quiet  die; 
And  to  her  sister  wrote,  im()eU  d  by  pain, 
"  Come  quickly,  Martha,  or  you  come  in  vain." 
Lucy  meantime  profess'd  with  joy  sincere, 
That  nothing  held,  employ  d,  engaged  her  here. 

"  I  am  an  humble  actor,  doom'd  to  play 
A  part  obscure,  and  then  to  glide  away: 
Incurious  how  the  great  or  happy  shine. 
Or  who  have  parts  obscure  and  sad  as  mine; 
In  its  best  prospect  I  but  wish'd,  for  life, 
To  be  th'  assiduous,  gentle,  useful  wife; 
That  lost,  with  wearied  mind,  and  spirit  poor, 
I  drop  my  efforts,  and  can  act  no  more; 
With  growing  joy  1  feel  my  spirits  tend 
To  that  la.st  scene  wliere  all  my  duties  end." 

Hope,  ease,  delight,  the  thoughts  of  dying  gave, 
Till  Lucy  spoke  with  fondness  of  the  grave; 
She  smiled  with  wasted  form,  hut  spirit  firm, 
And  said,  "  She  left  but  little  for  the  worm: " 
As  toll'd  the  bell,  "  There's  one,"  she  said,  hath  preas'd 
"  Awhile  before  me  to  the  bed  of  rest:" 
And  she  beside  her  with  attention  spread 
The  decorations  of  the  maiden  dead. 

While  quickly  thus  the  mortal  part  declin'd. 
The  happiest  visions  fill'd  the  active  mind; 
A  soft,  religious  melanchol}'  gain'd 
Entire  possession,  and  for  ever  reign'd: 
On  Holy  writ  her  mind  reposing  dwelt, 
She  saw  the  wonders,  she  the  mercies  felt; 
Till  in  a  blest  and  glorious  reverie. 
She  seem'd  the  Saviour  as  on  earth  to  see, 
And,  fill'd  with  love  divine,  th'  attending  friend  to  be: 
Or  she  who  trembling,  yet  confiding,  stole 
Near  to  the  garment,  touuli'd  it,  and  was  whole; 
When,  such  th'  intenseness  of  the  working  thought, 
On  her  it  seem'd  the  very  deed  was  wrought; 
She  the  glad  patient's  fear  and  rapture  found, 
The  holy  transport,  and  the  healing  wound; 
This  was  so  tix'd,  so  grafted  in  the  heart, 
That  she  adopted,  nay  beoame  the  part: 
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But  one  chief  scone  was  present  to  her  sight, 

Her  Suvloiir  resting:  in  tiin  tonil)  by  ni^ht; 

Her  fever  rose,  and  still  lier  wcifled  niiiiil 

Was  to  lli:it  scene,  tli:it  li;«llo\v  d  c:ive,  omfin'd— 

Where  in  tlic  shade  of  de;«th  the  body  hiid, 

There  watchd  the  spirit  of  the  w.inderinp;  maid; 

Her  looks  were  Kx  d,  entranced,  illumined^  sereiM, 

In  the  still  glory  of  the  midnight  iicene; 

'I'here  at  her  Saviour  s  feet,  in  visions  blest, 

Tir  enraptured  maid  a  sacred  joy  possess'd; 

In  patience  waiting  for  the  first-born  ray 

Of  that  all-glorious  and  triumphant  day: 

'I'o  this  idea  all  her  soul  she  gave, 

Her  mind  re|)osing  by  the  sacred  grave; 

Then  sleep  would  seal  the  eye,  the  visi-^n  close, 
And  steep  the  solemn  thou;:hts  in  brief  repose. 
Then  grew  the  soul  serene,  and  all  its  (lowen 
Again  restored,  illumined  the  dying  hours; 
But  reason  dwelt  were  fancy  stray 'd  before. 
And  tlie  mind  wander'd  from  its  views  no  more; 
Till  death  approach  d,  when  every  look,  cxpress'd 
A  sense  of  bliss,  till  every  sense  liad  rest. 

The  Mother  lives,  and  has  enough  to  buy 
Th'  attentive  ear  and  the  submissive  eye 
Of  abject  natures — these  ai-e  daily  told. 
How  triumph  d  beauty  in  tlie  days  of  old; 
How,  by  her  window  seated,  crowds  have  caat 
Admiring  glances,  wondering  as  tlicy  pass'd; 
Huw  iVoin  her  carriage  as  she  ste])p  d  to  pray. 
Divided  ranks  would  humbly  make  her  way; 
And  how  each  voice  in  the  astonish'd  throng 
Pronounced  her  peerless  as  she  moved  along. 

Her  [licture  then  the  gix-edy  Dame  displays; 
Touch'd  by  no  shame,  she  now  demands  its  praiiOj 
In  her  tall  mirror  then  she  shows  a  face, 
Still  coldly  fair  with  unatlecting  grace; 
These  she  compares,  "  It  has  the  form,"  she  cries, 
"  But  wants  the  air,  the  spirit,  and  the  eyes; 
This,  as  a  likeness,  is  correct  and  true, 
But  tliere  alone  the  living  grace  we  view." 
This  siiid,  th'  applauding  voice  the  Dame  required, 
And,  gaiiug,  slowly  from  the  glass  retired. 


TALE  IX. 

ARABELLA. 


Thrice  blessel  tbey  that  master  so  their  blood— 
But  earthly  happier  is  the  rose  distiU'd, 
Than  that  which,  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn. 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies  in  single  blessedness. 

Midtummer  Nighfi  Driitmt 


Contempt,  farewelll  and  maiden  pride,  adieu! 

Much  Ado  about  Notkinp, 


Of  a  fair  town  where  Doctor  Rack  was  guide, 

His  only  daug;bter  was  the  boast  and  pride; 

Wise  Arabella,  yet  not  wi«e  alone, 

She  like  a  bright  and  polish'd  brilliant  shone; 

Her  father  own  d  her  for  his  prop  and  stay, 

Able  to  guide,  yet  willing  to  obey; 

Pleased  nith  her  leai-ning  while  discourse  could  {doa 

And  with  her  love  in  languor  and  disease: 

To  every  mother  were  her  virtues  known, 

And  to  their  daughters  as  a  pattern  shown: 

Wlio  in  her  youtii  had  all  that  age  requires, 

And  with  her  prudence,  all  that  youth  admires: 

These  odious  praises  made  the  damsels  try 

Not  to  obtain  such  merits,  but  deny ; 

For,  whatsoever  wise  mammas  niiglit  say. 

To  guide  a  daughter,  tliis  was  not  the  way; 

From  such  applause  disdain  and  anger  rise, 

And  envy  lives  where  emulation  dies. 

In  all  his  strength,  contends  the  noble  borse. 

With  one  who  just  |)n-cedes  him  on  the  coorae 

But  when  the  rivai  Hios  too  far  tjefore. 

His  spirit  fails,  and  he  attempts  no  more 

This  reasoning  Maid,  above  her  sex's  dread. 
Had  dared  to  read,  and  dared  to  say  she  read: 
Not  the  last  novel,  not  the  new-bom  play; 
Not  the  mere  trash  ana  scandal  of  the  day; 
But  (thouuli  her  young  companions  felt  the  slvock) 
Slit  stuuied  Berkeley,  Bacou.  Hobhes  and  Locke: 
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Her  mind  within  the  maze~of  history  dwelt, 
And  of  the  inoriil  Muse  the  beauty  felt; 
Tiie  merits  of  the  Roman  page  she  knew. 
And  could  converse  with  More  and  Montagu; 
Thus  she  became  the  wonder  of  tlie  town, 
From  tliat  she  roap'd,  to  that  she  jrave  renown, 
And  strangers  coniin<:.  all  were  tausrht  t'  admire 
The  learned  lady,  aii<l  the  lot^y  "pire. 

Thus  Fame  in  public  fix'd  the  Maid  where  tU 
Might  throw  their  darts,  and  see  the  idtl  fall: 
A  hundred  arrows  came  witli  vengeance  keen, 
From  tongues  envenom'il,  and  from  arms  unseen 
A  thousand  eyes  were  Kx'd  u|)on  the  place. 
That,  if  she  fell,  she  might  not  Hy  disgnice: 
Hut  malice  vainly  throws  the  poison 'd  dart, 
Unless  our  fniilty  shows  the  peccjint  part; 
And  Arabella  still  preserved  her  name 
Untouch'd,  and  shone  with  undisputed  fame; 
Ilur  very  notice  some  respect  would  cause, 
And  lier  esteem  w:is  honour  and  applauso. 

Men  she  avoiiled:  not  in  chiMisli  fear. 
As  if  she  thouglit  some  savage  foe  was  near; 
Not  as  a  prude,  who  hides  that  man  should  seek 
Or  who  by  silence  hints  that  they  should  speak 
Hut  with  discretion  all  the  sex  slie  view'd, 
Fre  yet  engaged  piu'suing  or  piu-sued: 
Ere  love  had  made  her  to  his  vices  blind. 
Or  hi<l  the  favourite  s  f;iiling  from  her  mind. 

Thus  was  the  picture  of  the  man  jwrtray'd. 
By  merit  destined  for  so  rare  a  maid; 
At  whose  request  she  might  exchange  her  state, 
Or  still  be  ha]>py  in  a  virsrin's  fite: — 
He  must  be  one  with  manners  like  her  own. 
His  life  unquestion  d,  his  opinions  known; 
His  stainless  virtue  must  all  tests  endure, 
His  honour  spotless,  and  his  bosom  pure; 
She  no  allowance  maiie  for  sex  or  times, 
Of  lax  opinion — crimes  were  ever  crimes; 
No  wretch  forsaken  must  his  frailty  curse. 
No  spurious  ofl'spring  drain  his  private  purso; 
He  at  all  times  his  passions  nmst  command. 
And  yet  possess — or  be  refused  her  hand. 

All  this  without  reserve  the  m-.iiden  told. 
And  some  began  to  weigh  the  rector's  gold; 
To  ask  what  sum  a  prudent  man  might  gain, 
Who  had  such  store  of  virtue  to  maintain? 

A  Doctor  Campbell,  north  of  Tweed,  came  forthi 
Declared  his  Dassiou,  and  proclaim  d  his  worth- 
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Not  unapjjroved,  for  he  liad  much  to  say 
Oil  ev(M-y  cause,  and  in  a  pleasimt  way; 
Kot  all  his  trust  was  in  a  pliant  ton;;ue, 
llis  form  was  i:^tHvl,  and  ruddy  he,  and  young: 
But  tluiii^h  the  doctor  was  a  man  of  paits, 
He  read  not  deeply  male  or  female  hearts; 
But  judj^cd  that  ail  whom  he  esteem'd  as  wise 
Must  think  alike,  though  some  assumed  disgiiiae; 
That  every  reasoning  Brahmin,  Christian,  Jew 
Of  all  religions  took  their  liberal  view; 
And  of  her  own,  no  doubt,  this  learned  Maid 
Denied  the  substance,  and  the  forms  obey'd: 
And  thus  persuaded,  he  his  thoughts  exprcss'd 
Of  her  opinions,  and  his  own  profess'd: 
"  All  states  demand  this  aid,  the  vulgar  need 
fheir  priests  and  pray'rs,  their  sermons  and  their  creed; 
And  those  of  stronger  minds  should  never  speak 
(III  his  opinion)  what  might  hurt  the  weak; 
A  man  m:iy  smile,  but  still  he  should  attend 
His  hour  at  church,  and  be  the  Church's  friend, 
What   there   he   tliinks  conceal,    and   what    he    heart 
connnend." 

Frank  was  the  speech,  but  heard  with  high  disoMii, 
Nor  had  the  doctor  leave  to  speak  again; 
A  man  who  own  d,  nay  gloried  in  deceit, 
"  He  might  despise  her,  but  lie  should  not  cheat" 

The  Vicar  Ilulmes  appear  d:  he  heard  it  said 
That  ancient  men  best  pleased  the  prudent  maid; 
And  true  it  was  her  ancient  friends  she  loved, 
Servants  when  old  she  Axvour  d  and  approved, 
Age  in  her  pious  parents  she  revere<l, 
And  neighbours  were  by  length  of  days  endear'd, 
But,  if  her  husband  too  must  ancient  be, 
Tlie  good  old  vicar  found  it  was  not  he. 

On  Captain  BU;ih  her  mind  in  balance  hung — 
Though  valiant,  modest;  and  reserved,  though  young: 
Against  these  merits  must  defects  be  set — 
Though  poor,  imprudent;  and  though  proud,  in  debt: 
In  vain  the  captain  close  attention  paid; 
She  found  him  wanting,  whom  she  fairly  weighed. 

Then  came  a  youth,  and  all  their  friends  agreed, 
That  Edward  ifhnlley  was  the  man  imleed; 
Respectful  duty  he  had  paid  awhile. 
Then  ask'd  her  hand,  and  had  a  gracious  smile: 
A  lover  now  declared,  he  led  the  fair 
To  woods  and  Helds..  to  visits,  and  to  prayV;  ^ 

Then  whisper'd  softly — "  Will  you  name  the  d»yf 
She  sofllj  whisperd — "  It  you  love  me,  suy:" 
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*  Oh!  trv  me  not  beyond  my  strenp^h."  lie  criedt 
"  Oil!  oe  not  weak,"  the  prudent  Maid  replied; 
"  But  by  some  trial  your  afTection  prove — 
Ke>[i<;ct  and  not  impatience  argues  love: 
And  love  no  more  is  hy  iini)atience  known, 
Than  ocean's  de[itii  i<  l)y  its  tempests  shomi: 
He  whom  a  weak  and  I'ond  impatience  sways, 
But  (or  himself  with  all  his  fervour  prays, 
And  not  the  maid  he  woos,  but  his  own  will  obeys 
And  will  she  love  the  being  who  prefers. 
With  so  niiich  ardour,  his  desire  to  hers?" 

Young  Edward  grieved,  but  let  not  grief  be  seea, 
lie  knew  obedience  pleiu^ed  liis  fancy's  queen: 
Awiiile  he  waited,  and  tiien  cried — "  Beiiold! 
The  year  advancing,  be  no  longer  cold  I" 
For  she  had  promised — "  Let  tlie  flowers  appear, 
''  And  I  will  pass  with  thee  the  smiling  year:  " 
Then  pressing  grew  the  yout.'i;  tlie  more  he  press'd. 
The  less  inclined  the  inaid  to  his  request: 
''  Let  June  arrive," — Alas!  when  April  came. 
It  brought  a  stranger,  and  tlie  stranger,  shame; 
Nor  could  tlie  Lover  from  his  house  persuaiie 
A  stubborn  lass  whom  he  h;id  mournful  made; 
Angry  and  weak,  by  thoughtless  vengeance  luoved. 
She  told  her  story  to  the  Fair  beloved: 
In  strongest  words  the  unwelcome  truth  was  sLown, 
To  blight  his  prospects,  careless  of  her  own. 

Our  heroine  grieved,  but  had  too  (inn  a  heart 
For  him  to  soften,  when  she  swore  to  part; 
In  vain  his  sseining  i)enitence  and  pray'r, 
His  vows,  his  tears,  she  left  him  in  despair; 
His  mother  fondly  laid  her  grief  aside, 
And  to  the  reason  of  the  nymph  ajipliM — 

"  It  well  becomes  thee,  lady,  to  appear, 
But  not  to  be,  in  very  truth,  severe; 
Although  the  crime  be  odious  iu  tliy  sight. 
That  daring  sex  is  taught  such  things  to  slight: 
His  heart  is  thine,  although  it  once  wsis  frail; 
Think  of  his  grief,  and  let  his  love  prevail  I  "— 

"  Plead  thou  no  more,"  the  lofty  lass  return 'di 
"  Forgiving  woman  is  deceived  and  spurn'd: 
Say  tiiat  the  crime  is  common — shall  I  take 
A  common  man  my  wedded  lord  to  make? 
See!  a  we:ik  wom:in  by  liis  arts  betray 'd, 
An  infant  born  his  father  to  upbraid: 
Shall  I  forgive  )ds  vileness,  take  his  name. 
Sanction  his  eiTor,  and  partake  his  shame? 
No!  this  assent  would  kindred  frailty  proTC^ 
A  love  for  lii?ii  would  be  a  vicious  luvu 
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Can  a  chaste  maiden  secret  counsel  liold 

With  one  wliose  crime  by  every  mouth  is  told' 

Forbid  it  spirit,  prudence,  virtuous  pride; 

He  must  despise  me,  were  lie  not  denied: 

The  way  from  vice  the  erring  mind  tcr  wm 

Is  with  presuming  sinners  to  begin, 

And  show,  by  scorning  them,  a  just  contempt  for  sin." 

The  youth  repulsed,  to  one  more  mild  convey'i 
His  heait,  and  smiled  on  the  remorseless  maid; 
The  maid,  remorseless  in  iier  pride,  the  while 
Desjiised  the  insult,  and  return'd  the  smile. 

First  to  admire,  to  praise  her,  and  defend, 
Was  (now  hi  3'cars  advanced)  a  virgin-friend: 
''  Much  she  prefeiT'd,'  she  cried,  "  the  single  state. 
It  was  her  choice' — it  surely  was  her  fute; 
And  much  it  pleased  her  in  the  train  to  view 
A  maiden  vot'rcss,  wn'se  and  lovely  too. 

Time  to  the  yielding  mind  his  change  imparts, 
He  varies  notions,  and  he  alters  hearts; 
'Tis  right,  'tis  just  to  feel  contempt  for  vice, 
But  he  that  shows  it  may  be  over-nice: 
There  are  who  feel,  when  young,  the  false  sublime, 
And  proudly  love  to  show  disdain  for  crime; 
To  whom  the  future  will  new  thoughts  supply, 
The  pride  will  soften,  and  the  scorn  will  die; 
Nay,  where  they  still  the  vice  itself  condemn, 
They  bear  the  vicious,  and  consort  with  them : 
Young  Captain  Grove,  when  one  had  changed  his  sido^ 
Despised  the  venal  turn-coat  and  defied; 
Old  Colonel  Grove  now  shakes  him  by  the  hand, 
Though  he  who  bribes  may  still  his  vote  command: 
Why  would  not  Ellen  to  Belinda  speak. 
When  she  h;id  flown  to  [.oiidon  for  a  week ; 
And  then  return'd,  to  every  friend's  surprise, 
With  twice  the  spirit,  and  with  half  the  size? 
She  spoke  not  then — but  .after  years  had  flown, 
A  better  friend  had  Ellen  never  known; 
Was  it  the  Lady  her  mistake  had  seen? 
Or  had  she  also  such  a  journey  been? 
No:  'twas  the  gr.adnal  change  in  human  hearts. 
That  time,  in  commerce  with  the  world  imparts; 
That  on  the  roughest  temper  throws  disgiiise. 
And  steals  from  \nrtuc  her  asperities. 
The  yoimg  and  ardent,  who  with  glowing  zeal 
Felt  wrath  for  trifles,  and  were  proud  to  feel, 
Now  find  those  trifles  all  the  mind  engage. 
To  soothe  dull  hours,  and  cheat  the  cares  of  age; 
As  young  Zelinda,  in  her  quaker-dress. 
Disdain  d  each  varying  fashiou's  vile  excess, 
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And  nov  hci  friends  oiLoid  Zelinda  gtize, 
Pleased  in  lioli  silks  and  orient  peins  to  blaxe>: 
Ch!in;;es  like  these  'tis  folly  to  condemn. 
So  virtue  yields  not,  nor  is  clian^red  with  them. 

Let  us  jirocecd: — Twelve  brilliant  years  were  (laat 
Yet  each  with  less  of  glory  than  the  last; 
Wlwther  these  years  to  this  fair  virgin  gave 
A  softer  mind — effect  they  often  have; 
WhcthiT  the  vir;:in-stito  was  not  so  bless'd 
As  that  f,'ood  maiden  in  her  zeal  profess'd; 
Or  whether  lovers  falling  from  lier  train, 
Gave  greater  price  to  those  she  could  retain, 
Is  all  unknown: — but  Aralwlla  now 
Was  kindly  listening  to  a  Merchant's  vow; 
Who  offer  d  terms  so  fair,  against  his  love 
To  strive  was  folly,  so  she  never  strove. — 
Man  in  his  earlier  days  we  often  find 
With  a  too  ea-sy  and  unguarded  mind; 
But  by  increasing  years  and  prudence  tanght. 
He  grows  reserved,  and  locks  up  every  thought: 
Not  thus  the  maiden,  for  in  blooming  youtli 
She  hides  her  thouLiht  and  guards  the  tender  trutb* 
This,  when  no  longer  young,  no  more  she  hides, 
But  frankly  in  the  favour'd  swain  contides: 
Man,  stuhhorn  man,  is  like  the  growing  treflf 
That,  longer  standing,  still  will  iiarder  l)e; 
And  like  it»  fruit,  the  virgin  first  austere 
Then  kindly  softening  with  the  ripening  year 

Now  was  the  lover  urgent,  and  the  kind 
And  yielding  lady  to  his  suit  inclined: 
"  A  little  time,  my  friend,  is  just,  is  right; 
We  must  be  decent  in  our  neighbours'  sight: " 
Still  slie  allow'd  him  of  his  hopes  to  speak. 
And  in  compassion  took  off  week  by  week; 
Till  few  remain  d,  when,  we.aried  with  delay, 
She  kindly  meant  to  take  off  day  by  day. 

That  female  Friend  who  gave  our  virgin  prmJM 
For  flying  man  and  all  his  treacherous  ways. 
Now  heard  with  mingled  anger,  shame,  and  fear, 
Of  one  accepted,  and  a  wedding  near; 
But  she  resolved  again  with  friendly  zeal 
To  make  the  maid  her  scorn  of  wedlock  feel; 
For  she  Wius  grieved  to  find  her  work  undone, 
And  like  a  sister  mourn 'd  the  failing  nun. 

Why  are  these  gentle  maidens  prone  to  make 
Their  s^ister-doves  the  tempting  world  forsake? 
Why  all  their  triumph  when  a  maid  disdains 
The  tyrant  eex,  and  6Corus  to  wear  'its  cliaiiutf 
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From  the  liilse  plcasiirci  they  themselves  have  known? 

Or  do  they,  as  tlie  call-birds  in  the  cage, 

Try,  in  pure  envj-,  others  to  engage? 

And  therefore  paint  their  native  woods  and  groves, 

As  scenes  of  dangerous  joys  and  naughty  loves? 

Strong  was  the  maiden's  hofie;  her  friend  was  proud. 
And  had  her  notions  to  the  world  avow'd; 
And,  could  she  find  the  Merciiant  weak  and  frail, 
With  power  to  prove  it,  then  siic  must  prevail: 
For  she  aloud  would  publish  his  disgrace, 
And  save  his  victim  from  a  man  so  base. 

When  all  inquiries  had  been  duly  made, 
Came  the  kind  Friend  her  burthen  to  unlad©'^ 
''  Alas!  my  dearl  not  all  our  care  and  art 
Can  thread  the  maze  of  man's  deceitful  heart: 
Look  not  surprise—  nor  let  resentment  swell 
Those  lovely  features,  all  will  yet  be  well; 
And  thou,  from  love's  and  man's  deceptions  free, 
Wilt  dwell  in  virgin-state,  and  walk  to  Heaven  with  me." 

The  Maiden  frown  d,  and  then  conceived  '"that  wives 
Could  walk  as  well,  and  lead  as  holy  lives 
As  aiiany  prudes  who  scorn  d  the  marriage  chain. 
Or  luckless  maids,  who  sought  it  still  in  vain." 

The  Friend  was  vex'd — s'le  paused :  at  length  she  criedj 
"  Know  you? own  danger,  then  your  lot  decide: 
That  traitor  Besswell,  while  he  seeks  your  hand, 
H:i5,  I  affirm,  a  wanton  at  command; 
A  slave,  a  creature  from  a  foreign  place. 
The  nurse  and  motiier  of  a  spurious  race; 
Brown  ugly  bastards — (Heaven  the  word  forgive, 
And  the  deed  punish!)— in  his  cottage  live; 
To  town  if  business  calls  him,  there  he  stays 
In  sinful  pleasures  wasting  countless  days; 
Nor  doubt  the  facts,  for  I  can  witness  call 
For  every  crime,  and  prove  them  one  and  alL" 

Here  ceased  th'  informer;  Arabella's  look 
Was  like  a  scliool-boy's  puzzled  by  his  book; 
Intent  she  cast  her  eyes  upon  the  "floor, 
Paused — then  replied — 

"  T  wish  to  know  no  more; 
I  question  not  your  motive,  zeal,  or  love, 
But  must  decline  such  dubious  points  to  prove — 
All  is  not  true,  I  judge,  for  who  can  guess 
Those  deeds  of  darkness  men  with  care  suppress? 
He  brought  a  slave  perhaps  to  England's  coast, 
And  mtide  her  free;  it  is  our  country's  boasti 
And  she  perchance  too  gi-ateful^good  and  ill 
Wow  sown  at  first  and  grew  together  atiil: 


Tlio  oolonrM  infants  on  the  village  preen. 
What  are  tliev  more  than  we  have  often  «:pn? 
Chil'lren  haU-clothwl  who  round  their  villaiie  iteV 
Iti  sun  or  rain,  now  starved,  now  beaten,  they 
Will  the  dark  colour  of  their  fate  betray: 
Let  ns  in  Cliristian  love  for  all  account,         ^^ 
And  then  hchold  to  what  such  tales  amount. 

"  His  heart  is  evil,"  said  th"  impatient  Fnend. 
"  My  dutv  birls  me  try  that  heart  to  mend," 
Rpp'licd  tiie  virjjin--"  NVe  may  he  too  nice 
And  lose  a  soul  in  onr  conffrnpt  of  vice; 
Ff  false  the  charc;e.  1  tlien  shall  show  rec^ard 
For  a  jrood  mm,  and  he  his  just  reward: 
And  what  for  virtue  can  I  better  do 
Than  to  reclaim  him.  if  the  charge  bo  true? 

She  spoke,  nor  more  her  lioly  work  delay  d; 
•Twas  time  to  lend  an  erring  mortal  aid: 
•'  The  noblest  way."  she  judged,  "  a  soul  to  win, 
\V  IS  vrith  an  iict  of  kind:-.es5S  to  befjm. 
To  make  the  aianer  sure,  and  then  t'  attack  tb«  Ml 


TALE  X. 

THE    LOVER'S   JOURNEY. 


Oh!  how  this  apring  of  love  resembleth 

Th'  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day, 
Which  now  shows  all  her  beauty  to  the  sun, 

And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away. 

Two  OentUmen  of  Vertmm 


And  liappily  I  have  arrived  at  last 

Unto  the  wished  haven  of  ray  bliss. — Taming  of  fht  Shrtm 


It  is  the  Soul  that  sees:  tlie  outward  eyes 

Present  the  object,  hut  the  Mind  descries; 

And  thence  uelij^ht,  disgust,  or  cool  indift"  rence  risei 

When  minds  are  joyful,  then  we  look  around. 

And  what  is  seen  is  all  oa  fairy  ground; 

Again  they  sicken,  and  on  every  view 

Cast  their  own  dull  and  melancholy  hue< 

Or,  if  absorh'd  by  their  peculiar  cares, 

The  vacant  ej'e  on  viewless  matter  glares. 

Our  feelings  still  upon  our  views  attena 

And  their  own  natures  to  the  objects  lend; 

Sorrow  and  joy  are  in  their  influence  sure, 

Long  as  the  passion  reigns  th'  effects  endure; 

But  love  in  minds  his  various  changes  makes, 

And  clothes  each  object  with  the  change  he  takes; 

His  light  and  shade  on  eveiy  view  he  throws, 

And  on  each  object,  what  he  feels,  bestows. 

Fair  was  the  morning,  and  tiie  month  was  June 
When  rose  a  Lover, — love  awakens  soon: 
Brief  his  repose,  yet  much  be  dreamt  the  while 
Of  that  day's  meeting,  and  his  Laura's  smile; 
Fancy  and  love  that  name  assign 'd  to  her. 
Call'd  Susan  in  the  parish-regi-ter; 
And  he  no  more  was  John — his  Laura  gavo 
The  name  Orlando  to  her  faithful  slave. 

Bright  shone  the  glory  of  the  rising  day, 
When  the  fond  traveller  took  his  favourite  w^ 


THE    LOVER  8   JO  UHNI  T. 

He  mounted  gaily,  felt  his  bosom  light, 
Aud  all  h>-  »uw  was  pieayiiig  in  his  si^'ht. 

•'  Ye  Lours  oC  expectation,  ([uickly  lly, 
And  brinj;  on  hours  of  blest  reality; 
\S'lieii  i  bliall  Laura  tee,  beside  her  stand, 
Ili-ar  her  sweet  %-oice,  and  press  her  yiehled  hani" 

First  o'er  a  barren  hcatli  beside  the  coast 
Oi'lando  rode,  and  joy  be^an  to  boast 

"  This  neat  low  gorsc,"  said  he,  "  with  golden  bloa 
Delights  each  sense,  is  beauty,  is  perfume; 
And  this  gay  liog,  with  all  its  purple  thjwen, 
A  man  at  leisure  nii;:ht  admire  for  hours: 
This  green-fringed  cup-moss  has  a  scarlet  tip, 
That  yields  to  nothing  but  my  Lauras  lip; 
And  then  how  Hne  this  herbage!  men  may  amy 
A  heath  is  barren;  nothing  is  so  gay; 
iWren  or  bare  to  call  sucli  charming  scene 
Argues  a  mind  |K)ssess  d  by  caix;  unil  spleen." 

Onward  he  went,  and  fiercer  grew  the  heat, 
Dust  rose  in  clouds  belore  the  horse's  feet; 
For  now  he  jiass'd  through  lanes  of  burning  sand. 
Hounds  to  thin  crops  or  yet  uncultured  laud; 
W  here  the  dark  poppy  tlourish'd  on  the  dry 
And  sterile  soil,  and  mock'd  the  thin-set  rye. 

•'  How  lovely  this!"  the  rapt  (.)rI:indo  sjiid; 
"With  what  dcii<:ht  is  labouring  man  repaid! 
The  very  lane  has  sweets  that  all  admire. 
The  rambling  suckling,  and  the  vigorous  brier; 
See!  wholesome  wormwood  grows  beside  the  way, 
Where  dew-press'd  yet  the  dog-rose  bends  the  spraj 
Fresh  herbs  the  fields,  fair  slnnibs  the  banks  adorn. 
And  snow-wlnte  bloom  falls  flaky  from  the  thorn; 
No  ftistering  hand  they  need,  no  sheltering  wall. 
They  spring  uncultured,  and  they  bloom  for  all." 

The  lover  rode  as  hasty  lovers  ride. 
Aiid  reach  d  a  common  pasture  wild  and  wide; 
Small  black-lcggd  sheep  devour  with  himger  keen 
The  meagre  heibage,  fleshlcss.  lank,  and  lean: 
Such  o'er  thy  level  turf.  Ne\nniirket  I  stray. 
And  there,  with  other  hlack-legs,  find  their  prey: 
He  saw  some  scatter'd  hovels;  turf  was  piled 
In  sipiare  brown  stacks;  a  prospect  bleak  and  wild- 
A  mill,  indeed,  was  in  the  centre  found. 
With  short  sear  herbage  withering  all  around; 
A  smith's  black  shed  o])posed  a  w  right's  long  shop, 
And  join  d  an  inn  wha-e  humble  travellers  stop. 

"  Ay,  this  is  Nature.  '  said  the  (ieutle  'Squire; 
•  This  ease,  peace,  pleasure — who  would  not  admir»' 
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With  what  delight  these  sturdy  children  plav. 
And  joyliil  rustics  at  the  close  of  day; 
Sport  follows  hihour,  on  tliese  even  space 
Will  soon  commence  tiie  wrestling  and  the  race 
Then  will  the  village  maidens  leave  tiieir  hom^ 
And  to  the  dance  with  hiioyant  spirits  come; 
No  affectation  in  their  looks  is  seen, 
Nor  know  they  what  disguise  or  flattery  meaa 
Nor  aught  to  move  an  en\nous  pang  they  see, 
Easy  their  service,  and  their  love  is  free; 
Hence  early  springs  that  love,  it  long  endures, 
And  life's  first  comfort,  while  they  live,  ensures: 
They  the  low  roof  and  rustic  comforts  prize, 
Nor  cast  on  prouder  mansions  envying  eyes: 
Sometimes  the  news  at  yonder  town  they  hear 
And  learn  what  busier  mortals  feel  and  hear; 
Secure  themselves,  although  by  tales  amazed, 
Of  towns  bombarded  and  of  cities  razed; 
As  if  they  doubted  in  their  still  retreat. 
The  very  news  that  makes  their  quiet  sweet. 
And  their  days  liapjiy — happier  only  knows 
He  on  whom  Laura  her  regard  bestows." 

On  rode  Orlando,  counting  all  the  while 
The  miles  he  pass'd  and  every  coming  mile; 
Like  all  attracted  tilings,  he  quicker  flies, 
The  place  approaching  where  th'  attraction  lies; 
When  next  appeard  a  flam — so  call  the  place — 
Where  lies  a  road  confined  in  naiTow  space; 
A  work  of  labour,  for  on  either  side 
Is  level  fen,  a  prospect  wild  and  wide, 
With  dikes  on  eitiier  hand  by  ocean's  self  supplied 
Far  on  the  right  the  distant  sea  is  seen. 
And  salt  the  springs  that  feed  the  marsh  between; 
Beneath  an  ancient  bridge,  the  straiten'd  Hood 
Rolls  through  its  sloping  banks  of  sluny  mud; 
Near  it  a  sunken  boat  resists  the  tide. 
That  frets  and  hurries  to  th'  opposing  side 
The  )-ushes  sharp,  that  on  the  borders  grow, 
Bend  their  brown  fiow'rets  to  the  stream  below, 
Impure  in  all  its  course,  in  all  its  progress  slow: 
Here  a  grave  Flora  scarcely  deigns  to  bloom, 
Nor  wears  a  rosy  blush,  nor  sheds  perfume; 
The  few  dull  flowers  that  o'er  the  place  are  spre«d 
Partake  the  nature  of  their  fenny  bed; 
Here  on  its  wiry  stem,  in  ri;.nd  bloom, 
Gro-.v    the  salt  lavender  that  lacks  perfume; 
Hero  the  dwarf  sallows  creep,  the  scptfoil  hank, 
And  the  soft  slimy  mallow  of  the  marsh* 
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Low  on  the  ear  the  distffnt  billows  sound, 

And  just  ill  view  appeurs  tlicir  stony  bound; 

No  hedge  nor  tree  conceals  the  flowing  sun, 

Birds,  save  a  wsit'ry  tribe,  the  district  shun. 

Nor  chir)  ainoii;;  the  reeds  where  bitter  waters  nilL 

"  \'arious  as  beauteous,  Nature,  is  thy  lace," 
Exclaim'd  Orlando:  "all  that  j^rows  has  (p-Ace; 
"All  arc  ajiprojiiate — bo;;,  and  marsh,  an  I  fen, 
Are  only  poor  to  undisccrniui^  men; 
Here  may  the  nice  and  cnrions  eye  explore 
How  Nature's  hand  adorns  tlie  rushy  moor; 
Here  the  nire  nioss  in  secret  shade  is  found, 
Here  the  sweet  myrtle  of  the  sliaking  gi-ound; 
Beauties  are  these  that  from  the  view  retire, 
But  well  repay  th'  attention  they  require: 
For  these,  my  Laura  will  her  home  forsike, 
And  all  tlie  pleasures  they  afford  jjartake." 

Again,  the  country  was  enclosed,  a  wide 
And  sandy  road  luis  banks  on  either  side; 
\\  here  lol  a  hollow  on  the  lell  apjiearM, 
And  there  a  (iipsy-trihe  their  tent  had  rear'di 
'Twas  open  sj)read.  to  catch  the  mornin)»  sun. 
And  they  had  now  their  early  meal  begun, 
When  two  brown  boys  iu>t  left  their  grassy  seat, 
The  early  'I'rav'ller  with  their  pniyers  to  greet: 
While  yet  Orlando  held  his  pence  in  hand, 
He  saw  tlicir  sister  on  her  duty  skind; 
Some  twelve  years  old,  demure,  alfected,  sly, 
Prepared  the  force  of  early  powers  to  try; 
Sudden  a  lo<jk  of  languor  he  descries. 
And  well-feigned  apprehension  in  her  eyes; 
Train'd  but  yet  savage,  in  her  speaking  face 
He  mark'd  the  features  of  her  vagrant  race; 
When  a  light  laugh  and  roguish  leer  express'd 
The  vice  implanted  in  her  youthful  breast: 
Forth  from  die  tent  her  elder  brother  came, 
Who  seem'd  odeuded,  yet  forbore  to  blan»e 
The  young  designer,  but  could  only  trace 
The  liKiks  of  pity  in  the  Travller's  face: 
Within,  the  Father,  who  from  fences  nigh 
Had  brought  the  fuel  for  the  fire's  supply, 
Watch'd  now  tlie  feeble  bla^c,  and  sUhm]  dejecta*  ^ 
On  ragged  rug,  jifsl  borrow'd  from  the  bed. 
And  liy  the  hand  of  coar«e  indulgence  fed, 
In  dirty  patchwork  negligently  -iress'd. 
Reclin'd  tiie  Wife,  an  infant  at  her  breast; 
In  ler  wild  face  some  touch  of  gi-ace  remain'd. 
Of  rigour  palsied  tuid  of  beauty  staiu'd; 
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Hti  blood-shot  eyes  on  hsr  unheeding  mate 
\\  ere  wratliful  turn'd,  a  d  seemed  her  wants  to  Jtata 
Cursing  Ills  tardy  aid — her  Mother  there 
With  gipsy-state  engross'd  the  only  chair; 
Solemn  and  dull  her  look ;  with  such  she  stands, 
And  reads  the  milk-maid's  fortune  in  her  hands, 
Tracinir  the  lines  of  life;  assumed  through  years, 
Each  feature  now  the  steady  falsehood  wears: 
With  hard  and  savage  eye  she  views  the  food, 
And  grudging  pinches  their  intruding  brood; 
Last  in  the  gioup,  the  wora-out  Grandsire  sits 
Neglected,  lost,  and  living  but  by  fits; 
Useless,  despised,  his  worthless  labours  done, 
And  half  protected  by  the  vicious  Son, 
Who  half  supports  him;  he  with  heavy  glance 
Views  tlie  young  ruffians  who  around  him  dance; 
And,  by  the  sadness  in  his  face,  appears 
To  trace  the  progress  of  their  future  years: 
Through  what  strange  course  of  misen.'.  vice,  deceit 
Must  wildly  wander  each  unpractised  cheat! 
What  shame  and  gn'ef,  what  punishment  and  pain. 
Sport  of  fierce  passions,  must  each  child  sustain — 
Ere  they  like  him  ai)i)roach  their  latter  end, 
Without  a  hope,  a  comfort,  or  a  friend! 

But  this  Orlando  felt  not;  "  Rogues,"  said  he, 
''  Doubtless  they  are,  but  merry  rogues  they  be; 
They  wander  round  the  land,  and  be  it  true, 
'1  hey  break  the  laws — then  let  the  laws  pursae 
The  wanton  idlers;  for  the  life  they  live. 
Acquit  I  cannot,  but  I  can  forgive." 
Tliis  said,  a  portion  from  his  piuse  was  thrown, 
And  every  heart  seem'd  happy  like  his  own. 

He  hurried  forth,  for  now  the  town  was  nigh^ 
"  The  happiest  man  of  mortal  men  am  I." 
Thou  art!  but  change  in  every  state  is  near, 
(So  while  the  wretched  hope,  the  blest  may  fear): 
''  Say,  where  is  Laura?" — ''  That  her  words  must  show' 
A  lass  replied;  "  read  this,  and  thou  shalt  know! '' 

"  What,  gone!" — her  friend  insisted — forced  to  go:— 
"  Is  vex  d,  was  teased,  could  not  refuse  her! — No? 
"  Bi't  you  can  follow;"  "  Yes:"  '•  The  miles  are  few, 
The  way  is  pleasant;  will  you  com.e? — Adieu! 
Thy  Laura!"     "  No!   I  feel  I  must  resign 
The  pleasing  hope,  thou  hadst  been  here,  if  mine: 
A  lady  was  it? — Was  no  brother  there? 
But  why  should  I  afflict  me,  if  there  were?" 
"  The  way  is  pleasant :"     "  What  to  me  the  way? 
I  caimot  reach  her  till  the  close  of  day. 
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Mv  dumb  companion!  is  it  tliii*  wr  ^poH? 
Not  I  from  pr'u'f  nor  thou  from  toil  art  Iroutl: 
Still  iirt  tlioii  (loomd  to  trivt'l  aixl  to  pine. 
For  my  vcxntion — wliiit  a  fate  i»  miiu-! 

"  Gone  to  u  friend,  slic  tells  me;— I  oommeo^ 
Her  purfKisc:  meiins  she  to  a  fenial;  friend? 
By  Heaven.  I  wi>li  slie  suffer'd  half  tiie  |>iiiii 
Of  hc'|K)  pi-otracte<l  through  the  day  in  vuin: 
Shall  I  fH-rsi.st  to  see  th'  ungrateful  inaiil? 
Ye«.  I  will  SCO  her,  slijjht  lier.  and  n|>hr.ii.l: 
What!  in  »!.o  very  hour?     She  knew  the  tima^ 
And  doul)tless  chose  it  to  inca-ase  her  crime. ' 

Forth  ro-ie  Orlando  by  a  river's  "ide, 
Inland  and  winding,  smooth,  an  wide, 

That  roli'd  majestic  on,  in  mx-  lido; 

The  l)Ottom  gravel,  liowVy  w< ; 
Tall  willow!*,  waving  in  their  I  •: 

T!ij  mad,  now  near,  now  disitrin'  led 

By  lovely  meadows  which  tlie  waters  fcil; 
He  pn>«sd  the  way-side  inn,  tlic  vilhifre  spire, 
Nor  htopp'd  to  jmze,  to  .)ue?tion,  or  admire ; 
On  either  side  the  rural  niansions  stood. 
With  hed^'e-row  trees,  and  hills  hiphcrownd  with  wocc 
And  many  a  devious  .ntream  that  rench'd  the  noblej  dooi 

"  I  hate  these  scenes,"  Orlamlo  an^ry  cried, 
"  And  these  proud  fanners!  yes  I  hate  their  pride 
See!  that  sleek  fellow,  how  h«»  stri<les  aloug, 
Stronc  as  nn  ox,  and  ipii'  'Ug; 

Can  yon  close  crops  as;:  in 

Rut  he  who  cotints  the  ) •..,!,? 

And  these  vile  U^ans  with  del'  1, 

Where  is  their  iM'aiity?  cnn  a  : 

These  deep  fat  meadows  I  detest,   il  >liook.S 

One's  feclinijs  there  to  see  the  pnuin-i  ox; — 

For  slantjliter  fatted,  as  a  la'lys  smile 

Rejoices  man,  and  means  his  death  the  while. 

Lo!  now  the  sons  of  hiUiurl  everj'  day 

Fmploy  d  in  toil,  and  vexd  in  every  way; 

Theirs  is  hut  mirth  aisumed.  and  they  conceal. 

In  their  alTfcted  joys,  the  ills  they  feel : 

I  hate  these  lonp  preen  lanes;  there's  nothing  seen 

In  this  vile  country  hut  eternal  preen; 

Woods!  waters!  meadows!     Will  they  never  end? 

Tis  n  vile  prospect: — (Joue  to  see  a  friend!" 

Still  on  he  rode!  a  mansion  fjvir  and  lal' 
Rose  on  his  view — tlie  pride  of  Ixiddon  Hall 
Spread  o'er  the  p;\rk  he  saw  the  prazinp  stee' 
The  ftil-fed  steod,  and  herds  of  bounding  aeer: 

K3 
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llti  blood-shot  eyes  en  li3r  Tinlipeflin«f  mate 
W  ere  wrathful  turn'd,  a  d  seeined  lier  wants  to  ttata 
Cursln;;  liis  tardy  iiid — her  Mother  there 
With  <;'l>''y-stato  enfrross'd  the  only  chair; 
Solemn  and  dull  her  look;  with  sncli  .she  stands, 
And  reads  the  milk-maid's  fortune  in  iicr  hands, 
Tracinc  the  lines  of  lite;  assumed  through  years, 
Each  feature  now  tlie  steady  falsehood  wears: 
With  hard  and  savage  eye  she  views  the  food, 
And  grudging  pinches  their  intruding  brood; 
Last  in  the  group,  tlie  wora-out  (jrandsLre  sits 
Neglected,  lost,  and  living  but  by  fits; 
Useless,  despised,  his  worthless  labours  done, 
And  half  protected  by  the  vicious  Son, 
Who  liaif  supports  him;  he  with  heavy  glance 
Views  the  young  ruffians  who  around  iiim  dance; 
And,  by  the  sadness  in  his  face,  appears 
To  trace  the  progress  of  their  future  years: 
Through  what  strange  course  of  misery,  vice,  deceit 
Must  wildly  wander  each  unpractised  cheat! 
What  shame  and  grief,  what  punishment  and  pain, 
Sport  of  tierce  jiassions,  must  each  child  sustain — 
Ere  they  like  him  aj)proach  their  latter  end. 
Without  a  hope,  a  comfort,  or  a  friend! 

But  this  Orlando  felt  not:  "  Kogues,"  said  ho, 
*  Doubtless  they  are,  but  merry  rogues  they  be; 
They  wander  round  the  land,  and  be  it  true, 
'J  hey  break  the  laws — then  let  the  laws  pursue 
The  wanton  idlers;  for  the  life  they  live, 
Acquit  I  cannot,  but  I  can  forgive." 
This  said,  a  portion  from  his  purse  was  thrown, 
And  every  heart  seem'd  happy  like  his  own. 

lie  hurried  forth,  for  now  the  town  was  nigh— 
"  The  hiii)piest  man  of  mortal  men  am  1." 
Thou  art!  but  change  in  every  state  is  near, 
(So  while  the  wTetched  hope,  the  blest  may  fear): 
"  Say,  where  is  Laura?" — "  That  her  words  must  show' 
A  lass  replied;  "  read  this,  and  thou  shall  know!  " 

"  V\hat,  gone!" — her  friend  insisted — forced  to  go^— 
"  Is  vex  d,  was  teased,  could  not  refuse  her! — No? 
"  Bi't  you  can  follow;"  "  Yes:"  '•  The  miles  are  few, 
The  way  is  pleasant;  will  you  come? — Adieu! 
Thy  Laura!"     "  No!   I  feel  I  must  resign 
The  pleasing  hope,  thou  hadst  l)eeu  here,  if  mine: 
A  la(ly  was  it? — Was  no  brother  there? 
But  why  should  I  afflict  me.  if  there  were?" 
"  The  w.iy  is  pleasant:'     "  What  to  me  the  wayf 
I  cannot  rciich  her  till  the  close  of  day. 
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Mv  dumb  companion!  is  it  tlnis  we  speed? 
Not  I  from  •rriff  nor  thou  from  toil  art  fVewl: 
Still  art  tlioti  d(K>m"d  to  trnvi-l  and  to  pine, 
For  my  voxiition — whiit  a  fate  is  mini-! 

"  Gone  to  a  friend,  siie  tells  me; — I  comment 
Her  purpose:  means  slie  to  a  fenial?  friend? 
By  Heaven,  I  wish  she  sutfcT'd  half  the  [lain 
Of  hope  protracted  throiiijh  the  day  in  viiin: 
Shall  I  persist  to  see  th'  un;rrateful  niaiil? 
Yes,  I  will  see  her,  slij^ht  lier,  and  n])braid: 
What!  in  tl.o  very  hour?     She  knew  the  time, 
And  doubtless  chose  it  to  increase  her  crime.  ' 

Forth  rode  Orlando  by  a  river's  side. 
Inland  and  witKlin<r,  smooth,  and  full  and  wide, 
That  roll'd  majestic  on,  in  one  soft  flowing  tide; 
The  bottom  pravel,  (low'ry  were  the  banks. 
Tall  willows,  waving  in  their  broken  ninks: 
T!ij  road,  now  near,  now  distant,  windinj;  led 
By  lovely  meadows  which  the  waters  fed: 
He  pass'd  the  way-side  inn,  the  village  spire, 
Nor  stopp'd  to  craze,  to  ijuestion,  or  admire; 
On  cither  side  the  rural  m;insions  stood. 
With  hed;;;e-row  trees,  and  hills  hifch-crown'd  with  wocc 
And  many  a  devious  stream  that  reach'd  the  noblei  dood 

"  I  hate  these  scenes,"  Orlando  an>rry  cried, 
"  And  these  proud  farmers!  yes,  I  hate  their  pride 
See!  that  sleek  fellow,  how  he  strides  along, 
Strons;  as  nn  ox,  and  ignorant  as  strong; 
Can  yon  close  crops  a  single  eye  detain 
But  he  who  counts  the  profits  of  the  grain? 
And  these  vile  beans  with  deleteiious  smell. 
Where  is  their  beauty?  can  a  mortal  tell? 
These  deep  fat  meadows  I  detest;  it  shocks 
One's  feelings  there  to  see  the  grazing  ox; — 
For  sla\igiiter  fatted,  as  a  lady's  smile 
Kejoicos  man,  and  means  his  death  the  while. 
Lo!  now  the  sons  of  labour!  every  day 
Employ  d  in  toil,  and  vex'd  in  every  way; 
Their's  is  but  mirth  a;sumed,  and  they  conceal, 
In  their  afl'ected  joys,  the  ills  they  feel ; 
I  hate  these  long  green  lanes;  there's  nothing  seen 
In  this  vile  country  but  eternal  green; 
Woods!  waters!  meadows!     Will  they  never  end? 
'Tis  a  vile  prospect: — Gone  to  see  a  friend!" 

Still  on  he  rode!  a  mansion  fair  and  taV 
Rose  on  his  view — the  pride  of  Loddon  Hall 
Spread  o'er  the  park  he  saw  the  gi-;uing  stee."" 
The  fill' -fed  steed,  and  herds  of  bouuduig  aeer: 
K3 
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TALE   XI. 

EDWARD    SHORE. 

-Seem  they  grave  or  learned  f 


Wliy,  so  didst  thou — Seem  they  religious? 
Why,  so  didst  thou;  or  are  they  spare  in  diet. 
Free  f'roL.  gross  passion,  or  of  mirth  or  anger, 
Constant  in  spirit,  not  swerving  with  the  blood, 
Garuish'd  ana  deck'd  in  modest  compliment, 
Not  working  with  the  eye  without  the  ear. 
And  but  with  purged  judgment  trusting  neither? 
Such  and  so  finely  bolted  didst  thou  seem. — JJetuy  W, 


Genius!  thou  gift  of  Fleav'n!  thou  light  divinal 
Amid  what  dangers  art  tliou  dooin'd  to  sliiue! 
Ot't  will  the  body's  weakness  check  thy  force, 
Oft  damp  thy  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course; 
And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 
Tliy  nobler  elforts,  to  contend  witii  y)ain; 
Or  Want  (sad  guest!)  will  in  thy  presence  come, 
And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom: 
To  life's  low  cares  will  thy  proud  thought  conKna, 
And  make  her  suflferings,  her  impatience,  thine. 

Evil  and  strong,  seducing  passions  prey 
On  soaring  minds,  and  win  them  from  their  way, 
Who  tiien  to  Vice  the  subject  spirits  give. 
And  in  the  service  of  the  conqu'ror  live: 
Like  cajjiive  Samson  making  sport  for  all, 
Wh)  fear  d  their  strength,  and  glory  in  their  falL 

Gtnins,  with  virtue,  still  may  lack  the  aid 
Implored  by  humble  minds,  and  hearts  afraid: 
May  leave  to  timid  souls  the  shield  and  sword 
Ut  tUe  tried  Faith,  and  the  resistless  Word; 
Amid  a  world  of  dangers  venturing  torili, 
Frail,  but  yet  fearless,  proud  in  conscious  worth 
Till  strong  temptation,  in  some  fatal  time, 
Assails  the  heart,  and  wins  the  soul  to  crime 
When  left  by  honour,  and  by  sorrow  speut, 
Unused  to  pray,  unable  to  repent. 
The  nobler  powers  that  once  exalted  high 
Th'  aspiring  man,  shall  tlieu  degrad-vl  liet 
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Reason,  \  iiough  ana:ui>h,  shall  her  throne  forsake, 
And  strength  of  mind  but  stn)n>;er  madness  make. 

When  Eilicard  Shnrf  !md  reat-iied  his  twentieth  ^ear 
He  felt  his  bosom  li;^ht,  his  conscience  clear; 
Applause  at  schixjl  the  youthful  hero  f,'aiird. 
And  trials  there  with  manly  strcnf;th  isustain'd: 
With  pnisi>ects  bri<;ht  upon  the  world  he  came, 
Pure  love  of  virtue,  .strong  di-sire  of  fame: 
Men  watchd  the  way  his  lofty  mind  would  take, 
And  all  foretold  the  progress  lie  would  make. 

IJoast  of  these  friends,  to  older  men  a  guide, 
Proud  of  his  parts,  but  gracious  in  his  pride; 
'le  lK)re  a  gay  good  :!?t'»re  in  his  face, 
And  in  his  air  were  dignity  and  gniv/^, 
Dress  that  became  his  state  and  years  lie  wore. 
And  sense  ami  spirit  shone  in  Kdward  Shore. 

Thus,  while  admiring  friends  the  Youth  beheld, 
His  own  disgust  their  forward  hof)cs  repell'd; 
For  he  unfix'd,  unrixing,  look'd  around. 
And  no  emplojnnent  but  in  seeking  found; 
he  (jave  his  restless  tlioughts  to  views  rclined. 
And  sLnink  from  worldly  cares  with  woinided  mind. 

Rejecting  trade,  awhile  he  dwelt  on  laws, 
"  But  who  coi.ld  plead,  if  unai)proved  the  cause?" 
A  doubting,  dismal  tribe  physicians  seem'd; 
Divines  o'er  texts  and  disputitions  drcam'd; 
War  and  its  glory  he  perimps  could  love, 
But  there  again  he  must  the  cause  approve. 

Our  hero  thought  no  deed  should  gj"^  applause 
Where  timid  virtue  found  sujjport  in  laws. 
He  to  all  good  would  soar,  would  Hy  all  sin, 
"Zy  the  pure  prompting  of  the  will  within; 
"  Who  needs  a  law  that  binds  him  not  to  steal?" 
Askd  the  young  te.ieher:  "  can  he  rightly  feel? 
To  curb  the  will,  or  arm  in  honour's  cause, 
Or  aid  the  weak — are  these  enforced  by  laws? 
Should  we  a  foul,  ungenerous  action  dread. 
Because  a  law  condemns  th   adulterous  bed? 
Or  dy  pollution,  not  for  f'j'O-  of  stain. 
But  that  some  statute  tells  us  to  refrain? 
The  grosser  lierd  in  ties  like  i  hese  we  bind, 
In  virtue's  freedom  moves  th'  enligiiten'd  mind." 

"  Man's  heart  <leceives  him."  said  a  friend. — "  Of  course,'' 
Replied  t!ie  Youth:  "  but  has  it  jxiwer  to  force? 
Unless  it  forces,  call  it  as  you  will, 
Li  is  but  wish,  and  proneness  to  the  ill." 

'Art   iio;;  not  tempted".:'" — "  Do  I  fa'  ?"  said  Shore— 
"  The  p  u-e  have  f-'llea. ' — "  Then  are  i  u-ii  no  man-- 
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t^iile  Reason  RTiides  itie,  I  Fball  walK  angM, 
Nor  neeci  a  steadier  hand,  or  stronger  lijiht; 
Nor  this  in  dread  of  awful  threats.  de.«i;;n'd 
For  the  weak  6i)irit  and  the  grovling  mind; 
But  that,  enga^'ed  by  thoughts  and  •v\e\y»  Publim* 
I  wage  free  war  with  grossness  and  with  crime." 
Thus  look'd  he  proudly  on  the  vulgar  crew, 
Whom  statutes  govern,  and  whom  fears  subdue. 

Faith,  with  his  virtue,  he  indeed  profess'd, 
But  doubts  deprived  his  ardent  mind  of  rest; 
Reason,  his  sovereign  mistress,  faiTd  to  show, 
Light  through  the  mazes  of  the  world  below: 
Questions  arose,  and  they  surjiass'd  the  skill 
Of  his  sole  aid,  and  would  be  dubious  still; 
These  to  discuss  he  sought  no  common  guide, 
But  to  the  doubters  in  his  doubts  applied; 
\\hcn  all  together  might  in  freedom  speak. 
And  their  loved  truth  with  mutual  ardour  seek- 
Alas!  though  men  who  feel  their  eyes  decay. 
Take  more  than  common  pains  to  find  their  way, 
Yet,  when  for  this  they  ask  each  other's  aid. 
Their  mutual  puqiose  is  the  more  delay 'd: 
Of  all  their  doubts,  their  reasoning  clear "d  not  OM 
Still  the  same  spots  were  present  in  the  sun; 
fctill  the  same  scruples  haunted  Edward's  mind. 
Who  found  no  rest,  nor  took  the  means  to  find. 

But  though  with  shaken  faith,  and  slave  to  fam 
Vain  and  aspiring  on  the  world  he  came; 
Yet  was  he  studious,  serious,  moral,  grave, 
N<i  passion's  victim,  and  no  system's  slave: 
Vice  he  opposed,  indulgence  lie  disdain'd, 
And  o'er  each  sense  in  conscious  triumph  reign'd. 
Who  often  reads,  will  sometimes  wish  to  write, 
And  Shore  would  yield  instruction  and  delight: 
A  serious  drama  he  design  d,  but  found 
'T  was  tedious  travelling  in  that  gloomy  ground; 
A  deep  and  solemn  story  he  would  try, 
But  grew  ashamed  of  ghosts,  and  laid  it  by; 
Sermons  he  wrote,  but  they  who  knew  his  creed. 
Or  knew  it  not.  were  ill  disjKJsed  to  read; 
And  he  would  lastly  be  the  nation  s  guide. 
But,  studying,  fail'd"  to  fix  upon  a  side;  ^ 
fame  he  desired,  and  talents  he  possess'd. 
But  loved  not  labour,  tliough  he  could  not  m^ 
Nor  firmly  fix  tlie  vacillating  mind, 
That,  ever  working,  could  no  centre  find. 

'Tis  thus  a  sanguine  reader  loves  to  trace 
The  Nile  fortli  rushing  on  his  glorioos  r«oej 
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Calm  and  secnre  the  fancied  traveller  goe» 

Through  sterile  deserts  and  by  threat'ning  foee; 

He  thinks  not  then  of  Afiic's  scorcliinK  sands, 

Til'  Arahian  sea,  the  Abyssinian  bands; 

Fasils  and  Michaels,  and  the  robbers  all, 

Wliom  we  politely  chiefs  and  heroes  call: 

He  of  success  alone  delights  to  think, 

He  views  that  fo-Jiit.  lie  stands  upon  the  brink, 

And  dnnks  a  fancied  draufrlit,  exulting  so  to  drink. 

In  his  own  room,  and  with  iiis  books  around, 
His  lively  niirid  its  chief  employment  found- 
Then  idly  busy,  quietly  employ  d, 
And,  loKt  to  life,  his  visions  were  enjoy'd: 
Yet  still  he  took  a  keen  enquiring  view 
Of  all  that  crowds  neglect,  desire,  pursue; 
And  thus  abstracted,  curious,  still,  serene, 
He  unomjiluy'd,  beheld  life  s  shifting  scene; 
Still  more  averse  from  vulgar  joys  and  carea, 
Still  more  unfitted  for  the  world's  affairs. 

There  was  a  house  where  Edw.ord  ofttimes  went, 
And  social  hours  in  pleasant  trifling  spent: 
He  read,  conversed,  and  reason  d,  sang  and  plav'«' 
And  all  were  happy  while  the  idler  stay'd; 
Too  happy  one!  for  thence  arose  the  pain 
Till  this  engaging  trillcr  came  again. 

But  did  he  love?     We  answer,  day  by  day, 
The  loving  feet  would  take  th'  accustom  d  way, 
The  amorous  eye  would  rove  as  if  in  quest 
Of  something  rare,  and  on  the  mansion  rest; 
The  same  sofl  passion  touch'd  the  gentle  tongue, 
And  Anna's  charms  in  tender  notes  were  sung; 
The  ear,  too,  seem'd  to  feel  the  common  flame, 
Soothed  and  delighted  with  the  fair  one's  name; 
And  thus  as  love  each  other  part  possess'd, 
The  heart,  no  doubt,  its  sovereign  power  confess'd. 

Pleased  in  her  siglit,  the  Youth  required  no  more| 
Not  rich  himself,  he  saw  the  damsel  poor; 
And  he  too  wisely,  nay,  too  kindly  loved, 
To  pain  the  being  whom  his  soul  ajiproved- 

A  serious  Friend  our  cautious  Youth  possess'd, 
And  at  his  table  s;»t  a  welcome  guest ; 
Both  unemployd,  it  was  their  chief  delight 
To  reail  what  free  and  daring  authors  write, 
Authors  who  loved  from  common  views  to  soar, 
And  seek  the  fountains  never  traced  before: 
Tnitb  they  profess'd,  yet  often  left  the  true 
And  beaten  prospect,  for  the  wild  and  new. 
His  chosen  friend  his  fiftieth  year  had  Boeo, 
His  fortune  easy,  and  his  air  serene: 
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Deist  and  atheist  call'd:  for  few  airreed 
What  were  liis  notions,  principles,  or  creed 
His  mind  reposed  not,  for  he  hated  rest 
But  all  tilings  made  a  query  or  a  jest; 
Perplex'J  himself,  he  ever  sought  to  prove. 
That  man  is  doom'd  in  endless  doubt  to  rove* 
Himself  in  darknc?"*  he  profess 'd  to  be. 
And  would  maintain  that  not  a  man  could  see. 

The  youthful  Friend,  dissentient,  reason'd  still 
Of  the  soul's  prowess,  and  the  subject-will; 
Of  virtues  beauty,  and  of  honour  s  force, 
And  a  warm  zeal  gave  life  to  his  discourse: 
Since  from  his  feelings  all  his  fire  arose, 
And  he  had  interest  in  the  theme  she  chose. 

The  Friend,  indulging  a  sarcastic  smile, 
S:ud — "  Dear  enthusiast  I  thou  wilt  change  thy  style 
When  man's  delusions,  errors,  crimes,  deceit, 
No  more  distress  thee,  and  no  longer  cheat." 

Yet,  io!  this  cautious  man,  so  coolly  wise, 
On  a  young  Beauty  fix'd  unguarded  eyes; 
And  her  he  married:  Kdward  at  the  ^^ew 
Bade  to  his  cheerful  visits  long  adieu; 
But  haply  err'd,  for  this  engaging  bride 
No  mirth  suppress'd,  but  rather  cause  supplied: 
And  when  she  saw  the  friends,  by  reasoning  long, 
Confused  if  right,  and  positive  if  \\Tong, 
With  playful  speech  and  smile,  that  spoke  delight, 
She  made  them  careless  both  of  wrong  and  right. 

This  gentle  damsel  gave  consent  to  wed, 
With  school  .and  school-day  dinners  in  her  head: 
She  now  was  promised  choice  of  daintiest  food. 
And  costly  dress,  that  made  her  sovereign  good; 
With  walks  on  hilly  heath  to  banish  spleen, 
And  summer-visits  when  the  roads  were  clean. 
All  these  s'le  loved,  to  these  she  gave  consent, 
And  she  was  mairied  to  her  heart's  content 

Their  manner  this — the  Friends  together  read. 
Till  books  a  cause  for  disputation  bred : 
Debate  then  follow  d,  and  the  vapour  d  cliild 
Declared  they  argued  till  her  lie.ad  was  .vild; 
And  strange  to  her  it  was  that  mortal  brain 
Could  seek  the  trial,  or  endure  the  pain. 

Then  as  the  Friend  reposed,  the  younger  patt 
Sat  down  to  cards,  and  playd  besides  his  chair- 
Till  he  awaking,  to  his  books  applied, 
Or  heard  the  music  of  th"  ol>edient  bride: 
If  mild  the  evening,  in  the  fields  they  stray'd, 
And  theij-  own  dock  with  pai-tial  eye  sunrey'd 
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But  oft  tha  husband,  to  indulgence  prone, 
Rer.umed  his  book,  and  bside  them  walk  alone. 
"  I^o,  mv  kind  Edward!   I  inun  take  niiiic  cuae, 
Name  the  dear  prl,  the  planets  and  tlic  trees; 
Tell  her  what  warblers  pour  their  evening  soug, 
What  insects  Hutter,  as  you  walk  alon;j; 
Teach  her  to  Hx  the  rovin<j  thouchts  to  bind 
The  waiiderini;  scn.se,  and  inctho<iise  the  niind." 

This  was  ubcy'd;  and  ul't  when  this  wiu  done^ 
Ihey  ciihuly  giued  on  the  declining  sun; 
In  silence  saw  the  glowing  landscape  fade. 
Or,  sitting,  sang  benciith  the  arbour's  shade: 
Till  rose  the  moon,  and  on  each  youthful  fac« 
Shed  a  soft  beauty,  and  a  dangerous  grace. 

When  the  young  Wife  beheld  in  long  debate 
The  friends,  all  careless  as  she  seeming  sate; 
It  soon  appear  d,  there  was  in  one  combined 
The  nobler  person,  and  the  rioher  mind- 
He  wore  no  wig.  no  grisly  beard  was  seen. 
And  none  liehi'ld  him  carek'ss  or  unclean; 
Or  watch'd  him  sleeping.     We  indee<l  hare  heard 
Of  sleeping  boauty,  and  it  has  appear'd: 
'T  is  seen  in  infaiits — there  indeed  we  find 
The  features  soften'd  by  the  slumbering  mind; 
But  other  beauties,  when  disposed  to  sleep. 
Should  from  the  eye  of  keen  inspector  keep: 
The  lovely  nymph  who  wouhl  her  swain  sur|>riM 
May  close  her  mouth,  but  not  conceal  tier  eyes; 
Sleep  from  the  fairest  face  soiue  beauty  takes. 
And  all  the  homely  features  homelier  makes; 
So  thought  our  wife,  beholding  with  a  sigh 
Her  sleeping  spouse,  and  tdward  smiling  by. 

A  sick  relation  for  the  husband  sent; 
Without  delay  the  friendly  sceptic  went; 
Nor  fear'd  the  youthful  pair,  for  he  had  seen 
The  wife  untroubled,  and  the  friend  serene; 
No  selfish  purpose  in  his  ro\-ing  eyes. 
No  vile  deception  in  her  fond  replies: 
So  judged  the  husband,  and  with  judgment  tme, 
For  neither  yet  the  guilt  or  danger  knew. 

What  now  remain  d?  but  they  again  should  p'.ay 
Th'  accustomed  gjxme,  and  wjilk  th"  accustom'd  w»^ ; 
With  careless  freedom  should  converse  or  read. 
And  the  Friend's  absence  neither  fe:ir  nor  bee<l: 
But  rather  now  they  seem'd  confused,  constr.uii'd; 
Witiin  their  TXim  still  restii-ss  they  remain  d, 
Aiid  paiui'uUy  tlicy  tult,  and  knew  e:u.-h  other  poia'd.-^ 
L 
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Ah,  foolish  men!  liow  could  ye  thus  depend. 
One  on  liiinwilf,  the  other  on  his  frieiul? 

The  Youth  with  trouhied  eye  tiie  ia<ly  «aw,    . 
Yet  felt  too  brave,  too  daring  to  withdraw; 
While  she,  with  tuneless  hand  tiie  jarnna;  keyt 
Touching,  was  not  one  moment  sit  her  ea-e: 
Now  would  she  walk,  and  call  her  friendly  guides 
Now  speak  of  rain,  and  cast  her  cloak  aside, 
Seize  on  a  book,  unconscious  what  she  read. 
And  restless  still  to  ne^v  resources  fled; 
Then  laughd  aloud,  then  tried  to  look  serene; 
And  ever  changed,  and  every  change  was  seen. 

Painful  it  is  to  dwell  on  deeds  of  shame — 
The  trying  day  was  past,  another  came; 
The  third  was  all  remorse,  confusion,  dreaa 
And  (all  too  late!)  the  Hillen  hero  fled. 

Then  felt  the  Youth,  in  that  seducing  time. 
How  feebly  Honour  guards  the  heart  from  crime 
Small  is  his  native  strength;  man  needs  the  stay 
The  strength  imparted  in  the  trying  day; 
For  all  that  Honour  brings  against  the  force 
Of  headlong  pa>sion.  aids  its  rapid  course; 
Its  slight  resistance  but  provokes  the  fire 
As  wood-work  stops  the  flame,  and  then  conveys  it  liigbes 

The  Husband  came;  the  wife  by  guilt  niaile  bold 
Had,  meeting,  soothed  him,  as  in  days  of  old; 
But  soon  this  fact  transpired;   her  strong  distress, 
And  his  Friend  s  absence,  left  him  nought  to  guess. 

Still  cool,  '.hough  grieved,  thus  prudence  bade  lua 
write — 

"  I  cannot  pardon,  and  I  will  not  fight; 
Thou  art  too  poor  a  culprit  for  the  laws. 
And  I  too  faulty  to  support  my  cause. 
All  must  be  punish'd;  I  must  sigh  alone. 
At  home  thy  victim  for  her  guilt  atone; 
Ajid  thou,  unhappy!  virtuous  now  no  more, 
Must  loss  of  fame,  peace,  purity  deplore; 
Sinners  with  praise  will  pierce  thee  to  the  heart. 
And  saints  deriding,  tell  thee  what  thou  art.' 

Such  was  his  fall;  and  Kdward,  from  that  time, 
Felt  in  full  force  the  censtire  and  the  crime — 
Despis'd,  ashamVl;  his  noble  views  before. 
And  his  proud  thoughts,  degriuled  him  the  more: 
Should  he  repent — would  that  conceal  his  shameF 
Could  peace  be  his?      It  perished  with  bis  fame: 
Himself  he  scom'd,  nor  could  his  crime  forgive; 
He  fieai''d  to  die,  yet  felt  asham'd  to  live: 
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Grieved,  but  not  contrite  was  his  heart;  oppress d, 

Not  broken;  not  coiiverted,  but  distress'd; 

Mm  wanted  will  to  l>eiid  tlu  stubborn  knee, 

He  wanted  ligiit  the  cause  of  ill  to  see,  .      ,  ,  . 

To  learn  how  frail  is  man,  how  humble  then  shouJil  M 

For  faith  he  had  not,  or  a  faith  too  weak 

To  gain  the  help  that  humbled  sinners  seek; 

Else  had  he  pray  d— to  an  ofTended  God 

His  tears  had  flown  a  penitential  flood; 

Though  far  astray,  he  would  have  heard  thc^call 

Of  mercv— "  Come!  return,  thou  prodigal;" 

Than,  though  confused,  distress'd,  ashamed,  afraid. 

Still  had  the  trembling  penitent  obey'd; 

Though  faith  ha<l  faintud,  when  assail'd  by  fear, 

Hope  to  the  soul  had  whisperM,  "  Persevere. 

Till  in  his  Father's  house  an  humbled  guest, 

He  would  have  foimd  forgiveness,  comfort,  rest 

But  all  this  joy  Wiis  to  our  Youth  denied 
By  his  fierce  passions,  and  his  daring  pride; 
Ajid  shame  and  doubt  impell'd  him  in  a  course. 
Once  so  abhor 'd,  with  unresisted  force. 
Proud  minds  and  guilty,  whom  their  crimes  oppre9^ 
Fly  to  new  crimes  for  comfort  and  redress; 
So  found  our  fallen  Youth  a  short  relief" 
In  wine,  the  opiate  guilt  appears  to  grief.— 
From  fleeting  mirth  that  o'er  the  bottle  lives, 
From  tlie  false  joy  its  inspinition  gives-, 
And  from  associates  pleased  to  find  a  friend. 
With  powers  to  lead  them,  glad.len,  and  defend. 
In  all  those  scenes  where  tnuisieiit  case  is  found. 
For  minds  whom  sins  oppress,  and  sorrows  wound. 

Wine  is  like  anger;  for  it  makes  us  strong, 
BUnd  and  impatient,  and  it  leads  us  wrong; 
The  strensth  is  quickly  lost,  we  feel  the  error  long; 
Thus  led,  thus  strengthen'd,  in  an  enl  cause, 
For  fotlv  pleading,  sought  the  Youth  applause; 
Sad  for  "a  time,  then  cloipiently  wild. 
He  gaily  spoke  as  his  companion  smiled; 
Lightly  he  rose,  and  with  l.is  fonner  grace 
Proposed  some  doubt,  and  argued  on  the  case; 
Fate  and  fore-knowleilge  were  his  favourite  themet- 
How  vain  man's  purpose,  how  absurd  his  scheme*: 
"  Whatever  is,  was  ere  our  birth  decreed; 
We  think  our  actions  from  ourselves  proceed. 
And  idly  we  lament  th"  inevitable  deed; 
It  seems  our  own,  but  there's  a  power  above 
Directs  the  motion,  ay,  that  makes  us  movaj 
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Nor  good  nor  e>nl  can  you  beings  name, 
Who  are  but  rooks  and  castles  in  the  game; 
Superior  natures  witli  tl:eir  puppets  J>lay, 
Till,  bagg'd  or  buried,  all  are  swept  away." 

Such  were  the  notions  of  a  mind  to  ill 
Now  prone,  but  ardent,  and  determined  still  ; 
Of  joy  now  eager,  as  before  of  fame. 
And  screen'd  by  folly  when  assail'd  by  sliame, 
Deeply  he  sank ;  obey  d  each  passion's  call, 
And  used  his  reason  to  defend  them  all. 

Shall  I  proceea,  and  step  by  step  relate 
The  odious  progress  of  a  Sinner's  fate? 
No — let  me  rather  hasten  to  the  time 
(Sure  to  arrive!)  when  misery  waits  on  crime. 

With  Virtue,  prudence  fled;  what  Shore  poftsesa'd 
Was  sold,  was  spent,  and  he  was  now  distress'd; 
And  Want,  unwelcome  stranger,  pale  and  wan, 
Met  with  her  haggard  looks  the  hun-ied  man; 
Ills  pride  felt  keenly  what  he  must  expect 
From  useless  pity  and  from  cold  neglect. 

Struck  by  new  terrors,  from  his  friends  he  fle<l. 
And  wept  his  woes  upon  a  restless  bed; 
Retiring  late,  at  early  hour  to  rise. 
With  shrunken  features,  and  with  bloodshot  eyea 
If  sleep  one  moment  closed  the  dismal  view, 
Fancy  her  terrors  built  upon  the  true: 
And  night  and  day  had  their  alternate  woes, 
That  baffled  pleasure,  and  that  mock'd  repose; 
Till  to  despair  and  anguish  was  consign 'd 
The  wreck  and  ruin  of  a  noble  mind. 

Now  seized  for  debt,  and  lodged  within  a  jmI, 
He  tried  his  friendships,  and  he  found  them  fail; 
Then  fail'd  his  spirits,  and  his  thoughts  were  all 
Fix'd  on  his  sins,  his  sufferings,  and  his  fall; 
His  ruffled  mind  was  pictured  in  his  face, 
Once  the  fair  seat  of  dignity  and  grace: 
Great  was  the  danger  of  a  man  so  prone 
To  think  of  madness,  and  to  think  alone; 
Yet  pride  still  lived,  and  struggled  to  sustms 
The  drooping  spirit,  and  the  ronng  brain: 
But  this  too  fail'd:  a  Friend  his  freedom  gave, 
And  sent  him  help  the  threat'ning  world  to  brave 
Gave  solid  counsel  what  to  seek  or  flee. 
But  still  would  stranger  to  his  person  be: 
In  vain !  the  truth  determined  to  exfilore. 
He  traced  the  Friend  whom  he  had  wrong'd  befura^ 

This  was  too  much ;  both  aided  and  ad%'ised 
By  cue  who  shunn'd  him,  pitied,  and  despised: 
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rie  bore  it  not;  't  wns  a  (lcci<linR  stroke, 
Ami  on  liis  reason  like  a  torrent  broke: 
In  thcadfiil  stillness  he  a])i.eiir'(l  awhile, 
With  vacant  horror  and  a  pliastly  smile; 
Then  rose  at  once  into  the  fniiitic  rajre. 
That  force  coiitroU'd  not,  nor  could  love  assna;?«. 
Frionds  now  apjicar'd.  but  in  the  Man  was  *e<m 
The  an<;ry  Maniac,  with  vindictive  mien; 
Too  late  their  pity  Rave  to  care  and  skill 
The  hurried  mind  and  ever-wanderinji  will; 
Uimoticcd  pass'd  all  time,  and  not  a  ray 
or  reason  broke  on  his  benij;hted  way; 
Hut  now  he  spurn  d  the  sVaw  in  pure  disdain. 
And  now  lau^'h  d  loudly  at  the  clinkin;;  cliaia. 

Then  as  its  wrath  sul»sided,  by  decrees 
Ttic  mind  sank  slowly  to  infantine  ease; 
To  plavl'ul  folly,  and  to  causeless  joy, 
SiK-ech"  without  aim,  and  without  end,  employ} 
He  drew  fantastic  (inures  on  tlie  wall, 
And  nave  some  wild  relation  of  them  all; 
With  brutal  shape  he  join  d  the  human  face, 
And  idiot  smiles  approved  the  motley  nu^e. 

Harmless  at  length  th"  unhappy  man  was  fcnnd. 
The  spirit  settled,  but  the  reiison  drown'd; 
And  all  the  dreadful  temjMjst  died  away, 
To  the  dull  stillness  of  the  misty  day. 

And  now  his  freedom  he  attain'd,— if  free 
The  lost  to  reason,  truth,  and  hope  can  be; 
His  friends,  or  wearied  with  the  charge,  or  sure 
The  harmless  wretch  was  now  beyond  a  cure, 
Gave  him  to  wander  where  he  ple;ysed,  and  find 
His  own  resources  tor  the  eager  mind: 
The  plavful  children  of  the  place  he  meets, 
Playful  "with  them  he  rambles  through  the  streets 
In  all  they  need,  his  stronger  arm  he  lends, 
And  his  lost  mind  to  these  approving  friends. 

That  gentle  Maid,  whom  once  the  Youth  ha^l  loved, 
Is  noAv  with  mild  religious  pity  moved; 
Kindly  she  chides  his  lavish  Hights.  while  ho 
Will  for  a  moment  fix  d  and  pensive  be; 
And  as  she  treml.ling  speaks,  his  lively  eyes 
Kxpiore  her  looks,  he  list<.'ns  to  her  sighs;        _ 
Charm 'd  bv  her  voice,  th"  harmonious  sounds  uivadt 
His  clouded  mind,  and  for  a  time  persuade: 
Like  a  pleased  infant,  who  has  newly  caught 
From  the  maternal  glance  a  gleam  of  thought; 
He  stands  enrapt,  tho  half  known  voice  to  hear, 
And  starts,  half  conscious,  at  the  falling  taw. 
1.S 
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Rarely  from  town,  nor  then  unwatoh'd,  Iw  £"»% 
In  clarkor  iiioud,  as  il'  to  hide  Ids  woes; 
Keturuiiij;  soon,  ho  with  iuipuM'ince  seeks 
Uis  youtiil'iil  friends,  and  shouts,  and  bing!>,  and  epeakl 
Speaks  a  wild  siieocli  with  action  all  as  wild — 
The  children  s  leader,  and  himself  a  cMld; 
He  spins  tlicir  top,  or,  at  their  biddings,  bends 
His  back,  wldle  o'er  it  leap  his  laughing  trieiids; 
Simple  ami  NN'eak,  he  acts  the  boy  oac«  taam 
4iid  beedic.is  children  oail  bim  Siiln  SAjfv. 
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—^—  Soch  smiling  ro(fiies  as  these, 
Like  rats,  ofl  bite  the  holy  curds  ia  twajn. 
Too  iiitrinsicute  f  luUooso  f^ar. 


If  T  do  not  have  pity  upon  her,  I  'm  a  riUaini 
if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  uju  a  Jew. 

Much  Auo  about  Nolhing, 

Women  are  soft.  mOil,  pitiable,  OeiiMe  • 

But  tliou  art  obaurute,  Uiuty,  roujjh,  remorseless. 

lieurj  VI, 

Sqciuk  Thomas  flatterd  long  a  wcaltliy  Aunt, 
IVho  kit  hiin  all  timt  s-I.e  could  give  or  gniiit; 
Ten  ye-irs  he  tried,  with  all  his  cralt  and  skill. 
To  fix  the  sovereign  lady's  varying  will; 
'1  en  years  enduring  at  her  board  to  sit, 
He  meekly  listen'd  to  her  tales  and  wit; 
He  took  the  meanes:  office  man  can  take, 
And  his  aunt's  vices  for  .her  money's  sake: 
By  many  a  threat'ning  hiiu'  she  waked  Lis  fear, 
And  he  was  ]iaind  to  see  a  rival  near; 
Yet  all  the  taunts  of  her  conteniituous  pride 
He  bore,  nor  found  his  grov'ling  spirit  tried; 
Nay,  when  she  wjsh'd  his  parents  to  traduce, 
Fawning  he  sniile'd,  and  justice  call'd  th   abuse: 
"  They  taught  you  nothing;  arc  you  not,  at  best,* 
Said  the  ])ioud  Dame,  "a  triller  and  a  jest? 
Confess  yoii  are  a  fool!  '  — hobowd  arid  he  confewU 

'1  his  vex'd  him  much.  I  ut  could  not  always  last 
The  dame  is  b>n-ied,  and  the  trial  past. 

There  was  a  female,  who  had  courted  Ion" 
Her  cousin's  gifts,  and  deeply  fell  the  wrojig*- 
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By  a  vfiiii  lioy  forbifMen  to  attend 

The  |)riviito  councils  of  licr  wciiltliy  friend. 

Slie  vow'il  rcvi'ii!;e,  nor  slioiild  timt  crafty  boy 

In  triuinpli  undistinlj'd  his  sjioils  enjoy : 

He  lieanl,  he  smiled,  and  when  the  Will  was  read 

Kindly  dismissed  the  Kindred  of  the  dead; 

"  The  dear  deceased,"  he  call'd  her,  and  the  crowd 

Moved  off  with  curses  deep  and  threat'nings  loud. 

The  Youth  retired,  and.  with  a  mind  at  ease, 
Found  he  was  rich,  and  fancied  he  must  please: 
He  might  have  pleased,  and  to  his  comfort  found 
The  wife  lie  wislfd,  if  he  had  sought  around; 
For  there  were  lasses  of  his  own  degree, 
With  no  more  liatred  to  the  state  than  he: 
But  he  had  courted  spleen  and  age  so  long, 
His  heart  refused  to  woo  the  fair  and  young; 
So  long  attended  on  caprice  and  whim, 
He  thought  attention  now  was  due  to  him; 
And  as  his  flattery  pleased  the  wealthy  Dame, 
Heir  to  the  wealth,  he  might  the  flatter}'  claim, 
But  this  the  fair,  with  one  accord,  denied. 
Nor  waved  for  man's  caprice  the  sex's  pride: 
There  is  a  season  when  to  them  is  due 
Worship  aiid  awe,  and  they  will  claim  it  too: 
"  Fathers,"  they  cry,  "  long  bold  us  in  their  chaill, 
Nay,  tyrant  brotliers  claim  a  right  to  reign; 
Uncles  and  guanlians  we  in  turn  obey, 
And  husbands  rule  with  ever-during  sway; 
Short  is  the  time  when  lovers  at  the  feet 
Of  beauty  kneel,  and  own  the  slavery  sweet; 
And  shall  we  this  our  triumph,  this  the  aim 
And  boast  of  female  power,  forbear  to  claim? 
No!  wc  demand  that  homage,  that  respect, 
Or  the  proud  rebel  punish  and  reject." 

Our  Hero,  still  too  indolent,  too  nice. 
To  pay  for  beauty  the  accustom'd  price. 
No  less  forbofe  t'  address  the  humbler  maid, 
Who  might  have  yielded  with  the  price  unpaid; 
But  lived,  himself  to  humour  and  to  please, 
To  count  his  money,  and  enjoy  his  ease. 

It  plcaseil  a  neighbouring  "squire  to  recommend, 
A  faithful  youth,  as  servant  to  his  friend; 
Kay,  more  than  servant,  whom  he  praised  for  parts 
Ductile  yet  strong,  and  for  the  best  of  hearts; 
One  who  niiglit  ease  him  in  his  small  all'aira 
With  tenants,  tradesmen,  taxes  and  repau-s, 
Answer  his  letters,  look  to  all  his  dues, 
Alii  cntcrtaia  him  with  discomse  and  newh 
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The  'Squire  believed,  and  found  the  trusted  yojth 
A  very  |);utcrn  (or  his  c.ire  and  truth; 
Not  for  his  virtues  to  be  praised  alone, 
But  for  n  tr.odest  mein  and  hinnl)le  tone; 
Assenting  always,  but  as  if  he  meant 
Only  to  strenj;tii  of  reasons  to  assent: 
For  was  lie  stubborn,  aiul  retain'd  his  doubt, 
Till  the  more  subtle  'Squire  had  forced  it  out; 
"  Nay,  stil'  was  rif^ht,  but  he  jicrceived  that  strong 
Aad  powerful  miiifls  could  make  the  ri;;lit  the  wroi  g." 

When  the  'Squire's  thoughts  on  fome  fair  damsel  dwct. 
The  faithful  Friend  his  apprehensions  felt; 
It  would  rejoice  his  faithfu^  heart  to  liud 
A  lady  suited  to  his  master's  mind; 
But  who  deserved  that  luaster?  who  would  prove 
That  hers  was  ])ure,  uninterested  love? 
AltiiOV^.'h  a  servant,  he  would  scorn  to  take 
A  countess,  till  she  sull'er'd  for  his  sake; 
Some  tender  sjiirit,  humble,  faithful,  true 
Such,  my  dear  master!  must  be  sought  for  you 
Six  months  had  pass'd,  aiul  not  a  lady  seen, 
With  just  this  love,  'twixt  filly  and  lifteen; 
All  seem'd  his  d'Wtrine  or  his  pride  to  shun. 
All  would  be  woo'tl,  before  they  would  be  won; 
When  the  chance  naming  of  a  race  and  fair, 
Our  'Squire  disposed  to  take  his  pleasure  there: 
The  Friend  profess'd,  "  although  he  first  began 
To  hint  the  thing,  it  seem'd  a  thoughtless  plan; 
The  roads,  ho  fear'd,  were  foul,  the  days  were  short 
Tiie  village  far,  and  yet  there  might  be  sport." 

"  What!  you  of  roads  and  starless  nightj  afmid* 
You  think  to  govern!  you  to  be  obey'd! '' 
Smiling  he  sjioke,  the  luunble  Friend  declared 
llis  soul's  obedience,  and  to  go  prepared. 

The  place  w:u«  distant,  but  with  great  delight 
Tlu-y  saw  a  race,  and  liail'd  the  glorious  sight: 
The  'Squire  exulted,  and  dcclareil  the  ride 
Had  amply  paid,  and  he  was  satislied. 
They  gazeil,  they  feasted,  and,  in  happy  mood, 
Homeward  retuvu'd,  and  hastening  as  they  rode: 
For  short  the  day,  and  sudden  was  the  change 
From  light  to  darkness,  and  the  way  was  straiigot 
Our  hero  soon  grew  peevish,  then  distrcss'd; 
He  dreaded  darkness,  autl  he  sigh'd  for  rest: 
Going  they  pass'd  a  village;  but  alas! 
Returning  saw  no  village  to  repass; 
The  'Squire  remember'd  too  a  noble  hall. 
Largo  as  a  charcli,  aud  whiter  theu  its  wall: 
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riiis  lie  liad  noticed  as  they  rode  along, 
And  justly  reason'd  that  tlieir  road  \s-as  wro'ig 
Genrije,  lull  of  awe,  was  modest  in  re]>ly— 
"  Tlia  fiiult  was  his,  't  was  folly  to  deuy; 
Ai:d  of  liis  master's  salety  were  lie  sure, 
There  was  no  grievanee  lie  would  not  endure." 
This  made  his  peace  with  the  relenting 'S(jtiira, 
Whose  thoughts  j'et  dwelt  on  suiijier  and  a  lire, 
When  as  they  reach'd  a  long  and  pleasant  green, 
Dwellings  of  men,  and  next  a  man,  were  seen. 

"  My  friend,"  said  George,  "to  travellers  astray 
Point  out  an  inn,  and  guide  us  on  the  way.' 

Tlie  man  look'd  up;  "  Surprising!  can  it  be 
My  master  s  son?  as  I'm  alive,  't  is  he." 

"  Mow!  Robin,"  George  replied,  "and  are  we  near 
My  father  s  house?  how  strangely  things  appear!^ 
Dear  sir,  though  wanderers,  we  at  last  are  right- 
Let  us  proceed,  and  glad  my  father's  sight: 
We  shall  at  least  be  fairly  lodged  aud  fed, 
I  can  ensure  a  supper  and  a  k  i; 
Let  us  this  night,  as  one  of  pleasure  date. 
And  of  surprise:  it  is  an  act  of  Kate." 
''  Go  on,"  the  'Squire  in  li.appy  tem])cr  cried; 
"  I  like  such  blunder!   I  approve  such  guide." 

They  ride,  they  halt,  the  Farmer  comes  in  h.aste. 
Then  tells  his  wife  how  much  their  house  is  graced, 
They  bless  the  chance,  they  praise  the  lucky  sou, 
That  caused  the  error — nay!  it  w.os  not  one; 
But  their  good  fortune — cheerful  grew  the  'Squire, 
Who  found  dependents,  flattery,  wine,  and  fire; 
He  heard  the  jack  turn  round;  the  busy  dame 
Produced  her  damask;  and  with  sui)per  came 
The  Daughter,  drcss'd  with  care,  and  full  of  maiden-shame 

Surjirised,  our  hero  saw  the  air  and  dress, 
Aud  strove  his  admiration  to  c.\press; 
Nay!  felt  it  too — for  Harriot  was,  in  truth, 
A  tall  fair  beauty  in  the  bloom  of  youth; 
And  from  the  pleasure  and  surprise,  a  grace 
Adorn'd  the  blooming  damsel's  form  and  face; 
Then,  too,  such  high  respect  and  duty  paid 
By  all — such  silent  reverence  in  the  maid; 
Vent'ring  with  caution,  yet  with  haste,  a  glance; 
Loth  to  retire,  yet  trembling  to  advance, 
Appe  ir'd  the  nymph,  and  in  her  gentle  guest 
Stirr'd  soft  emotions  till  the  hour  of  rest: 
Sweet  was  his  sleep,  and  in  the  morn  again 
He  felt  a  mLxture  of  delight  aud'  pain: 


I 
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■  IIow  fair,  hew  gentle,"  snid  the  'Squire,  "  how  ma*^ 

And  yet  how  sprijjhtly,  when  disposed  to  speaicl 

N:itnrc  has  hlessd  lier  form,  and  Hcavea  her  miad. 

But  in  licr  favours  Fortune  is  unkind; 

Poor  is  tiie  maid — nay,  poor  she  cannot  prove 

Who  is  enrich'd  witli  Ivauty,  worth,  and  love." 

The  'Squire  arose,  with  no  precise  intent 
To  go  or  stay — unp?rtain  wiiat  he  meant: 
He  moved  to  part— they  bejrii'd  iiim  first  to  dine; 
And  wiio  could  tlien  escajM;  from  Love  and  Winof 
As  came  tiie  uij;lit,  more  charming  p-ew  the  Fair 
And  seein'd  to  watch  him  with  a  two-fold  care: 
On  tiie  third  morn,  resolvini;  not  to  stay, 
Tliou<;h  urged  by  Ix)ve,  he  bravely  rode  away. 

Arrived  at  home,  three  pensive  days  he  £;ave 
To  feelings  fond  and  meditations  grave; 
Lovely  she  was,  and  if  he  <lid  not  err. 
As  fond  of  him  as  his  fond  heart  of  her; 
Still  he  delay 'd,  unable  to  decide. 
Which  was  the  nuuster-passion,  Love  or  pride: 
He  sometimes  wonder'd  how  his  friend  could  mak^ 
And  then  exulted  in,  the  night's  mistake; 
Had  she  but  fortune,  "  doubtless  then,"  he  cried, 
"  Some  happier  man  had  won  the  wealtiiy  bride." 

While  thus  he  hung  in  balr^ice,  now  inclined 
To  change  his  state,  and  then  to  change  iiis  mind,— 
That  cai-eless  George  dropp'd  idly  on  tlie  ground 
A  letter,  which  his  crafty  master  found; 
The  stupid  youth  confess'd  his  fault,  and  pray'd 
The  gen'rous  'Squire  to  spare  a  gentle  maid; 
Of  whom  her  tender  mother,  full  of  fears. 
Had  written  much — "  She  caught  her  oft  in  tears, 
For  ever  thinking  on  a  youth  above 
Her  hmn'tile  fortune — still  she  own'd  not  love; 
Nor  can  define,  dear  girl !  the  cherish'd  pain, 
But  would  rejoice  to  see  the  cause  again: 
That  neighbouring  youth,  whom  she  endured  before, 
She  now  rejects,  and  will  behold  no  more; 
Raised  by  her  passion,  she  no  longer  stoops 
To  her  own  equals,  but  she  pines  and  droops, 
Like  to  a  lily,  on  whose  sweets  the  sun 
Has  withering  g;ized — she  saw  and  was  undone; 
His  wealth  allured  her  not — nor  was  she  moved 
By  his  superior  state,  himself  she  loved; 
So  mild,  so  good,  so  gracious,  so  genteel, — 
But  spare  your  sister,  and  her  love  conceal; 
We  must  the  fault  forgive,  since  she  the  pain  moat  fed 
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"Fault!"  siiidthft  Squire,  "there's  coarsened  in  tliemuM 
That  thus  conceive*  of  feelings  so  rctined; 
Here  end  my  doubto,  nor  bl;ime  yourself,  my  friend,^ 
Fate  made  you  can-less — here  my  dotihts  have  eui 

The  way  is  plain  before  us — there  is  now 
The  Lover's  visit  first,  and  then  the  vow. 
Mutual  and  fond,  the  marriage-rite,  the  Bride 
Brought  to  her  home  witli  all  a  husbands  pride: 
The  'Squire  rewives  the  prize  his  merits  won, 
And  the  glad  parents  leave  the  patron-son. 

'But  in  short  time  he  saw,  with  much  surprise, 
First  gloom,  then  grief  and  then  resentment  rise, 
From  itroud,  commanding  frowns,  and  anger-darting  eyei 
"  Is  there  in  Harriot's  luimblc  mind  this  fire, 
This  fierce  impatience?"  ask'd  the  pnz/.led  Squire; 
"  Has  marriaire  changed  her?  or  the  mask  she  u-ore 
Has  she  tlirown  by,  and  is  herself  once  more?" 

Hour  after  hour,  wlien  clouds  on  clouds  appear, 
Dark  and  more  dark,  we  know  the  tempest  near; 
And  thus  the  frowning  brow,  the  restless  fonn, 
And  threit'ning  glance,  forerun  domestic  storm: 
So  read  the  Husband,  and,  with  troubled  mind. 
Reveal  (1  his  fears—'  My  Love,  I  hope  you  find 
All  here  is  pleasant— but  I  must  confess 
You  seem  offended,  or  in  some  distres.s;  ^ 

Explain  the  giief  vou  feel,  and  leave  me  to  redress. 

"  Leave  it  to  you?"  replied  the  Nymph—"  nideedl 
Wh.at!  to  the  cause  from  whence  the  ills  proceed? 
Good  Heaven!  to  take  me  from  a  pl.ace,  where  I 
Had  every  comfort  underneath  the  sky, 
And  then  immure  me  in  a  gloomy  place, 
With  the  grim  monsters  of  your  ugly  race, 
That  from  their  canvass  staring,  make  me  dread 
Throngii  the  dark  chambers,  where  they  hang,  tc  tread 
No  friend  nor  neighbour  comes  to  give  that  .)oy 
Which  all  things  here  nnist  banish  or  destroy: 
Where  is  the  promised  coach?  the  pleasant  ride? 
Oh!  what  a  fortune  has  a  Fanner's  bride! 
Your  sordid  pride  has  placed  me  .jiist  above 
Your  hired  domestics— and  what  pays  me?  Lovel 
A  selfish  fondness  I  endure  each  hour. 
And  siiare  unwitness'd  pomp,  uneuvied  power; 
I  hear  vour  (oily,  smile  at  your  parade. 
And  see  vour  favourite  dishes  duly  made; 
Then  am"  I  riclily  dress  d  for  you  t'  adnnre, 
Sucli  is  mv  duty  and  my  Lord's  desire; 
la  this  a  liVe  for  youth,  for  health,  for  joy? 
Are  th.(se  my  duties— this  my  l^ase  employ? 
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No!  to  my  fatlior's  lioii«e  wi  i  I  repair, 
And  iniike  your  idle  weaitli  sui)i*)rt  iiie  there; 
Was  it  your  wisii  to  liave  an  liunible  bride 
For  bondage  thrinkfiil?  Curse  u|)ou  y«  ur  pridel 
Was  it  a  slave  you  wanted?     You  sliiUl  see, 
That,  if  not  happy,  I  at  least  ani  free: 
Well,  sir!  your  answer:"— silent  stood  the  'Squire^ 
As  looks  a  miser  at  his  liouse  on  fire; 
Where  all  he  deems  is  vanish  d  in  that  flame, 
Swept  from  the  earth  his  Bubstaiice  and  his  namo; 
S<j,  lost  to  every  promised  ji>y  of  life. 
Our  'Spiirc  stood  gaping  at  his  angry  wife^■^ 
His  fate,  his  ruin,  where  he  saw  it  vain, 
To  hope  for  peace,  pray,  threaten,  or  complain; 
And  thus,  betwixt  his  wonder  at  the  ill 
And  his  despair — there  sto<xl  he  gaping  stilL 
"  Your  answer,  sir! — shall  I  di'|)art  a  spot 
I  tlius  detest?" — "  Oh,  miserable  lot!" 
Exclaim  d  the  man.     "  Oo,  serpent!  nor  remain 
To  sharjien  woo  by  insult  and  disdain: 
A  nest  of  harpies  was  1  dooind  to  meet; 
What  plots,  what  coiiibinatiuns  of  deceit! 
1  see  it  now — all  plann  d.  desigt  d,  contrived; 
Served  by  that  villain — by  this  fury  wived — 
What  fate  is  mine!   What  wisdom,  \nrtue,  truth. 
Can  stand,  if  demons  set  their  traps  for  youth? 
He  lose  his  way!  vile  dog!  he  cannot  lose 
The  way  a  vilfa-n  through  his  life  pursues; 
And  thou,  deceiver!  thou  afraid  to  move. 
And  hiding  close  the  serpent  in  the  dove  I 
I  saw — but,  fated  to  enilure  disgrace, — 
Unheeding  saw.  the  fury  in  thy  face; 
And  call  d  it  spirit— Oh!   I  might  have  fo»md 
Fraud  and  imposture — all  the  kiudred  round  I 

A  nest  of  vipers  " 

■"  Sir,  I'll  not  adm't 

These  wild  effusions  of  your  angry  wit: 
Have  you  that  value,  that  we  all  should  use 
Such  mighty  arts  for  sui-h  important  views? 
Are  you  such  prize — and  is  my  state  so  fair. 
That  they  should  sell  their  souls  to  get  me  there? 
Think  you  that  we  alone  our  thoughts  disguise? 
When  in  pursuit  of  some  contended  jirize. 
Mask  we  alone  the  heart,  and  soothe  whon.  we  dejipiiol 
•Speak  you  of  craft  and  subtle  schemes,  who  know 
That  all  your  wealth  you  to  deception  owe. 
Who  play  d  for  ten  dull  years  a  scoundrel-part, 
To  worm  yourself  into  a  Widow's  heart? 
M 
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Now,  when  you  guarded,  with  superior  skill, 
Tluit  lady's  closet,  and  preserved  her  Will, 
Blind  ill  your  cnil't,  j'ou  saw  not  one  of  those 
Opposed  i)y  you  nn.^'ht  you  in  turn  op])ose; 
Or  watch  your  motions,  and  by  art  olitaiii 
Share  of  tliat  wealth  you  gave  your  pc<«;e  to  gala? 
Did  conscience  never ." 


"  Cease,  tormentor,  cease — 


Or  reach  nic  poison let  me  rest  in  peace!" 

"  Agreed — but  hear  me — let  the  truth  appearl" 
"  Then  state  your  purpose — I'll  be  calm  ami  hear."— 
"  Know  then,'this  wealth,  sole  object  of  your  cai-e, 
I  had  some  right,  without  your  hand,  to  share; 
My  mother's  claim  was  just — but  soon  she  saw 
Your  power,  compelld  insulted,  to  withdraw: 
'Twas  then  my  father,  in  his  anger  swore 
You  should  divide  the  fortune,  or  restore: 
Long  v/e  debated — and  you  find  me  now 
Heroic  victim  to  a  father's  vow; 
Like  Jeiitha  s  daughter,  but  in  different  state, 
And  both  decreed  to  mourn  our  early  fate; 
Honce  was  my  brother  sei-vant  to  your  pride, 
Vengeance  made  him  your  slave — and  me  your  brido: 
Now  all  is  known — a  dreadful  price  I  pay 
For  our  revenge — but  still  we  have  our  day; 
All  that  you  love  you  must  with  others  share, 
Or  all  you  dread  from  their  resentment  dare: 
Yet  terms  I  offer— let  contention  cease; 
Divide  the  spoil,  and  let  us  part  in  peace." 

Our  Hero  trembling  hcanl — he  sat — he  rose — 
Nor  could  his  motions  nor  his  mind  compose; 
He  paced  tlie  room — and,  stalking  to  her  side, 
Gazed  on  the  face  of  his  undaunted  bride; 
And  nothing  there  but  scorn  and  calm  aversion  spied. 
He  would  have  vengeance,  yet  he  fear'd  the  law: 
Her  friends  would  threaten,  and  their  power  he  sawj 
«'  Then  let  her  go:"— but,  oh!  a  mighty  sum 
Would  that  demand,  since  he  had  let  her  come; 
Kor  from  iiis  sorrows  could  he  find  redress, 
Save  '.hat  which  led  him  to  a  like  distress, 
And  all  his  ease  was  his  wife  to  see 
A  wretch  as  anxious  and  distross'd  as  he. 
Her  strongest  wish,  the  fortune  to  divide. 
And  part  in  peace,  his  avarice  denied; 
And  thus  it  hapj)en'd,  as  in  all  deceit, 
The  cheater  found  the  evil  of  the  cheat; 
The  Husband  griin-ed— nor  was  the  Wife  at  rertj 
Him  she  could  vex,  and  he  could  hor  molest; 
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8ho  could  bis  passion  into  frenzy  rnise, 
But  when  the  tire  w;i3  kindled,  feard  the  blazo: 
As  inncli  tliey  studied,  so  in  time  tliey  found 
The  easiest  way  to  givo  the  deepest  woinid; 
but  tlien,  lilce  fencers,  tliey  were  equal  still. 
Both  lost  in  iian.:;er  what  they  ;^ain  d  in  skill; 
Eacli  heart  a  keener  kind  of  rancour  gain'd. 
And  paining  more,  was  more  severely  pain'd; 
And  tlnis  by  both  were  equal  veii;^('Hnco  daak| 

And  buUi  tLe  auguinii  tlic/  inHiotwd  tail. 
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TALE  XIII. 

JESSE  a:^'D   COLIN. 


Then  she  plots,  then  she  rurninaTes,  then  she  deTises,  and 
what  they  think  in  their  hearts  thoy  may  etfect,  thev  will  break 
Iheir  hearts  but  they  will  eflect. — Alerrj/  lyicet  of  tVindior. 


She  hath  spoken  that  she  should  not,  I  am  sure  of  that^ 
Heaven  knows  what  she  hath  kuowu. — Macbeth. 


A  Vicar  died  and  left  his  Daughter  poor- 
It  hurt  her  not,  slie  was  not  ricli  before: 
Her  liuinhle  share  of  worldly  g(X)ds  she  sold, 
Paid  every  debt,  and  then  her  fortune  told; 
And  found,  with  youth  and  beauty,  hope  and  bealthi 
Two  hundred  guineas  was  iier  worldly  wealth, 
It  then  reinain'd  to  choose  her  path  in  life, 
And  first,  said  Jesne,  "  Siiall  I  be  a  wife?— 
Colin  is  mild  and  civil,  kind  and  just, 
I  know  his  love,  his  temper  I  can  trust; 
But  small  his  farm,  it  asks  perpetual  care, 
And  we  must  toil  as  well  as  trouble  share: 
True,  he  was  taught  in  all  the  gentle  arts 
That  raise  the  soul,  and  soften  Imman  heart*; 
And  boasts  a  parent,  who  deserves  to  shine 
In  higher  class,  and  I  could  wisli  her  mine; 
Nor  wants  lie  will  his  station  to  improve, 
A  just  ambition  waked  by  faithful  love: — 
rtill  is  he  poor — and  here  mj'  Father  s  Friend 
Deigns  for  his  daughter,  as  her  own,  to  send. 
A  worthy  lady,  who  it  seems  has  known 
A  world  of  griefs  and  troubles  of  her  own: 
I  was  an  infant,  when  she  came,  a  guest 
Beneath  my  father's  humble  roof  to  rest; 
Her  kimh-ed  all  unfeeling,  vast  her  woes, 
3uch  he)  com|)laiut,  and  there  she  found  rcpoM 
Enrich'd  by  fortune,  now  she  nobly  lives, 
4nd  nobly,  from  the  blest  abundance,  gives; 
The  grief,  the  want,  of  human  life,  she  know% 
And  coiufort  tl>ei'c,  aud  here  relief  be&tows: 
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Br,t,  nrc  they  not  depenrlnms? — Foolisl:  pride! 
Am  I  not  lioiioiir'd  hy  siicli  tVieiiil  and  ;;iiiae? 
{lavo  I  !i  home  "  (lioie  .lessee  dripjipd  a  tear,) 
"  Or  friend  beside?  ' — A  taitiiful  Iriend  was  near. 

Now  Colin  came,  at  len;;tli  resolved  to  lay 
Ilis  lieart  before  licr,  and  to  urge  lier  stay. 
Trne,  his  own  |)loiij;li  the  gentle  Colin  drove, 
An  humble  farmer  with  aspirinj;  love, 
Wlin,  urj;cd  by  passion,  never  dared  till  now, 
Thus  urjied  by  fears,  his  trembling  hopes  avow* 
Her  father's  glebe  lie  inana::;ed ;  every  year 
The  gi'ateful  Vicar  held  the  youth  more  dear; 
He  saw  indeed  tlie  prize  in  Colin's  view, 
And  wish'd  his  Jesse  witii  a  man  so  true; 
Timid  as  true,  he  urg'd  with  anxious  air 
His  tender  iiope,  an!  made  tlie  trenii)Hng  prayor; 
When  Jesse  saw,  nor  could  with  coldness  see, 
Such  fond  respect,  such  tried  sincerity; 
Grateful  for  favoiu-s  to  her  father  dealt, 
She  more  than  grateful  for  his  passion  felt; 
Nor  could  siie  frown  on  one  so  good  and  kind. 

Yet  fear'd  to  smile,  and  was  untix'd  in  mind; 

But  prudence  placed  the  Female  friend  in  view— 

\\'hat  might  not  one  so  rich  and  grateful  do? 

So  lately,  too,  the  good  old  Vicar  died. 

His  faithful  daughter  must  not  cast  aside 

1'lie  signs  of  filial  grief,  and  be  a  ready  bride* 

Thus,  led  by  prudence,  to  the  Lady's  seat, 

The  Village- Beauty  pur]>osed  to  retreat: 

But,  as  in  hard-fought  fields  the  victor  knows 

M'hat  to  the  vanquish'd  he,  in  honour,  owes 

So,  in  this  conquest  over  powerful  love, 

Prudence  resolved  a  generous  foe  to  prove; 

And  Jesse  felt  a  mingled  fear  ami  pain 

In  her  dismission  of  a  faithful  swain. 

Cave  her  kind  thanks,  and  when  she  saw  his  woe, 

Kindly  betray  d  that  she  was  loth  to  go; 

"  iUit  would  she  promise,  if  abroad  she  met 

A  frowning  world,  she  would  remember  yet 

Where  dwelt  a  friend?" — "  That  could  she  not  forget ' 

And  thus  they  parted;  but  each  faithful  heart 

Felt  the  compulsion,  and  refused  to  part. 
Now,  by  the  morning  mail  the  timid  Maid 

Was  to  that  kind  and  wealthy  Dame  convey 'd; 

Whose  invitation,  when  her  father  died, 

Jesse  as  comfort  to  her  heart  api)lied; 

She  knew  the  days  her  generous  Friend  had  seen— 

As  wife  and  widow,  evil  days  liad  been; 
M  .3 
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She  mniTic'l  early,  .ind  for  lialf  lier  life 

Was  an  iiisulte'l  and  forsaken  wife: 

Widow'il  and  poor,  her  anjry  father  gave, 

Mix'd  with  reproach,  tiie  j)ittance  of  a  slave; 

Forj;etful  brothers  pass'd  her,  but  slie  knew 

Her  humbler  friemls,  and  to  their  lioine  withdrew: 

The  good  old  Vicar  to  her  sire  applied 

For  help,  and  help'd  her  when  lier  sire  denied; 

When  in  few  years  Death  stalk'd  tlirougli  bower  and  Iial'i 

Sires,  sons,  and  sons  of  sons,  were  buried  all: 

She  then  abounded,  and  liad  wealth  to  s{)are 

For  softening  grief  she  once  w.os  doom'd  to  share; 

Thus  train'd  in  misery's  sclnxjl,  and  taught  to  feel. 

She  would  rejoice  an  orplian's  woe  to  heal: — 

So  Jesse  thought,  who  Ifiok'd  within  her  breast. 

And  thence  conceived  how  bounteous  minds  are  bless'o- 

From  her  vast  mansion  look'd  the  Lady  down 
On  humbler  buildings  of  a  busy  town; 
Thence  c;ime  her  friends  of  either  sex,  and  all 
With  whom  she  lived  on  terms  reciprocal: 
They  pass'd  the  hours  with  their  accustom 'd  exse, 
As  guests  inclined,  but  not  compell'd,  to  please: 
But  tliere  were  others  in  the  mansion  found, 
For  office  cliosen,  and  by  duties  bound; 
Three  lemale  rivals  each  of  i)ower  possess'd, 
Til"  attendant  Maid,  poor  Friend,  and  kindred-Gaest 

To  these  came  Jesse,  as  a  seaman  thrown 
By  the  rude  storm  upon  a  coast  unknown: 
The  view  was  flattering,  civil  seem'd  the  race, 
But  all  unknown  the  dangers  of  the  place. 

Few  hours  had  pass'd,  when,  from  attendants  freed, 
The  Lady  utter'd — "  This  is  kind  indeed; 
Believe  me,  love!  th.it  I  for  one  like  you 
Have  daily  prayd,  a  friend  discreet  and  trae* 
Oh!  wonder  not  that  I  on  you  depend, 
You  are  mine  own  hereditary  friend: 
He.arken,  my  Jesse,  never  can  I  trust 
Beings  ungi-ateful,  selHsli,  and  unjust; 
But  you  are  present,  and  my  load  of  care 
Your  love  will  serve  to  lighten  and  to  share.- 
Come  near  me,  Jesse — let  not  those  below 
Of  my  reliance  on  your  friendship  know; 
Look  as  they  look,  be  in  their  freedoms  free- 
But  all  they  say,  do  you  convey  to  me." 

Here  Jesse's  thoughts  to  Colin's  cottage  flew, 
And  with  such  speed  she  scarce  their  absence  knew 
"  Jane  loves  her  mistress,  and  should  she  depart, 
lobe  her  service  and  she  breaks  her  heart; 
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My  ways  and  wishes,  lodes  and  tlionpl.ts,  she  fcnow^ 
And  duteous  care  hy  close  attention  sljows: 
But  is  she  faitlifui?  in  tem|>tatiiin  strong? 
Will  she  not  wrong  ine?  ah!   I  fear  tl.c  wrong: 
Your  father  loved  nie;  now,  in  time  of  need. 
Watch  for  my  good,  and  to  his  place  succeed. 

"  Blood  doesn't  bind — that  Girl,  wlio  everjp  day 
Eats  of  my  breaa,  would  wish  nij  life  away; 
I  am  her  dear  relation,  and  she  thinks 
To  make  her  fortune  an  ambitious  minx! 
She  only  courts  me  for  the  prospects  sake, 
Because  she  knows  I  have  a  Will  to  make; 
Yes,  love!  my  Will  delay  d,  I  know  not  how-- 
But  you  are  here,  and  I  will  make  it  now. 

"  That  idle  Creature,  keep  her  in  your  view 
See  what  she  does,  what  she  desires  to  do; 
On  her  young  mind  may  artful  villains  prey, 
And  to  my  piate  and  jewels  find  a  way: 
A  pleasant  humour  has  the  girl;  her  smile, 
And  cheerful  manner,  tedious  liours  beguile: 
But  well  observe  her,  ever  near  her  be, 
Close  in  your  thoughts,  in  your  professions  fta%> 

"  Again,  my  Jesse,  hear  what  I  advise, 
And  watch  a  woman  ever  in  disguise; 
Issnp.  that  widow,  serious,  subtle,  sly— 
But  what  of  this? — I  must  have  company: 
Slie  markets  for  me,  and  although  she  makei 
I'rolit.  no  doubt,  of  all  she  umlertakes. 
Yet  she  is  one  I  can  to  all  produce, 
And  all  her  talents  are  in  daily  use: 
Deprived  of  her,  I  may  another  find 
As  sly  and  selfish,  with  a  weaker  mind: 
But  never  trust  her,  she  is  full  of  art, 
And  worms  herself  into  the  closest  heart; 
Seem  then,  I  pray  you,  careless  in  her  sight. 
Nor  let  her  know,  my  love,  how  we  unite. 

"  Do,  my  good  Jesse,  cast  a  view  around, 
And  let  no  wrong  within  my  house  be  Found; 

That  Girl  associates  Aith 1  know  not  who 

Are  her  companions,  nor  what  ill  they  do; 
'Tis  then  the  Widow  filans,  "tis  then  she  tries 
Her  various  arts  and  schemes  for  fresh  supplietl 
'Tis  then,  if  ever,  Jane  her  duty  quits. 
And,  whom  I  know  not,  favours  and  admits: 
Ohl  watch  their  movements  all;  for  me  tis  Lard, 
Indeed  is  vain,  but  yon  may  keep  a  guard; 
And  I,  when  none  your  watchful  glance  deceive, 
May  make  my  Will,  and  think  what  1  shall  leaT*." 
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Jesse,  witn  fear,  disgust,  alarm,  surprise, 
Heard  of  these  duties  for  her  ears  and  eyes ; 
Heai-d  liy  what  service  she  must  gain  her  bread 
And  went  with  scoi-n  and  sorrow  to  her  bed. 

Jane  was  a  servant  fitted  for  her  place, 
Experienced,  cunning,  fraudful.  selfish,  base: 
Skill'd  in  those  mean  humiliating  arts 
That  make  their  way  to  proud  and  selfish  hearta 
By  instinct  taught,  she  felt  an  awe,  a  fear, 
Vuf  Jesse's  upright,  simple  character; 
Whom  with  gross  flattery  she  awhile  assail'd, 
And  then  bclield  with  hatred  when  it  fail'd; 
Yet  trying  still  upon  her  mind  for  hold, 
Slie  all  the  secrets  of  the  mansion  told; 
And,  to  invite  an  equal  f-ist,  she  drew 
Of  every  mind  a  bold  ana  i^ipid  view; 
But  on  the  widow'd  Friend  wk.-  -^eep  disdain. 
And  rancorous  envy,  dwelt  the  tre^w^'^rous  Jane*— • 
In  vain  such  arts;  without  deceit  or  pride, 
With  a  just  taste  and  feeling  for  her  guide, 
Fi-om  all  contagion  Jesse  kept  apart. 
Free  in  her  manners,  guarded  in  her  heart. 

Jesse  one  morn  was  thoughtful,  and  her  sigh 
The  Widow  heard  as  she  was  passing  by; 
And — "  Well!"'  she  said,  "  is  that  some  distant  swain 
Or  aught  with  us,  that  gives  your  bosom  pain? 
Come,  we  are  fellow-sufferers,  slaves  in  thrall, 
And  tasks  and  griefs  are  common  to  us  all ; 
Think  not  my  frankness  strange:  they  love  to  ptdnt 
Their  state  with  freedom,  who  endure  restraint; 
And  there  is  something  in  that  speaking  eye 
And  sober  mien,  that  prove  I  may  rely: 
"^'ou  came  a  stranger;  to  my  words  attend, 
Accept  my  offer,  and  you  find  a  friend; 
It  is  a  labyrinth  in  which  you  straj', 
Come,  hold  my  clue,  and  1  will  lead  the  vray. 
Good  Heav'n!  that  one  so  jealous,  envious. 
Should  be  the  mistress  of  so  sweet  a  place; 
She,  who  so  long  herself  was  low  and  poor, 
Now  broods  suspicious  on  her  useless  store; 
She  loves  to  see  us  abject,  loves  to  deal 
Her  insult  round,  and  then  pretends  to  feel: 
Prepare  to  cast  all  dignity  aside. 
For  know  your  talents  will  be  quickly  tried; 
Nor  think,  fi  jm  favours  past,  a  friend  to  gain, 
'Tis  but  by  duties  we  our  posts  maintain: 
I  read  her  novels,  gossip  through  the  town, 
And  daily  go,  for  idle  stories,  down; 
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f  cheapen  all  «ho  buys,  and  benr  tlie  curse 
Of  lionc^t  tnulcHiiR'ti  for  my  nipgard-pKrae; 
And,  when  for  Iht  this  meanness  I  di'iplajr, 
She  cries,  '  I  lieod  not  what  I  throw  away/ 
Of  secret  bnrpair.s  I  ondtirc  tlic  Rhame, 
Ami  8takc  my  credit  for  our  fi-<li  and  game; 
Oft  has  sho  smiled  to  iiear  '  her  generous  bouI 
Would  gladly  give,  but  stoops  to  my  control : ' 
Nay!  I  liave  heard  her,  when  she  chanced  to  coon 
Where  I  contended  for  a  petty  sum, 
Atfimi  'twas  painful  to  behold  such  care, 
'  But  Issoj)'8  nature  is  to  pinch  an<!  sj)are;' 
Thus  all  the  moanne'^s  of  the  house  is  mine. 
And  my  n-ward — to  scorn  her,  and  to  dine. 

"  See  next  that  giddy  thing,  with  neither  pride 
To  keep  her  safe,  nor  principle  to  guide: 
Poor,  idle,  simple  flirti  as  sure  as  fate 
Her  maiden-fame  will  have  an  early  date: 
Of  her  lieware;  for  all  who  live  below 
Have  faults  they  wish  not  all  the  world  to  know; 
And  she  is  fond  of  listening,  full  of  doubt, 
And  stoops  to  guilt  to  find  an  error  out. 

"  And  now  once  more  ohser>'e  the  artful  Maid, 
A  lying,  prying,  jilting,  thievish  jade; 
I  think,  my  love,  you  would  not  condescend 
To  call  a  low,  illiterate  girl  your  friend: 
But  in  our  troubles  we  arc  apt,  you  know, 
To  lean  on  all  who  some  compassion  show: 
And  she  has  Hexilc  features,  acting  eyes, 
Au"l  seems  with  every  look  to  sympathiae; 
No  njirror  can  a  mortal's  grief  express 
With  more  precision,  or  can  feel  it  less; 
That  proud,  mean  spirit,  she  by  fawning  courto 
By  vulgar  flattery,  and  by  vile  rejmrts; 
And,  by  thai  proof  she  everj"  instant  gives 
To  one  so  mean,  that  yet  a  meaner  lives. — 

"  Come,  I  have  drawn  tlie  curtain,  :uid  yoa  tea 
Your  fellow-actors,  all  our  comjiany; 
Should  you  'nicline  to  throw  reserve  aside, 
And  in  niy  judgment  and  my  love  confide, 
I  could  some  prosptscts  o|K'n  to  your  view, 
Tiiat  ;usk  attention — and.  till  then,  adieu." 

"  Farewell!  "  said  .lesse,  hastening  to  her  roov^ 
Where  all  she  saw  within,  without,  was  gloom: 
i;ontuse<l,  perplex  rt,  slie  pass  »i  u  ureury  uotu 
Before  her  rea.-on  could  excit  its  power; 
To  her  all  seoin'd  mysterious,  all  ulliod 
Tr  a\  arice.  meanness,  folly,  cralt,  and  pride 
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Wcnripfl  witli  tlion^lit.  slie  breatlicd  the  garden's  tit, 

Tliei)  (.-niiu'  the  iuiighiiig  l-ass,  and  join  d  lier  therfc 
"  .My  swofle^t  IVieiid  li.is  dwelt  witli  us  n  week, 

And  iliie;:  she  hjve  us?  be  sincere  and  speak; 

Jily  Aunt  you  cannot — i^ordl  how  I  should  hat« 

To  be  lilcc  her,  all  misery  and  state; 

Proud,  and  yet  envious,  slie  disgusted  sees 

All  who  are  happy,  and  vrho  lw>k  at  ease. 

Let  friendship  hind  us,  I  will  quickly  show 

Some  favourites  near  us,  you  1!  be  blest  to  know, 

My  aunt  forhids  it — but,  can  slie  expect, 

To  soothe  her  spleen,  we  shall  ourselves  neglect? 

Jane  and  tlie  Widow  were  to  w.itch  and  stay 

My  frec-birn  feet;  I  watch'd  as  well  as  they; 

Lo!  what  is  this?  this  simple  key  explores 

The  dirk  recess  that  holds  the  Spinster's  stores; 

And.  led  by  her  ill  star,  I  chanced  to  see 

Where  Issop  keeps  her  stock  of  ratatie; 

Used  in  the  hours  of  anger  and  alarm. 

It  makes  her  civil,  and  it  keeps  her  warm: 

Thus  hlessd  with  secrets,  bf>tli  would  choose  to  hido, 

Tiieir  fears  now  gran:  me  what  their  scorn  denied. 
"  My  freedom  linis,  by  their  assent  secured, 

Bad  as  it  is.  the  place  may  be  endured; 

And  bad  it  is,  but  her  estates,  you  know, 

And  her  beloved  hoards,  slie  must  bestow; 

So  we  can  slyly  our  amusements  take, 

And  friends  of  demons,  if  they  help  us,  make." 

"  Strange  creatures  these,'   thought  Jesse,  kUf  iucliaed 
To  smile  at  one  malicious  and  yet  kind; 
Frank  and  yet  cunning,  with  a  heart  to  love 
And  malice  prompt — the  serpent  and  the  dove; 
Here  could  she  d\v<'ll?  or  could  she  yet  depart? 
Could  she  1)0  artful?  conld  she  bear  with  art? — 
This  splendid  mansion  gave  the  cottage  grace. 
She  tli'iught  a  dungeon  was  a  happier  place; 
And  Colin  pleading,  when  he  pleaded  best, 
Wrought  not  such  sudden  change  in  Jesse  s  breast 

The  wondering  maiden  who  had  only  read 
Of  such  viie  beings,  saw  them  now  with  dread; 
Safe  in  themselves — for  nature  has  design'd 
The  cp-ature's  poiaon  harndess  to  the  kind; 
But  all  bi.'side  who  in  the  haunts  are  found 
Must  dread  the  poison,  and  must  feel  the  wormd. 
Days  full  of  care,  slow  weary  weeks  pass'd  on, 
Eag'.T  to  go.  still  Jesse  was  not  gone; 
Her  time  in  trirtmg,  or  in  tears,  she  spent, 
She  never  gave,  she  never  felt,  content: 


i 


JFSSE   AND   COLCV.  I  SI 

The  Le<!v  wcnder'd  that  licr  hnmble  guest 
Strove  not  to  ideii.sc,  woiiM  ueitlicr  lie  nor  jest; 
Slie  souglit  no  news,  no  sc:in  al  woiiUI  convey, 
But  w:ilk(l  ("or  lio:iltli,  anil  w  s  nt  cliurcli  to  pray 
All  this  displeased,  and  soon    he  Widow  crieU: 
"  Let  nic  h:  liank — I  am  not  satistied; 
Yon  know  my  wishes,  1  your  judj^ment  tni-;; 
You  can  be  iiscCul,  Jesse,  and  you  nmst; 
Let  me  be  plainer,  child — I  "ant  an  car. 
Wlicn  I  am  deaf,  instead  of  n  ine  to  liear; 
When  mine  is  sleeping,  let  yonr  eye  awake; 
V.'heu  I  observe  not,  observaliun  take; 
Alas!  I  rest  not  on  my  [lillow  hiid, 
Then  threat  iiing  whispers  make  my  soul  afraid: 
The  tread  of  stran?ei-s  to  my  car  asix-nds. 
Fed  at  my  cost,  tlic  minions  o!  my  friends; 
While  you,  without  a  care,  a  wish  to  [)le;isc, 
Eat  the  vile  bread  of  idlenes>  and  ea>u." 

'I'll'  indignant  Girl  astonisii'd  answer  d — "  Kay! 
This  instant,  madam,  let  'no  baste  away; 
Tlius  s|)eaks  my  father  s,  thus  an  orphan's  friend? 
This  instant,  laiiy,  let  yonr  bounty  end." 

The  Lady  frown'd  indignant — "What!"  she  cried 
"  A  vicar's  d.anghtcr  with  a  |)iinces8'  pride! 
And  fjanpcr's  lot!  but  pitying  1  torsive; 
]h)W,  simple  Jesse,  do  yon  think  to  live? 
Have  I  not  power  to  help  you.  foolish  maid? 
To  my  concerns  be  yonr  att.,ntio!i  paid; 
With  cheerful  mind  th'  allotted  duties  take, 
And  recollect  I  have  a  Will  to  make." 

Jesse,  who  felt  as  lil>er.d  natures  I'eel, 
When  thus  'he  baser  their  designs  reveal. 
Replied — "  Those  duties  were  to  licr  unfit. 
Nor  would  her  spirit  to  her  tivsks  submit." 

In  silent  scorn  the  L.ady  sate  awhile. 
And  then  re|)lied  with  stern  contemptuous  smile — 

"  Think  you,  fiir  madam,  that  you  came  to  sluire 
Fortunes  like  mine  without  a  thought  or  care' 
A  guest,  indeed!  from  every  trouble  free, 
Dress'd  by  my  help,  with  not  a  care  for  me; 
\\'lien  I  a  visit  to  your  I'athcr  made, 
I  for  the  poor  assistance  largely  paid; 
To  his  domestics  I  their  tasks  assign'd, 
I  (ix'il  the  ])ortion  for  bis  hungry  hind; 
And  had  your  father  (simple  mar.I;  obey'd 
My  good  advice,  and  watch'd  as  well  as  pray'd, 
He  might  have  icft  you  .something  with  his  prayer% 
Aud  lout  Siiuo  colour  for  these  lolty  aiis.— 
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"  In  terirs!  my  love!     Oh,  then  my  S'  ften'd  buart 
Cannot  resist — we  never  more  will  part; 
I  need  your  (riciidship — I  will  lie  your  friend 
Anil  thus  determined,  to  my  Will  intend." 

Jesse  went  fortli,  hut  with  determined  soul 
To  Hy  such  love,  to  break  from  sucli  contml: 
'  I  hear  cnouoch,''  tlie  trcmhlins  damsel  cried; 
'  Flight  hi  my  care,  and  i'roviileiice  my  guide: 
Ere  }'et  a  prisoner,  I  escape  will  make; 
Will,  thus  disjjlay  d,  th  insidious  arts  forsake, 
And,  as  the  ra*;l3  sounds,  will  Hy  the  fatal  snake.'' 

Jfcssc  her  thanks  upon  the  morrow  paid, 
Prepared  to  go,  determined  though  afraid. 

"  Ungrateful  creature,"  said  the  Lady,  "  this 
Coulil  I  imagine? — are  you  frantic,  miss? 
What!  leave  your  friend,  your  prospects — is  it  true!" 
This  Jesse  answer'd  hy  a  mild  "  Adieu!" 

The  Dame  replied,  "  Then  houseless  may  you  rovo 
The  starving  victim  to  a  guilty  love; 
Branded  witli  sliame,  in  sickness  doom'd  to  nurse 
An  ill-form 'd  cub,  your  scandal  and  your  curse: 
Spm-n"d  by  its  scoundi'cl  father,  and  ill-fed 
By  surly  rustics  with  the  parish-bread  I — 
lielent  \'ou  not? — s])eak — yet  I  can  forgive; 
Still  live  with  me' — "  Witli  you,"  said  Jesse,  "  live? 
No!   I  would  first  endure  what  you  describe, 
Hathcr  than  breathe  with  your  detested  tribe! 
W'lio  long  have  feign'd,  till  now  their  very  hearts 
Are  Knnly  fixed  in  their  accursed  parts; 
Who  all  profess  esteem,  and  feel  disdain. 
And  all,  witii  justice,  of  deceit  complain; 
M'hom  I  could  pity,  but  tliat,  while  I  stay, 
My  terror  drives  all  kinder  thoughts  away; 
Grateful  for  this,  that,  when  I  tiiink  of  you, 
I  little  fear  what  poverty  can  do." 

The  angry  matron  her  attendant  Jane 
Summon 'd  in  haste  to  soothe  the  fierce  disdiun; 

"  A  vile  detested  wretch!"  the  Lady  cried, 
•  Yet  sliail  she  be,  by  many  an  efl'ort,  tried. 
And,  clogg'd  with  debt  and  fear,  against  her  will  ahide; 
And,  once  secured,  she  never  shall  depart 
Till  I  have  proved  the  firmness  of  her  heart: 
Then  when  she  dares  not,  would  not,  cannot  go, 
I'll  make  her  feel  what  'tis  to  use  me  so." 

The  i)ensivR  Colin  in  his  garden  stray'd, 
But  felt  not  then  the  beauties  it  display 'd; 
There  many  a  pleasant  object  met  his  vietT, 
^  riaiu^  wood  of  oaks  boluuJ  ic  givw) 
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A  Stream  ran  by  it,  nnd  tlio  village-green 
And  public  ixnd  were  (roin  tlic  >;;ii(lcii  seen; 
Suvc  wlivre  tlic  pine  and  lurch  the  buiiiiil  ry  inadOi 
And  oi.  the  rose-heds  threw  a  solteiiing  shade. 

The  mother  s;it  beside  the  giiideii  door, 
Dress'd  as  in  times  ere  she  an  i  hers  were  poor; 
The  broad-laced  cap  was  known  in  ancient  days, 
When  in.-ulam  s  dress  compcll  d  the  villa.;e  pi'aiise; 
And  still  she  look'd  :is  in  the  times  of  old, 
Kre  his  last  farm  the  erring  husband  sold; 
While  yet  the  mansion  stuo<l  in  decent  state, 
And  pau|icrs  waited  at  the  well-known  gate. 

"  Alas,  my  son!"  the  Mother  cried,  "and  whj 
That  silent  grief  and  oft-ri-peated  si;;h? 
True  we  are  i)oor,  but  thou  lia->t  never  felt 
Pangs  to  thy  father  for  his  error  dealt; 
Pang.-,  from  strong  hopes  of  visionary  gain, 
For  ever  niised,  aiid  ever  fount!  in  vain. 
He  rose  unhappy  from  his  fruitless  schemes, 
As  guilty  wr.'tches  IVoni  their  blis>ful  dreams; 
Hut  thou  wcrt  then,  my  son,  a  playful  child, 
Wondering  at  grief,  gay,  innocent,  and  wild; 
Listening  at  times  to  thy  poor  mother  s  siglis, 
With  cm'ious  lo*jks  and  innocent  surpri?c; 
Thy  father  dying,  ihon,  my  virtuous  boy. 
My  comfort  always,  waked  my  soul  to  joy; 
\\'ith  the  poor  renmaiit  of  our  Ibrtnnc  left, 
Thou  ha?t  our  station  oi  its  gloom  bereft: 
Thy  lively  temper,  and  thy  cliecrful  air. 
Have  ca^^t  a  smile  on  sadness  and  despair; 
Thy  active  hand  has  dealt  to  this  poor  space 
The  bliss  of  plenty  and  the  chann  of  giace; 
And  all  around  us  wonder  when  they  find 
t^ucf.  taste  and  strength,  such  skill  and  power  JOinjined 
There  is  no  mother,  Colin,  no  not  one, 
But  envies  me  so  kind,  so  good  u  sj^n; 
IJy  thee  sup^iorted  on  this  failing  side, 
Weakness  itself  av.-akes  a  parent's  j)ridc: 
I  bless  tie  stroke  that  was  my  griet  bcforp, 
And  feel  such  joy  that   tis  disease  no  more; 
t?liielded  l)y  thee,  my  want  becomes  my  wealth — 
And  sool  iied  by  Colin,  sickness  smiles  at  health; 
'J'he  old  men  love  thee,  they  repeat  thy  ])rai£C, 
And  say,  like  thee  were  youth  in  earlier  days; 
While  every  villa;;e-niaiden  cries,  '  How  gay, 
Uow  smart,  how  brave,  how  good  is  Colin  Cireyl' 

"  Yet  ai't  thou  sad;  alas!  my  son,  I  know 
Thy  hiurt  is  wouuded,  oud  the  cure  is  slow; 
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Fain  would  I  think  that  Jesse  still  maj'  come 
To  slmrc  the  comforts  of  our  rustic  home: 
Siie  surely  loved  tliee;  I  have  seen  the  maid. 
When  tliou  hast  kindly  bn)ii;;ht  the  Vicar  aid- 
When  thou  hast  eased  his  liosom  of  its  \>:\m, 
Oh!  I  have  seen  her — she  will  come  a;;ain." 

'J'he  Matron  ceased;  and  Colin  stood  the  while 
Silent,  but  striving  for  a  grateful  f=milc; 
He  then  replied — "  Ah!  sin-e,  had  .Jesse  stay'd, 
And  shared  the  comforts  of  oursyivan  shade, 
The  tcndercst  duty  and  the^  fondest  love 
Would  not  have  fail'd  that  gf.iierous  heart  to  move*, 
A  grateful  pity  would  ha\o  ruled  her  breast, 
And  mj'  distresses  w(iuld  have  made  me  blest. 
"  But  she  is  gone,  and  ever  has  in  view 
Grandeur  and  taste, — and  what  will  then  ensue? 
Surprise  and  then  delight  in  scenes  so  fair  and  i:ew; 
For  many  a  daj',  perlia])S  for  many  a  week, 
Home  will  have  charms,  and  to  her  bosom  speak; 
But  Uioughtless  ease,  and  alRuencc,  and  pride, 
Seen  day  by  day,  will  draw  the  heart  aside: 
And  she  at  length,  though  gentle  and  sincere, 
Will  think  no  more  of  our  enjoyments  here." 

Sighing  he  spake — but  hark!  he  hears  the  approach 
Of  rattling  wheeis!  and,  lo!  the  evening-coiich; 
Once  more  the  movement  of  the  horses'  feet 
Makes  the  fond  heart  with  strong  emotion  beat: 
Faint  wore  his  hopes,  but  ever  had  the  sight 
Drawn  him  to  g;ize  beside  his  gate  at  night; 
And  when  with  rapid  wheels  it  hurried  by, 
He  grieved  his  parent  with  a  hopeless  sigh ; 
And  Could  the  blessing  have  been  bought — what  siim 
Had  he  not  offer  d,  to  have  Jesse  come! 

She  came — he  saw  her  bending  from  the  door, 
Her  face,  her  smile,  and  he  beheld  no  more; 
Lost  in  his  joy — the  mother  lent  her  iud 
T'  assi.-t  and  to  detain  the  willing  Maid; 
^^'ho  thought  her  late,  her  present  home  to  make^ 
Sure  of  a  welcome  for  the  Vicar's  sake. 
But  the  good  parent  was  so  pleased,  so  kind, 
So  pressing  Colin,  she  so  much  inclined, 
That  night  advanced:  and  then  so  long  dctaiu'd, 
No  wishes  to  depart  she  felt,  or  feign  d; 
Yet  long  in  doubt  she  stood,  and  then  jjcrforce  remala'd 

Here  w;\s  a  lover  fond,  a  frienil  sincere; 
Here  was  content  and  joy,  for  she  was  here: 
lii  the  nuid  evening,  in  the  scene  aroi.i.d, 
Tli3  Maid,  uow  fiee,  peculioi'  beautiea  found; 
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Blended  with  village-tones,  the  eveninjj  gale 
Gave  the  sweet  iii;^ht-bird's  warhlings  to  the  vale 
The  youth  eiiiliolden  d,  yet  ah;i>hM,  now  told 
His  foiidust  wish,  nor  fouinl  the  ni;ii<Ien  cold; 
The  Motlier  siiiiliiig  wliisper"d — •'  Let  him  po 
And  seek  the  license!"  .lesse  answer'd,  "  No:" 
But  Coh'Ti  went. — I  know  not  if  they  live 
W'itli  :«li  tiie  coniforts  weuith  and  plenty  give; 
Hut  with  pure  joy  to  envious  souls  denied. 
To  suppliant  meanness  and  suspicious  pride; 
And  village-inaid>  of  happy  couples  say, 
'  Tbej  lire  liiLe  Jesae  Bourn  aad  Coiia  Gnf  ** 


TALE  XIV. 

THE  STRUGGLES  OF  CONSCIENCE. 


1  am  a  Villain  ;  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not ; 
Fool  I  of  thysell'  speak  well : — Fool !  do  not  flatter. 
My  Conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale. — Jiichard  III, 


My  Conscience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard  Conscience.  .  .  .   Tke 
lend  gives  the  more  friendly  counsel. — Merckant  qf  Venice. 


A  SERIOUS  TovTiian  in  the  city  dwelt, 

VVlio  much  concern  for  his  rehgion  felt; 

Heading,  he  ciifinged  liis  tenets,  read  again, 

Anil  various  questions  could  with  skill  maintain; 

I'apist  and  (Quaker  if  we  set  aside, 

He  had  the  road  of  every  traveller  tried; 

There  walk'd  awhile,  and  on  a  sudden  tum'd 

Into  some  by-way  he  had  just  discern'd: 

He  iiad  a  nejiliew,  Fulhain: — Fulh.T,m  went 

His  Uncle's  way,  with  every  turn  content; 

He  saw  his  pious  kinsman's  watchful  care. 

And  thought  such  anxious  pains  his  own  mi<;ht  spare. 

And  he  the  truth  obtain  d,  without  the  toil,  might  share. 

In  fact,  young  Fulham,  though  he  little  read, 

Perceived  his  uncle  was  by  fancy  led ; 

And  smiled  to  see  the  constant  care  he  took, 

Collating  creed  with  creed,  and  book  with  book. 

At  length  the  senior  fix'd;  I  pass  the  sect 
He  calld  a  Church,  'twas  precious  and  elect; 
Vet  the  seed  fell  not  in  the  richest  soil, 
For  few  disciples  paid  the  preaciier's  toil; 
All  in  an  attic-room  were  wont  to  meet 

1  hese  few  disciples  at  tlieir  pastor's  feet; 

W  ith  these  went  Fulham,  who,  discreet  and  grar^ 

Follow'd  the  light  his  worthy  uncle  gave; 

'lill  a  warm  Prcicher  found  a  way  t'  impart 

Awakening  i'eelugs  to  his  torpid  heart: 


\ 
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Some  weighty  truths,  and  of  unpletuuiiit  kind, 
Sank,  though  resisted,  in  his  strug;;ling  mind: 
Ho  wish  d  to  lly  them,  but  compelled  to  s-tay, 
Truth  to  tlje  waking  Conscience  found  her  way;— • 
For  tliou;4h  tlio  Youth  w:is  call  d  a  prudent  lad. 
And  prudent  was,  yet  serious  faults  iie  hud — 
VV'ho  now  reflected — "  Much  am  I  surprised; 
I  find  these  notions  cannot  be  despised; 
Ko!  there  is  something  I  perceive  at  hist. 
Although  my  uncle  cannot  hold  it  fast; 
1'hongh  I  the  strictness  of  these  nieu  reject, 
Yet  I  detcrmiiio  to  be  circumsiject: 
This  man  alarms  me,  and  I  must  begin 
To  look  more  closely  to  the  things  within: 
'I'hcMS  sons  of  zeal  have  I  derideil  long. 
But  now  begin  to  think  the  laughers  wrong; 
Nay!  my  good  uncle,  by  all  teachers  moved, 
\\"i[\  be  preferr'd  to  him  who  none  approve<l; 
Better  to  love  amiss  than  nothing  to  have  loved." 

Such  were  his  tliou;;hts,  when  Conscieuce  ti»"sl  Lcguo 
To  hold  converse  with  th'  awakca'd  man: 
lie  from  that  time  reserved  and  cautious  grew, 
And  for  his  duties  felt  obedience  due; 
I'ious  he  was  not,  but  he  fear  d  the  pain 
Of  sins  committed,  nor  would  sin  again. 
Whene'er  he  stray 'd,  he  fnund  his  Conscience  rose, 
Like  one  determined  what  was  ill  t'  oppose, 
What  wrong  t'  accuse,  v/hat  secret  to  disclose: 
To  drag  forth  every  latent  act  to  light. 
And  H.>c  them  fully  in  the  actor's  sigh:: 
This  gave  him  trouble,  but  he  still  cmfess'd 
The  labour  useful,  for  it  brought  l.im  rest. 

The  Uncle  died,  and  when  the  Nephew  read 
The  will,  and  s;iw  the  substance  of  the  dead — 
Five  hundred  guuicas,  with  a  stoitk  in  trade — 
Hs  much  rejoiced,  and  thought  his  fortuue  uuide; 
Yet  felt  ivspiring  pleasure  at  the  sight, 
And  for  increase,  incre.ising  appetite: 
Desire  of  p)-otit  idle  habits  checkM, 
(For  Fulham's  virtue  was  to  be  correct;) 
lie  and  his  Conscience  had  their  comi>act  made- 
''  Urge  me  with  truth,  and  you  will  soon  persuade; 
But  not,"  he  cried,  "  for  mere  ideal  things 
Give  me  to  feel  those  terror-bree.ling  stings." 

"  Let  not  such   thoughts,"  she  said,  "  yoiw  <ainJ 
confound ; 
Trifles  may  vako  me,  but  they  never  wouod; 
m3 
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Ill  tlicm  indeed  there  is  a  wrons^  and  right, 
But  you  will  Hud  me  pliant  iiiid  polite; 
Not  like  a  t'oiiscience  of  tlie  dotard  kind, 
Awake  to  dreams,  to  dire  otFeuces  blind: 
Let  all  witliiu  be  pure,  in  all  beside 
Be  your  own  master,  governor,  and  guide; 
Alive  to  danger,  in  tem|itition  strong, 
Aiid  1  sliall  bleep  our  whole  existence  long." 

"  Sweet  be  tliy  sleep,"  said  Fulliam;  "  strong  most  D« 
The  tempting  ill  that  gains  access  to  me: 
Never  will  I  to  evil  deed  consent, 
Or,  if  surprised,  oh!  how  will  I  repent! 
Should  gain  be  doubtful,  soon  would  I  restore 
The  dangerous  good,  or  give  It  to  the  poor; 
Repose  for  them  my  growing  wealth  shall  buy — 
Or  build — who  knows?  an  hospital  like  Guy? — 
Yet  why  such  means  to  soothe  the  smart  within. 
While  Krmly  purposed  to  renounce  the  sin?  " 

Thus  our  young  Trader  and  his  Conscience  dwelt 
In  mutual  love,  and  great  the  joy  they  felt; 
But  yet  in  small  concerns,  in  trivial  things, 
"  .She  was,"  he  said,  "  too  ready  with  the  stings;' 
And  he  too  apt,  in  search  of  growing  gains. 
To  lose  the  fear  of  penalties  and  pains: 
Yet  these  were  trifling  bickerings,  petty  jars, 
Domestic  strifes,  preliminary  wars; 
He  ventured  little,  little  she  express'd 
Of  indignation,  and  they  both  had  rest. 

Thus  was  he  fix'd  to  walk  the  worthy  way 
When  profit  urged  him  to  a  bold  essay: — 
A  time  w;is  that  when  all  at  pleasure  gamed 
In  lottery  chances,  yet  a  law  unblamed; 
This  Fulham  tried;  who  would  to  hiin  advance 
A  i)ound  or  crown,  he  gave  in  turn  a  chance 
For  wtiiglity  jirize — and  should  they  nothing  share, 
They  had  their  crown  or  pound  in  Fulham's  ware; 
Thus  the  old  stores  within  the  shop  were  sold 
For  that  which  none  refuses,  new  or  old. 

Was  this  unjust?  yet  Conscience  could  not  rest, 
But  made  a  mighty  struggle  in  the  breast; 
And  gave  th'  aspiring  man  an  early  proof, 
That  should  they  war  he  would  have  work  enough 
■'  Suppose,"  said  she,  "  your  vended  numbers  rise 
The  same  with  those  which  gain  each  real  prize, 
(Such  your  proposal,)  can  you  ruin  shun?" 
A  hundred  thousand,''  he  replied,  "  to  one." 
Still  it  m:iy  happen:"  "  I  the  sum  must  pay" 
"  You  know  you  cauujt:"  "  I  can  run  away." 
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»  Tint  is  dishonest: " — "  Nay,  but  you  must  wiuk 

At  a  cliai/ce-liit:  it  cannot  l)c,  I  think: 

Upon  my  conduct  as  a  whole  dcciiie, 

Sucii  tiiliiii^  cnois  li.t  my  virtues  iii<Io; 

Kail  I  at  meeting?  am  I  sleepy  there? 

My  purse  refuse  I  with  the  priest  to  &liare? 

Do  1  deny  the  poor  a  helpin<;  hand? 

Or  stop  the  wicked  women  in  the  Strand? 

Or  drink  at  cluh  hcyond  a  certain  pitch? 

Wliich  are  your  char<;es?  Conscience,  tell  me  whict? 

"  "I  is  well,  •  said  she,  "  but  —  "  "  Nay,  I  pray,  havt 
done : 
Tnist  me,  I  will  not  into  danger  run" 

The  lottery  drawn,  not  one  deiiiaiid  was  made; 
Fulliam  gain  d  prolit  and  increase  of  trade. 
«  See  now,  '  said  he — for  Conscience  yet  arose — 
*  How  foolish   t  is  such  mcxnures  to  oppose: 
Have  I  not  blameless  tlius  my  state  arlvanccd?  " 
"  Still,"    mutter 'd   Couscieuce,  *•  still   it  might  have 

chanced." 
"  Might!"  sjiid  our  hero,  "  who  is  so  exact 
As  to  inquire  what  might  liave  been  a  fact?" 

Now  Fulliam  s  shop  contain  d  a  curious  \-iew 
Of  costly  trilles  elegant  and  new: 
The  papers  told  where  kind  mammas  might  bnjr 
The  gayest  toys  to  charm  an  infant's  eye; 
■Where  "generous  beaux  might  gentle  damsels  pleaM, 
And  travellers  call  who  cross  the  land  or  seas, 
And  find  the  curious  art,  the  neat  device. 
Of  precious  value  and  of  trilling  price. 

Here  conscii-nce  rested,  she  was  pleased  to  find 
No  less  an  active  than  an  honest  mind; 
But  when  he  named  Sis  price,  and  when  he  swore, 
His  Conscience  check  d  him,  that  he  ask'd  no  more, 
When  half  he  sought  had  been  a  large  increase 
On  fair  demand,  she  couhl  not  rest  in  peace; 
(Beside  th'  aflrout  to  call  th"  adviser  in, 
Who  would  prevent,  to  justify  the  sin?) 
She  therefore  told  him,  that  "  he  vainly  tried 
To  soothe  her  anger,  conscious  that  he  lied; 
If  thus  he  grasp  d  at  such  usurious  gains. 
He  nuist  deserve,  and  should  expect  her  imins." 

The  charge  was  strong;  he  would  in  part  confeM 
Offence  there  was — Hut,  who  ofTcuded  less? 
"  What!  is  a  mere  assertion  call'd  a  lie? 
And  if  it  be,  are  men  compell'd  to  buy? 
'Twas  strange  that  Conscience  on  such  points  should  dwell. 
While  he  was  acting  (he  would  call  it)  well; 
fiu  bought  ai  otUerE  buy,  he  sold  as  others  sell; 
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There  was  no  fraud,  and  lie  demanded  cause 
Why  lie  was  troubled,  when  he  kept  the  laws?" 

"  My  lawsl"  siid  Conscience:  "  What,"  said  lie,  "are 
thine? 
Oral  or  written,  human  or  divine? 
Shoiv  me  the  chapter,  let  me  see  tlie  text; 
By  laws  uncertain  subjects  arc  perplex  d: 
Let  me  my  finger  on  the  statute  lay, 
And  I  shall  feel  it  duty  to  obey." 

"Reflect,"  said  Conscience,  " 't  was  your  own   k  iri 
That  I  should  warn  you — does  the  compact  tire? 
Repent  you  tliis?  then  bid  me  not  advise, 
And  rather  hear  your  passions  as  tlicy  rise, 
So  you  may  counsel  and  remonstrance  shun, 
But  then  remember  it  is  war  begun ; 
And  you  may  judge  from  some  attacks,  my  friend, 
Wliat  serious  conflicts  will  on  war  attend.' 

"  Nay,  but,"  at  length  the  thoughtful  man  replied, 
"  I  S3y  not  that;  I  wish  you  for  my  guide; 
Wish  for  your  checks  and  your  reproofs — but  then 
Be  like  a  Conscience  of  my  fellow  men; 
\\'orth}'  I  mean,  and  men  of  good  report. 
And  not  tlie  wretches  who  with  conscience  sport: 
'i'here  s  Bice,  my  friend,  who  passes  off  his  grease 
Of  pigs  for  bears',  in  pots  a  crown  apiece; 
His  conscience  never  checks  him  when  he  svears 
The  fat  he  sells  is  honest  fat  of  bears; 
And  so  it  is,  for  he  contrives  to  give 
A  drachm  to  each — 'tis  thus  that  tradesmen  live- 
Now  why  should  j'ou  and  I  be  over  nice; 
What  man  is  held  in  more  repute  than  Bice?" 

Here  ended  the  disi-ute;  but  yet  'twas  plain 
The  parties  both  expected  strife  again: 
Their  friendship  cool  d,  he  look  d  aoout  and  saw 
Numbers  who  seem'd  unshackled  by  his  awe: 
While  like  a  school-boy  he  was  threatcn'd  stili. 
Now  for  the  deed,  now  only  for  the  will; 
Here  Conscience  answer  d,  "  To  thy  neighbour's  guldt 
1'hy  neighbour  leave,  and  in  thine  own  conlide." 

Such  were  each  day  the  charges  and  replies, 
When  a  new  object  caught  the  trader's  eyes; 
A  Vestry-patriot,  could  he  gain  the  name. 
Would  famous  make  him,  and  would  pay  the  fame' 
He  knew  full  well  the  sums  bequeath  d  in  charge 
For  schools,  for  ahns-men,  for  tlic  poor,  were  larg«; 
Report  had  told,  and  he  could  feel  it  true, 
I'hat  most  unfiiirly  dsalt  the  trusted  few; 
No  partners  would  tl.ey  in  their  oftice  take, 
Nor  clear  accounts  at  annua'  meetings  makaj 
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Aloud  our  liero  in  tlie  vestry  spoke 

Of  liiddeu  deeils,  and  vow  d  to  dmw  the  cloak  j 

It  was  the  poor  man's  cause,  and  he  for  one 

Was  quite  determined  to  see  justice  done: 

His  I'oes  afl'ccted  laughter,  tlieu  disdain, 

Tliey  too  were  loud  and  threal'ning,  but  in  vain; 

The  pauper's  friend,  their  foe,  arose  and  spwke  agaio' 

Fiercely  he  cried,  "  Your  garbled  statements  sliov 

That  you  determine  we  shall  nothing  know; 

But  we  shall  bring  your  hidden  crimes  to  light. 

Give  you  to  shame,  and  to  the  poor  their  right." 

Virtue  like  this  mi;,'ht  some  ajiproval  ask — 
But  Conscience  sternly  said,  "  You  wear  a  maski' 
"  At  least,"  said  Fulham,  "  if  I  have  a  view 
To  serve  myself,  I  serve  the  public  too." 
Fulham,  though  clieckd,  retain'd  his  former  zeal, 
And  this  the  caiitious  rogues  began  to  feel: 
'  Thus  will  he  ever  bark,"  in  peevish  tone, 
An  elder  cried — "  the  cur  must  have  a  bone:" 
They  then  began  to  hint,  and  to  begin 
Was  ail  they  needed — it  was  felt  within; 
In  terms  less  veil'd  an  offer  then  was  made, 
Though  distant  still,  it  fail'd  not  to  persuade: 
More  plainly  then  was  every  jioint  proposed, 
Approved,  ac:epted,  and  the  bargain  closed. 
The  exulting  paiii)er9  hail'd  their  Friend  s  succeji, 
Anil  bade  adieu  to  murmurs  and  distress. 

Alas!  their  Friend  hail  now  superior  light. 
And  view  d  by  that,  he  found  that  all  was  right; 
Tl'cre  were  no  errors,  the  disbursements  small; 
This  was  the  truth,  and  truth  wa.s  due  to  all, 

And  rested  Conscience?  Xo!  she  would  not  reat, 
Yet  was  content  with  making  a  protest: 
Some  acts  she  now  with  less  resist-ance  bore, 
Nor  took  alarm  so  quickly  a.  before: 
Like  those  in  tov.-ns  k-sieged,  who  every  ball 
At  first  with  terror  view,  and  dread  them  all; 
But,  grown  l;iiniliar  with  the  scenes,  tiiey  feiir 
The  danger  less,  as  it  approaches  near; 
So  Conscience,  more  familiar  with  the  view 
Of  growing  evils,  less  attentive  grew: 
Yet  he,  who  felt  sojie  pain  and  dreaded  more. 
Gave  a  peaoc-otfering  to  the  angry  poor. 

Thus  had  he  quiet — but  the  time  was  brief, 
From  his  new  triumph  sprang  a  cause  of  grief; 
In  ollice  join  d,  and  acting  with  the  rest 
He  must  admit  the  sacramental  test. 
Now,  as  a  sectary,  he  had  all  his  life, 
▲3  Uo  6Uppo8e<i,  Ixjec  with  the  Church  at  »trifi»>^ 
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N'o  rule?  of  liors,  no  laws  had  lie  perused, 
Nov  knew  tlic  teiic-ts  lie  by  lute  almsed; 
Yet  Conscience  lieie  arose  more  fierce  and  strong, 
Tliaii  wlicn  she  told  of  rohlicry  and  wrong; 
"Chan;;c  his  religion!   No!  he  must  he  sure 
Tliat  was  a  blow  no  Conscience  could  endure." 

Though  friend  to  Virtue,  yet  she  oft  abides 
In  early  notions,  tixM  by  erring  guides: 
And  isn-ore  startled  Ijy  a  call  from  those, 
Than  when  the  foulest  crimes  her  rest  oppose; 
By  eiTor  taught,  by  prejudice  misled, 
Sh3  yields  her  rights,  and  Fancy  rules  instead; 
Wiicn  Conscience  ail  her  stings  and  terrors  deals, 
Not  as  'I'ruth  dictates,  but  as  I'ancy  feels; 
And  thus  within  our  hero's  troubled  breast, 
Crime  was  le.^s  torture  than  the  odious  test 
New  forms,  new  measures,  he  must  now  embrace, 
With  sad  conviction  that  they  warr'd  with  grace; 
To  his  new  church  no  former  friend  would  come, 
They  scarce  jtreierrd  her  to  the  churcli  of  Koines 
But  thinking  much,  and  weigiiing  guilt  and  gain, 
Conscience  and  he  commuted  for  her  pain; 
Then  pi-oinised  Fulliam  to  retain  his  creed, 
And  tlioir  ijeculiar  pauiicrs  still  to  feed; 
Their  attic-room  (in  secret)  to  attend. 
And  not  forget  he  was  the  preacher's  friend; 
Thus  he  i)roposed,  and  Conscience,  troubled,  tried, 
And  wanting  peace,  reluctantly  complied. 

Now  care  subdued,  and  aiiprehensions  goue, 
In  peace  our  hero  went  aspiring  on; 
But  short  the  jieriod — soon  a  quarrel  rose, 
Fierce  in  the  birth,  and  fatal  in  the  close; 
With  times  of  truce  between,  which  rather  proved 
That  both  were  weary,  than  th.at  either  loved. 

Fulliam  ev  n  now  disliked  the  heavy  thrall, 
And  for  her  death  would  in  his  anguish  call. 
As  Home  s  mistaken  friend  exclaim  d,  Lei  Carthage  falll 
So  felt  our  hero,  so  his  wish  express  d. 
Against  this  powerful  sprite — dekwin  est: 
Rome  in  her  conquest  saw  not  danger  near, 
Freed  from  her  rival,  and  without  a  fear; 
So,  Conscience  conquer'd,  men  j)crceive  how  free, 
But  not  how  fatal  such  a  state  must  be. 
Fatal  not  free  our  lieros;  foe  or  friend, 
Conscience  on  him  was  destined  to  attend: 
She  dozed  indeed,  grew  dull,  nor  seemd  to  spy 
Crime  following  crime,  and  each  of  deeper  dye; 
But  all  were  noticed,  and  :l.J  reckoning  time 
With  kar  accouut  came  oa— cnuie  I'oUowiug  crinv 
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This,  once  ft  foe,  now  Rrotlier  in  the  Trust, 
Whom  Vulhiini  hite  .Icscnbcii  iis  Cnir  an.l  just 
Was  the  sole  Cnianiian  of  a  wealthy  man!, 
I'lacod  in  his  iiowcr.  an.l  of  his  tiowu  ivfrajd: 
Not  quite  an  i.ilot.  for  her  hn-^y  brain 
Son^iht,  t)y  poor  cunnin-;,  triilinp:  I>oints  to  gain; 
Success  in  chiMish  projects  her  .leli^ht. 
She  took  no  hrcil  of  each  ini|)ortaut  ri;;ht. 

The  friendly  parties  met— the  Guar.han  cried 
I  am  too  old:  "my  sons  have  each  a  hride: 
I^Iartha,  mv  wanl,  would  make  an  ea.-y  ^ylfe; 
On  easy  terms  I'll  make  her  yoms  for  hie; 
And  tlien  the  creature  is  so  weak  and  nnid,      ^ 
She  may  be  soothed  an.l  tlneatend  as  a  chiKl-    — 
"  Yet  not  obey,"  said  Fulham.  '•  for  your  Uols, 
Female  ami  niale.  are  obstinate  as  mules.  ' 

Some  |.oinls  a.ljuste.l.  these  new  IV.en.U  ngreod. 
rroi>o<c.i  the  .lav,  and  liurricl  on  the  .leetl. 

»    Tis  a  vile  act."  sai.l  Conscience:—  '  It  wUl  p-»»» 
Heplied  the  bol.ler  man,  "  an  act  of  love; 
Her  wicked  ^'uardian  mi-ht  tlic  girl  have  sold 
To  endless  misery  for  a  tyrant's  gold; 
Now  may  her  life  be  happy— f»r  1  mean 
To  kcep'my  temper  evm  and  serene.  ' 
"  I  cannot  thus  com|>onn<l,"  the  spirit  cried, 
"  Xor  have  my  laws  thus  broken  and  defied: 
This  is  a  fraud,  a  bargain  for  a  wife;  _^ 

Expect  my  vengeance,  or  amend  your  life. 

The  wife  was  prettv,  trilling,  chil.lish,  weak. 
She  conl.l  not  think,  "but  wonl.l  not  cease  to  speak. 
This  he  forba.I — she  took  the  caution  ill, 
An.l  boldly  rose  against  his  sov.-reigu  will; 
With  idiot-cunning  she  would  watch  the  hour, 
When  friends  were  present,  to  disi)nte  Ins  power: 
With  tyrant-ci-all.  lie  then  was  still  and  culm, 
But  raised  in  ])rivate  terror  and  alarm: 
Bv  many  trials  she  perceived  how  far 
To  vex  anil  tease,  without  an  open  war; 
And  he  discover d  that  so  weak  a  mind 
No  art  couhl  lead,  and  no  compulsion  bind; 
The  rudest  force  would  fail  such  mind  to  tame, 
And  she  was  callous  to  rebuke  and  shame; 
Proud  of  her  wealth,  tiie  power  of  law  she  knew, 
And  would  Assist  him  in  the  spen.ling  too: 
His  threat  ning  words  with  insult  she  dehed. 
To  all  his  reasoning  with  a  stare  rei>lied; 
And  when  he  begg  d  her  to  atten.l.  w.add  say, 
Attend  1  will— but  let  mc  Iutj  my  wajr. 
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Nor  rest  had  Conscience;  "  While  you  merit  pain 
From  me,'  she  cried.  "  you  seek  redress  in  vain." 
His  tiioiights  were  gi-ievous.  "All  that  I  possess 
From  this  vile  bargain  adds  to  my  distress; 
To  pass  a  life  with  one  who  will  not  mend, 
Who  cannot  love,  nor  save,  nor  wisely  spend, 
Is  a  vile  prospect,  and  I  see  no  end; 
For  if  we  i)art,  I  must  of  course  restore 
Much  of  her  money,  and  must  wed  no  more 

"  Is  there  no  way?" — here  Conscience  rose  in  [tower 
"  Oh!  fly  the  danger  of  this  fatal  hour; 
I  am  thy  Conscience  faithful,  fond,  and  true, 
Ah,  Hy  this  thought  or  evil  must  ensue; 
Fall  on  thy  knees,  and  pray  with  all  tiiy  soul, 
Thy  purpose  banish,  thy  design  control; 
Let  every  hope  of  such  advantage  cease, 
Or  never  more  expect  a  moment's  peace." 

Th'  afFrighten  d  man  a  due  attention  paid. 
Felt  the  rebuke  and  the  command  obey  d. 

Again  the  wife  rebell  d,  again  express'd 
A  love  for  pleasure — a  contempt  of  rest ; 
"  She  whom  she  pleased  would  visit,  would  receive 
Those  who  pleased  her,  nor  deign  to  ask  for  leave." 

"  One  way  there  is,''  said  he ;  "  I  might  contrive 
Into  a  trap  this  foolish  thing  to  drive: 
Who  pleased  her,  said  she? — I'll  be  certain  who — " 
"  l"ake  heed,"  said  Conscience,  "  what  thou  mean  st  to  do 
"  Ensnare  thy  wife?  " — "  Why  yes,  '  he  must  confess, 
It  might  be  wrong — but  there  was  no  redress; 
"  Beside,  to  think,*'  said  he,  "  is  not  to  sin." 
"  Mistaken  man!"  replied  the  power  within. 

No  guest  unnoticed  to  the  lady  came, 
He  judged  th'  event  with  mingled  joy  and  shame, 
Oft  he  withdrew,  and  seem'd  to  leave  her  free, 
But  still  as  watchful  as  a  lynx  was  he; 
Meanwhile  the  wife  was  thoughtless,  cool,  and  gay, 
And,  without  virtue,  had  no  wish  to  stray. 

Though  thus  opposed,  his  plans  were  not  resign'd; 
"  Revenge,"  said  he,  "  will  prompt  that  daring  mind; 
Refused  supplies,  insulted  and  distress'd, 
Enraged  with  me,  and  near  a  favourite  guest — 
Then  will  her  vengeance  prompt  the  daring  deed, 
And  I  shall  watch,  detect  her,  and  be  freed." 

There  was  a  Youth — but  let  me  hide  the  name. 
With  all  the  progress  of  this  deed  of  shame; — 
He  had  his  views — on  him  the  husband  cast 
His  net,  and  saw  him  in  his  trammels  fast. 

"  Pause  for  a  moment — think  what  you  inteod," 
Said  the  reused  Sleeper:  "  I  am  yet  a  frieodi 
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Mnst  all  otir  days  in  enmity  be  spent? 

Nc!  "  and  Iw  paused—-  I  surely  shall  repeat:" 

Then  h-irric-d  on — the  evil  plan'  was  laid. 

The  wire  was  guilty,  and  ln-r  friend  l.etrav'd. 

And  Fuihani  gaind  his  wish,  and  for  iiis  will  was  paid 

Had  crimes  less  weighty  on  tiic  spirit  press'd, 
This  trouhled  Conscience  n)iL;ht  liave  sunk  to  r'ert' 
And  like  a  foolish  gu:irtl  heen  biihed  to  i>eace, 
By  a  false  promise,  that  oUeiice  should  cease;' 
Pist  faults  that  seem  d  familiar  to  the  view, 
Cjnf  ised  if  many,  and  obscure  though  true; 
And  Conscionce  trouhled  with  tlie  dull  account, 
Had  dropj)  d  her  tale,  and  sluniU-rd  o  er  th'  ami  tmti 
But.  struck  by  daring  guilt,  alen  she  rose, 
Disturh'd,  alarm  d.  and  could  no  m..ie  repose; 
Ml  ho()es  of  h-iend.»hip,  and  of  jieace,  were  past, 
And  every  view  with  glrwm  was  overcast. 
Bence  from  that  day,  that  day  of  shame  aiid  bin, 
Aro:«  the  restless  enmity  witliin. 
On  no  resource  could  Kulhani  now  rely, 
DoDm  d  all  expedients,  and  in  vain,  to  "try; 
For  Conscience,  roused,  .s;it  boldlv  on  iier  throne 
Watch  d  every  thou^dit.  attack  d  the  fiH.-  alone,     ' 
And  with  envenom  d  sting  drew  forth  the  inward  imm 
fcxpedients  laild  that  brou-ht  relief  before. 
In  vain  his  alms  uave  comfort  to  the  jKwr  ' 
Give  what  he  wo,  Id,  to  him  the  comfort  came  no  morai 
^ot  prayer  availd,  and  ,  hen  (his  crimes  confessed) 
He  felt  some  eitse— she  said— 'Are  thev  redress'd? 
iou  still  retam  the  profit,  and  U-  sure," 
Long  ^0  it  busts  this  anguish  shall  endure." 

Fulham  still  tried  to  s.Mjthe  her,  cheat,  mislead; 
But  Conciencc  laid  her  finger  on  the  deed 
And  read  che  crime  with  power,  and  all  that  must  suooeaJ • 
He  tried  t  e.\pel  her.  but  was  suse  to  find 
Her  strength  increased  by  all  that  he  desinii'd. 
Nor  ever  was  liis  groan  more  loud  and  de^i)     ' 
Thau  when  refresl.-d  she  rose  from  momentarv  sleeo. 

Now  desperate  grown,  weak,  harass  d,  and  "afrMd. 
i-rom  new  allies  lie  .sought  for  doubtful  aid- 
To  thought  itself  he  strove  to  bid  adieu,       ' 
And  from  devotions  to  diversions  flew; 
He  took  a  poor  domestic  for  a  slave, 
(Though  avarice  grieved  to  see  the  price  he  ravo); 
hyvn  his  board,  once  frugal,  press'd  a  load 
Of  viauds  rich,  tile  appetite  to  goad  • 
1  he  long-protrax:ted  merJ.  tiie  sparkling  cup. 
Fought  w-th  his  gloom,  and  ke,,t  hi^  coura^  np, 
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Soon  as  the  morning  came,  there  raet  his  e>es 

Accounts  of  wealth,  that  he  iiiiglit  reading  nse; 

To  profit  then  he  gave  some  active  Iwurs, 

Till  food  and  wine  :igain  should  renovate  his  powwvi 

Yet,  spite  of  all  defence,  of  every  aid. 

The  watcliful  Foe  her  close  attention  paid; 

In  every  thoughtful  moment  on  she  press'd, 

And  gave  at  once  her  dag^'er  to  his  breast; 

He  waked  at  midnight,  and  the  fears  of  sin, 

As  waters,  tlirough  a  t)ursten  dam,  broke  in; 

Nay,  in  the  banquet,  with  his  friends  around, 

When  all  their  cares  and  hiilf  their  crimes  were  drowa'di 

Would  ?ome  chance  act  a":»ke  tlic  slumbering  fear. 

And  care  and  crime  in  all  tlieir  strength  ap{>ear: 

The  news  is  read,  a  guilty  victim  swings, 

And  troubled  looks  procl:ii:n  the  bosom  stings; 

Some  pair  are  wed;  this  brings  the  wife  in  view, 

And  some  divorced:  this  shows  the  parting  too; 

Nor  can  he  hear  of  evil  word  or  deed, 

But  they  to  thought,  and  thought  to  sufferings  leatL 

Such  was  his  litis — no  other  changes  came, 
The  hurrying  day,  the  conscious  night  the  same; 
The  night  of  horror — when  he  starting  cried. 
To  the  {X)or  startled  sinner  at  his  side; 
•'  Is  it  in  law?  am  I  cmidemn'd  to  die? 

Let  me  escajx}! I'll  give — oh!  let  me  fly — 

Howl  but  a  dream — no  judges!  dungeon!  chain! 
Or  these  grim  men! — I  will  not  sleep  again. — 
Wilt  thou,  dread  being!  thus  thy  promise  keep? 
Day  is  thy  time,  and  wilt  thou  murder  sleep? 
Sorrow  and  want  repose,  and  wilt  tliou  come, 
Nor  give  one  hour  of  pui-e  untroubled  gloom? 

"  Oh!   Conscience!    Conscience  I  man's  most  fsithfa. 
friend, 
Hiii.  canst  thou  comfort,  ease,  reheve,  defend; 
But  if  he  will  thy  friendly  checks  forego, 
Thou  art,  ch !  woe  for  me  his  deadliest  foel" 
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TALE  XV. 

ADVICE; 

OB, 
THE  'BQinUE    AND   THE   PRIEST. 


His  hours  flll'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  aporta^ 

And  npvt-r  noted  in  him  unv  study, 

Auy  retirement,  any  sequestration. — Henry  V, 


You  cram  these  words  into  mine  ears,  againit 
The  stomach  of  vay  sense. — Tempttt. 


A  wE.^LTiiT  Lord  of  far-extended  land 
Had  all  tli:U  pleased  liiin  placed  ai  his  command 
Wiiiow'd  of  late,  but  HnJiiij;  niiicli  relief 
In  tlie  world's  comforts,  he  dismiss'd  his  p"ief; 
lie  was  by  marriage  of  lii.s  daughters  eased. 
And  knew  his  sons  could  marry  if  they  pleased, 
Meantime  in  travel  he  indulged  the  boys, 
Anil  kept  no  spj'  nor  partner  of  his  joys. 

These  joys,  indeed,  were  of  the  grosser  Idnd, 
That  fed  the  cravings  of  an  earthly  mind; 
A  mind  that,  conscious  of  its  own  success, 
Felt  the  reproach  his  neighbours  would  exprea*. 
Long  at  tl".'  indulgent  board  he  loved  to  sit, 
WTiere  joy  was  laughter,  and  profancness  wit; 
And  stich  the  guest  and  manners  of  the  Hall, 
No  wedded  lady  on  the  'Sjuirc  would  call: 
Here  reignd  a  Favourite,  and  her  triumph  gain'4 
O'er  other  favourites  who  before  had  reign 'd; 
Reserv'ed  and  modest  seem'd  the  nymph  to  be, 
Knowing  her  lord  was  charm 'd  with  modesty; 
For  he.  a  sportsman  keen  the  more  enjoy  d, 
The  greater  value  had  the  thing  do-stroy'd. 

Our   Squire  declared,  that,  from  a  wife  released 
He  would  no  more  give  triiul)lu  to  a  Priest; 
Seem'd  it  not  then,  nngratcrul  and  unkind, 
That  he  shculd  trouble  from  the  priesthood  lind? 
o*2 
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The  Church  he  honour "d.  and  he  ^ve  the  due 
And  full  respect  to  every  son  lie  knew 
IJiit  envied  those  who  had  the  luck  to  meet 
A  gentle  pastor,  civil,  and  discreet; 
Who  never  liold  and  hostile  sermon  penn'd. 
To  wound  a  sinner,  or  to  shame  a  friend; 
One  whom  no  being  either  shunn'd  or  fear'd. 
Such  must  be  loved  wherever  they  appear 'd. 

Not  such  the  stern  old  Uector  of  the  time 
^^'ho  scoth'd  no  culprit,  and  who  spared  no  crime; 
M  1:0  would  his  fears  and  his  contempt  express 
For  irreligion  and  licentiousness; 
Of  him  our  \'illage  Lord,  his  guests  among 
By  speech  vindictive  proved  his  feelings  stung. 

"  Were  he  a  bigot,"  said  the  'Squire,  "  whose  zed 
C'oiidemn'd  us  all,  I  should  disdain  to  feel: 
But  when  a  man  of  parts,  in  college  train'd, 
Prates  of  our  conduct — who  would  not  be  pain'd? 
While  he  declaims  (where  no  one  dares  reply) 
On  men  abandon 'd,  grov'ling  in  the  sty 
(Like  beasts  in  human  shape)  of  shameless  ^nxniy, 
Yet  with  a  patriot's  zeal  I  stand  the  shock 
Of  vile  rebuke,  example  to  his  flock: 
But  let  this  Rector,  thus  severe  and  proud, 
Change  his  wide  surplice  for  a  narrow  shroud 
And  I  will  place  within  his  seat  a  youth, 
Train'd  by  the  Graces  to  explain  the  Truth, 
Then  shall  the  flock  with  gentle  hand  be  led. 
By  wisdom  won,  and  by  compassion  fed." 

This  purposed  Teacher  was  a  sister's  son, 
Who  of  her  children  gave  the  priesthood  one; 
And  she  had  early  train'd  for  this  employ 
Tlie  pliant  talents  of  her  college-boy: 
At  various  times  her  letters  painted  all 
Her  brother's  views — the  manners  of  the  Hall; 
Tlie  rector's  harshness,  and  the  mischief  made 
By  chiding  those  whom  preachers  should  persuade^ 
This  led  the  youth  to  views  of  easy  life, 
A  friendly  patron,  an  obliging  wife; 
His  tithe,  his  glebe,  the  garden  and  the  steed. 
With  books  as  many  as  he  wish'd  to  read. 

All  this  accorded  with  the  Uncle's  will: 
He  loved  a  priest  compliant,  easj-,  still; 
Sums  he  had  often  to  his  favourite  sent, 
"  To  be."  he  wrote, ''  in  manly  freedom  8p>eQt| 
P'or  woll  it  pleased  his  spirit  to  assist 
An  honest  lad,  who  scoru'd  a  Methodist:" 
His  mothor,  too,  in  her  materna'.  care, 
Bade  liimof  cantn.^,  ''vpocrite"  bewaroi 
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Wlio  from  liis  duties  would  his  heart  seduce, 
Ajid  make  his  tuli-nts  of  no  earthly  use. 

SoDM  must  a  trial  i>f  his  worth  he  made — 
The  ancient  prif.st  Is  to  the  toiiih  cotivcy"d; 
And  the  youth  snmmon'd  from  a  serious  friend 
liis  guide  and  host,  new  duties  to  attend. 

Thret'  months  hefore,  the  noiihew  ai:d  the   Sqjir* 
Saw  mutual  worth  to  praise  and  to  admire; 
And  though  the  one  too  early  left  his  wine, 
Th"  :ther  still  exchiim'd— "  .My  lK)y  will  shiue- 
Yea   I  (leiciive  that  he  will  soon  improve, 
And  I  shall  form  the  very  guide  I  love; 
Decent  uhroad.  he  will  my  name  defend. 
And  wiien  iit  home,  be  social  and  unbend." 

The  plan  was  specious,  for  the  mind  of  JamM 
Accorded  duly  with  his  uncle's  schemes: 
lie  tlien  luspired  not  to  a  his;hcr  name 
Than  sober  clerks  of  moderate  tiilents  clium; 
Gravely  to  pray,  and  rev  rendly  to  preach. 
^Vas  all  he  sjiw,  good  youth!  within  his  reach: 
Thus  may  a  mass  of  sulphur  long  abiue. 
Cold  and  inert,  but,  to  the  llame  applied. 
Kindling  it  blazes,  and  consuming  turns 
To  smoke  ami  poison,  as  it  Iwils  and  burns. 

James,  leaving  college,  to  a  Preacher  stray'd; 
What  call'd  he  knew  not — but  the  call  obey  d: 
Mild,  idle,  pensive,  ever  led  by  those 
\Vho  could  some  specious  novelty  propose; 
Humbly  he  listen  d,  while  the  preacher  dwelt 
On  touching  themes,  and  strong  emotions  felt; 
And  in  this  uigiit  was  rixd  that  pliant  will 
To  one  sole  point,  and  he  retains  it  still. 

At  tirst  his  care  wius  to  himself  confineu; 
Himself  assure<l,  he  gave  it  to  mankind : 
His  ze;U  grew  active — honest,  earnest  zeal 
And  comfort  dealt  to  him.  he  longd  to  deal; 
He  to  his  favourite  preacher  now  withdrew 
Was  tuugkt  to  teach,  instnuted  to  subdue; 
A-»:  train'd  for  ghostly  warfare,  when  the  call 
Of  nis  new  duties  rcach'd  him  fnmi  the  Hall. 

Now  to  the  Sipiire,  although  alert  and  stout. 
Camo  unexpected  an  atUick  of  gout; 
And  the  grieveil  piaron  felt  such  serious  pain: 
He  never  thought  to  see  a  church  again- 
Thrice  had  the  youthful  rector  Umght  the  crovrd, 
Whose  growing  uumbors  spoke  his  j)owers  aloud, 
Before  tlie  patron  could  hiui«elf  rejoice 
(His  paiu  s'ill  Uugeriiig)  in  the  general  voiocv 
u  3 


For  he  imputed  all  this  early  tame 
To  gniceliil  iniiniier,  and  tiie  well-known  naina; 
And  to  liiinself  assumed  a  share  of  ])raise, 
For  worth  and  talents  he  was  pleased  to  raise. 

A  month  had  llown,  and  with  it  (led  disease; 
What  pleased  before,  began  a^ain  to  please; 
Emerging  daily  from  his  chamber's  gloOcT., 
He  found  his  old  sensations  hurrying  home; 
Then  call'd  his  nephew,  and  exclaim'd,  "  My  boy 
Let  us  again  the  balm  of  life  enjoy; 
The  .'be  has  left  me,  and  I  deem  it  right, 
Should  he  return,  to  arm  me  for  the  tight. 

Thus  spoke  the  'Squire,  the  favourite  njiiiph  stood  bj 
And  viewed  the  priest  with  insult  in  her  eye: 
She  thrice  had  heard  him  when  he  boldly  spoke 
On  dangerous  points,  and  fear  d  he  would  revoke: 
For  James  she  loveil  not — and  her  manner  told, 
"  This  warm  atl'ection  will  be  qui'.'kly  cold:" 
Aiid  still  she  I'ear  d  impression  might  be  made 
Upon  a  subject,  nervous  and  decay 'd-, 
She  knew  her  danger  and  had  no  desire 
Of  reformation  in  the  gallant  'Squire; 
And  felt  an  envious  pleasure  in  her  breast 
To  see  the  rector  daunted  :i"id  distress'd. 

Again  the  Uncle  to  the  youth  applied — 
"  Cast,  my  dear  lad,  that  c;rirsed  gloom  aside. 
There  are  for  all  things  time  and  place,  appear 
Grave  in  your  pulpit,  and  be  merry  here: 
Now  take  your  wine — for  woes  a  sure  resource, 
And  the  best  prelude  to  a  long  discourse." 

James  half  obey  d.  but  cast  an  angry  eye 
On  the  fair  lass,  who  still  stood  watchful  by; 
Resolving  thus,  ''  I  have  my  fears — but  still 
I  must  perform  my  duties,  and  I  will; 
No  love,  no  interest,  shall  my  mind  control; 
Better  to  lose  my  comforts  than  my  soul; 
Better  my  uncle's  favour  to  abjure 
Than  the  upbraidings  of  my  heart  endure  " 

He  took  his  glass,  and  then  address'd  the  'Squire: 
**  I  feel  not  well,  permit  me  to  retire."     • 
The  'Squire  conceived  that  the  ensuing  day 
Gave  him  these  terrors  for  the  grand  essay, 
When  he  himself  should  this  young  preacher  try. 
And  stand  before  him  with  observant  eye; 
This  raised  compassion  in  his  manly  breast, 
And  he  would  send  the  rector  to  his  rest: 
Yet  first,  in  soothing  voice — "  A  moment  st^y, 
Aul  these  su|{g?sli^as  of  a  friend  obey; 
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Treiwure  tlicbu  liiut-s,  iT  lame  or  peace  you  prixo, — 
The  bofJe  ciujitiLMj    I  shall  ck>se  my  eyes. 

"  Un  evfiy  iiriest  at  two-lold  care  atlomls, 
To  prove  his  taJeuts,  aud  insure  his  I'rieiKls: 
First,  cf  the  first — ,\'our  stores  at  ouoe  prodaoe; 
Anil  bring  your  reailiuj;  to  its  projier  use: 
Ou  doctrines  dwell,  lUid  every  jxiiiit  enforce 
By  quoting  much,  the  scliolar's  sure  resource; 
For  l«e  alone  can  show  us  on  Ciich  head 
What  ancient  schoohiMin  and  s:i<;e  fathers  said: 
Ko  worth  has  knowledge,  if  you  fail  to  show 
How  well  jou  studied  and  how  nmch  you  knowi 
It  faith  your  subject,  and  you  judge  it  right 
On  theme  so  dark  to  cast  a  ray  of  light; 
lie  it  that  faith  the  orthixlox  maintain, 
Found  in  the  rubric,  what  the  creeds  explain; 
Fail  not  to  show  us  oo  this  ancieut  faith 
(And  quote  the  passage)  what  some  martyr  saithi 
Dwell  n(^  one  moment  on  a  laith  that  shocks 
The  minds  of  mea  sincere  and  orthodox; 
That  ghjomy  faith,  that  robs  the  wounded  mind 
Of  all  the  comfort  it  was  wont  to  find 
From  virtuous  sicts,  and  Ui  the  soul  denies 
Its  projM?r  due  for  alms  and  charities; 
That  partial  faith,  that,  weighing  sins  alone 
Lets  not  a  virtue  lor  a  fault  atoue. 
That  starving  faith,  that  would  our  tables  chiar, 
And  niiike  one  drendful  I^nt  of  all  the  year; 
And  cruel  too,  for  this  is  faith  that  rends 
Confiding  Ijeautiee  from  protecting  friends; 
A  faith  that  all  embracing,  what  a  gloom 
Deep  and  terrific  o'er  the  land  would  come! 
What  scenes  of  horror  would  that  time  discloael 
No  sight  but  misery,  and  no  sound  but  woes; 
Your  nobler  faith,  in  loftier  style  convey 'd, 
Shall  be  with  praise  and  admiration  piiid. 
On  points  like  these  your  hearers  all  admire 
A  preacher's  depth,  and  nothing  more  require: 
Shall  we  a  studious  youth  to  college  send, 
That  every  clown  his  words  may  compreiiend? 
'Tis  for  your  glory,  when  your  hearers  own 
'^'our  learning  matchless,  but  the  sense  unknown. 

"  Thus  honour  gain'd,  learn  now  to  gain  a  frien^ 
And  the  sure  way  is — never  to  ofl'end ; 
For,  James,  consider — what  your  neighbours  do 
Is  their  own  business,  and  concerns  net  you: 
Shun  all  resemblance  to  that  forward  race 
\^'bo  preach  of  um  before  a  siuner's  face; 
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And  seem  as  if  they  ovt-rlook'd  a  pcw 
Only  to  dnig  a  tailinj^  iiiitii  in  view: 
Much  should  I  feel,  when  cjroaning  in  disenso. 
If  a  roiji^li  hand  ufxin  my  limb  should  <eize; 
But  great  my  anger,  if  this  hand  were  found 
The  very  doctor's,  who  should  make  it  sound: 
So  feel  our  minds,  young  I*riest,  so  doubly  feeL 
When  hurt  by  those  whose  office  is  to  heal. 

"  Yet  of  our  duties  you  must  something  tell, 
And  must  at  times  on  sia  and  frailty  dwell; 
Here  you  may  preach  in  easy,  fk>wing  style. 
How  errors  cloud  us,  and  how  sins  defile: 
Here  bring  persuasive  tropes  and  figures  forth. 
To  show  the  poor  that  wealth  is  notlu'ng  wortbf 
That  they,  in  fact,  possess  an  ample  share 
Of  the  world's  gowl.  and  feel  not  half  its  carej 
Give  them  this  comfort,  and,  indeed,  my  goal 
In  its  full  vigour  causes  me  some  doubt: 
And  let  it  always,  for  your  zeal,  suffice. 
That  vice  you  combat,  in  the  abstract — ^Tce: 
The  very  captious  will  \ye  quiet  then; 
We  all  confess  we  are  offending  men: 
In  lashing  sin,  of  every  stroke  beware. 
For  sinners  feel,  and  sinners  you  must  spare; 
In  general  satire,  every  man  perceives 
A  shght  attack,  yet  neither  fears  nor  grieves; 
But  name  th'  off'cnce.  and  you  absolve  the  rest, 
AJid  pwint  tlie  dagg(!r  at  a  single  breast. 

"  Yet  are  there  sinners  of  a  class  so  low, 
That  you  with  safety  may  the  la.'^h  bestow; 
Poachers,  and  drunkards,  idle  rogues,  who  feed 
At  others'  cost,  a  marked  correction  need : 
And  all  the  better  sort,  who  .--ee  yotir  zeal. 
Will  love  and  reverence  for  their  pastor  feel; 
Reverence  for  one  who  can  inflict  the  smart, 
And  love,  because  he  deals  them  not  a  part. 

"  Remember  well  what  love  and  jige  advise; 
A  quiet  rector  is  a  jiaiish  prize. 
Who  in  his  learning  has  a  decent  pride; 
Who  to  his  people  is  a  gentle  guide; 
Who  only  hints  at  fiilings  th;it  he  sees: 
Who  loves  his  gl^'be,  his  patron,  and  his  ease. 
And  finds  the  way  to  fame  and  profit  is  to  pi( 

The  Nephew  answer'd  not,  except  a  sigh 
And  look  of  sorrow  might  be  term  d  reply; 
He  saw  the  fe;xrful  h;uard  of  his  state. 
And  htild  with  truth  and  safety  strong  debat«{ 
Nor  long  he  reason  d,  for  the  zealous  youth 
Kfltolved,  though  timid,  to  profess  the  truUt) 
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And  tlioiijh  Ills  friend  should  like  a  lion  roar. 
Truth  would  lie  preach,  neither  less  nor  more. 

The  hells,  had  toll  d — arrived  the  tirae  of  |)ni>er 
The  flock  ass<jinbled.  iind  the  Sfjuire  was  there: 
And  now  can  [xjct  siug,  or  proseiuan  .sav, 
The  disappointrnt-nt  of  that  trying;  day? 

As  he  who  loii;r  liad  traiu'd  a  favourite  steed, 
(Whose  blood  ami  houe  gave  promise  of  his  speed)^ 
Sanguine  with  hope,  he  runs  with  partial  ey 
O'er  every  feature,  and  his  bets  are  high; 
Of  triumph  sure,  he  sees  tiie  rivals  start. 
And  waits  their  coming  with  exulting  heart; 
Forestalling  glory,  with  impatient  glance, 
And  sure  to  see  his  conquering  steed  advance; 
The  conquering  steed  iulvances — luckless  dayl 
A  rival  s  Herod  bears  the  prize  away. 
Nor  second  his,  nor  third,  hut  lagging  last, 
With  hanging  he  id  he  comes,  by  all  surpassed: 
Surprise  and  wrath  the  owner's  mind  inflame. 
Love  turns  to  scorn,  and  glory  ends  in  shame;  — 
Thus  waited,  high  in  hope,  the  partial  'Squire, 
Eager  to  hear,  impatient  to  admire: 
When  the  young  Preacher,  in  the  tones  that  find 
A  certain  passage  to  the  kindling  mind, 
With  air  and  accent  strange,  impressive,  sad, 
Alarm  d  the  judge — he  trembled  for  the  lad; 
But  when  the  text  announced  the  power  of  gntoe. 
Amazement  scowld  upon  his  clouded  face. 
At  this  degenerate  son  of  his  illustrious  race; 
Staring  he  stood,  till  hofje  !ig:iin  arose, 
That  James  might  well  define  the  words  he  chose 
For  this  he  listen  d — but  alus!  he  found 
The  preacher  alwtiys  on  forbJ.Men  ground. 
And  now  the  Uncle  Icli  the  hated  pew, 
V  ith  James  and  .James's  conduct  in  his  view; 
A  long  farewell  to  all  his  favomite  schemes! 
For  now  no  crazed  fanatic  s  frantic  dreams 
Seem'd  vile  as  .James's  conduct,  or  as  James : 
All  he  h;i(l  long  derided,  hated,  fear'd. 
This,  from  the  chosen  youth,  the  uncle  heard; — 
The  needless  pause,  the  fierce  disorder'd  air. 
The  gi-oan  for  sin,  the  vehemence  of  prayer, 
G.ave  birth  to  wrath,  that,  in  a  long  discourse 
Of  grace  triumphant,  rose  to  fourfold  force: 
He  found  his  thoughts  despised,  his  rules  transgress'd. 
And  while  the  anger  kindled  in  his  breast, 
The  pain  must  be  endured  that  could  not  be  expreit'dj 
Each  new  idea  more  inflamed  his  u-e, 
Aa  £.iel  tluowa  upon  a  rising  fire: 
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A  hearer  vot,  he  tooght  by  threatening  sign 
To  ease  his  heart,  and  awe  the  young  divine; 
But  James  refused  those  angry  looks  to  meet. 
Till  he  dismiss 'd  his  flock,  and  left  his  seat; 
Exiiiuisted  tiien  he  felt  his  trembling  flame. 
But  flx'd  his  soul, — his  sentiments  the  sanie; 
And  therefore  wise  it  seemd  to  fly  from  rage, 
And  seek  for  shelter  in  his  parsonage; 
There,  if  forsaken,  yet  consoled  to  lind 
Some  comforts  left,  though  not  a  few  resign'd; 
There,  if  he  lost  an  ening  parent's  love. 
An  honest  conscience  must  the  cause  approve; 
If  the  nice  palate  were  no  lonc;er  fed. 
The  mind  enjoy *d  delicious  thoughts  instead; 
And  if  some  part  of  earthly  good  was  flown, 
Still  was  the  tithe  of  ten  good  fanns  his  own. 

Fear  now,  and  discord,  in  the  village  reign, 
The  cool  remonstrate,  and  the  meek  complain; 
But  there  is  war  within,  and  wisdom  pleads  in  xvn. 
Now  dreads  the  Uncle,  and  proclaims  his  dread, 
Lest  the  Boy-priest  should  turn  each  nutic  liead; 
The  certain  converts  cost  him  certain  woe. 
The  doubtful  fear  lest  they  should  join  the  foe; 
Matrons  of  old,  with  whom  he  used  to  joke, 
Now  pass  his  lionour  with  a  pious  look; 
Lasses,  who  met  him  once  with  lively  airs, 
Now  cross  his  way,  and  gravely  walk  to  prayers: 
An  old  companion,  whom  he  long  has  loved, 
By  coward  fears  confessd  his  conscience  moved; 
As  the  third  bottle  gave  its  spirit  forth. 
And  they  bore  witness  to  departing  worth, 
The  friend  arose,  and  he  too  would  depart: — 
"  Man,"  said  the  'Squire,  "  thou  wert  not  wont  to  ttai 
Hast  thou  attended  to  that  foolish  boy, 
Who  would  abridge  all  comtorts,  or  destroy?" 

Yes,  he  had  listen'd.  who  had  sluinber'd  long, 
And  was  convinced  that  something  must  be  wro2g- 
But,  though  affected,  still  his  yielding  heart, 
And  craving  palate,  took  the  Uncles  part; 
^\'ine  now  oppress'd  him,  who,  when  free  from  wiue, 
Could  seldom  clearly  utter  his  design ; 
But  though  by  nature  and  indulgence  weak, 
Yet,  half  converted,  he  resolved  to  speak; 
And,  speaking,  ownd,  "  that  in  his  mind  the  Youth 
Had  gifts  and  learning,  and  that  truth  was  truth; 
The  'Squire  he  honour  d,  and,  for  his  poor  part, 
Hd  bated  nothing  like  a  hollow  heart: 
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But  'twas  a  maxim  he  had  often  tried. 

Thai  ri'^'ht  was  risht,  and  there  he  wonld  abide; 

He  hoiiour'd  leaniiii;;.  and  he  wouhl  coiifc«« 

The  preacher  liad  liis  talents — mon-  or  less: 

Why  not  ajrree?  he  thought  tlie  young  divine 

Had  no  such  strictness — they  might  drink  and  dine; 

For  them  sufficient — but  he  s:iid  before, — 

That  truth  was  truth,  and  lie  would  drink  no  more" 

This  heard  the  'Squire  with  mix'a  contempt  ;ind  pain 
He  fl-ar'd  the  Priest  this  recreant  sot  wouhl  gain. 
The  favourite  Nymph,  though  not  a  convert  made. 
Conceived  the  man  she  scorn'd  her  cause  would  aid, 
And  when  the  spirits  of  her  lord  were  low, 
The  lass  presumed  the  wicked  cause  to  show; 
**  It  was  the  wretchoi  life  his  Honour  led. 
And  would  draw  vengeance  on  his  guilty  head; 
Their  loves  (Heav'n  knew  how  dreadfully  distress'd 
The  thought  had  made  her!)  were  as  yet  unbless'd: 
And  till  the  church  had  sanction'd  " — Here  siie  saw 
The  wi-ath  that  forced  her  trembling  to  withdraw. 

Add  to  these  outward  ills,  some  inward  light, 
That  sliow'd  him  all  was  not  correct  and  right: 
Though  now  he  less  indulged — and  to  the  poor, 
From  day  to  day,  sent  alms  from  d<x)r  to  door: 
Though  he  some  e'iise  from  easy  virtues  found. 

Yet  conscience  told  him  he  could  not  compound; 

But  must  himself  the  darling  sin  deny, 

Change  the  whole  heart, — but  here  a  heavy  sigh 

Proclaim'd,  "  How  vast  the  toil!  and  ah  I  how  weak  am  II 
James  too  has  trouble — he  divided  sees 

A  parish,  once  harmonious  and  at  ease: 

With  him  united  are  the  simply  meek. 

The  warm,  the  sad.  the  nervous,  and  the  weak; 

The  rest  his  Uncle's,  siive  the  few  beside, 

Who  own  no  doctrine,  and  obey  no  guide; 

With  stragglers  of  each  adverse  camp,  who  lend 

Tfieir  aid  to  both,  but  each  in  turn  offend. 
Though  zealous  still,  yet  he  begins  to  feel 

The  heat  too  Kerce,  that  glows  in  vulgar  zejil; 

With  pain  he  hears  his  simple  friends  relate 

Their  week's  experience,  and  their  woful  state: 

With  small  temjaation  stniggling  every  hour, 

And  bravely  battling  with  the  tempting  power; 

His  native  .sense  is  hurt  by  strange  complaiat* 

Cf  inward  motions  in  these  warring  saiuta; 

Who  never  cast  on  sinful  bait  a  look. 

But  they  perceive  the  devil  at  the  hook: 
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Grieved,  yel  compell'd  to  smile,  he  finds  it  hard 

Against  tlie  blunders  of  conceit  to  guard; 

He  sijrlis  to  lienr  tiie  jests  his  converts  cause, 

lie  caiitidt  give  tlieir  errinii  ^eal  appl^uise; 

But  fiucls  it  iuconsibteiit  to  ••ondeinu 

The  Ihghts  and  follies  Le  has  nursed  in  t'lniu; 

These,  in  opposing  minds,  contemot  prf»dnc«i. 

Or  mirth  occasion,  or  provoke  abuse; 

On  each  momentous  theme  disgrace  they  bring 

And  (It*  to  Soocn  her  poison  aud  iur  i 
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Think'st  thon  I'o  make  a  lifp  of  jeaiontf. 
To  follow  Btill  the  changes  of  tho  moon. 
With  Ijeah  suspicion  ?—  O'kello. 


Why  hast  ruuu  lost  the  fresh  oiood  in  thy  elieekt. 

And  given  niv  tn-a-ure  ami  mj  rights  in  ihee 

To  thick-eyed  musiog  and  cur(»d  uiehuicholy  ? — 1  Henrf  tV, 


Anna  was  youn^;  ntul  lovely — in  iier  eye 

The  glance  of  beauty,  in  lier  cheek  the  dye; 

Her  shape  was  slender,  and  her  features  uiiall, 

But  graceful,  easy,  unafl'ected  all : 

The  liveliest  tints  her  youthful  t'\icc  disclosed; 

There  beauty  sparkled,  and  there  health  rejioged; 

For  the  pure  blood  that  fluslfd  that  rosy  cheek 

Spoke  what  the  heart  forbad  the  tongue  to  speak; 

And  told  the  feelings  of  timt  heart  as  well, 

Nay,  with  more  candour  than  tiie  tongue  could  tellt 

Though  this  fair  lass  tiad  with  the  wealthy  dwelt, 

Yet  like  the  damsel  of  the  cot  she  felt; 

And,  at  the  di>tJint  hint  or  dark  surmise, 

Tho  blood  into  the  mantling  cheek  would  rise. 

Now  Anna's  station  frequent  terrors  wrought 
In  one  whose  looks  were  with  such  meaning  frao^hti 
For  on  a  i^ady,  as  an  humble  friend, 
It  was  her  painful  office  to  attend. 

Her  duties  here  were  of  ths  usual  kind — 
And  some  the  body  harass  d,  some  the  mind; 
Billets  she  wrote,  and  tender  stories  read, 
To  make  the  Lady  sleepy  in  her  bed; 
She  play'd  at  whist,  but  with  inferior  skill, 
And  iieard  the  suamions  a:-  a  call  to  drill; 
Music  was  ever  pleasant  till  she  play'd 
At  a  request  that  no  request  convey 'd; 
The  J.ady's  tales  with  an.vious  looks  she  heard, 
For  she  must  witness  wluu  her  Frieud  averr'di 
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The  Lady's  ta?te  she  must  in  all  approve, 

Hate  whom  she  hated,  whom  slie  loved  must  love 

These,  with  the  various  duties  of  lier  place, 

With  care  she  studied,  and  perform'd  with  grace; 

She  veil'd  her  trouhles  in  a  mask  of  ease. 

And  show'd  her  pleasun  was  a  power  to  please. 

Such  were  the  Damsel's  duties;  she  was  poor- 
Above  a  servant,  but  with  service  more: 
Mjr.  on  her  face  with  careless  freedom  gazed, 
X  )r  thought  how  painful  was  the  glow  they  raised 
A  wealthy  few  to  gain  her  favour  tried. 
But  not  the  favour  of  a  grateful  bride; 
They  spoke  their  purpose  with  an  easy  air, 
'I  hat  sham'd  and  frighten'd  the  dependent  fair; 
Past  time  she  view'd,  the  passing  time  to  cheat, 
But  nothing  found  to  make  tiie  present  sweet; 
With  pensive  soul  she  read  life's  future  page. 
And  saw  dependent,  poor,  repining  age. 

But  who  shall  dare  t'  assert  wliat  years  may  bring 
When  wonders  from  the  passing  hour  may  spring? 
There  dwelt  a  Yeoman  in  tiie  piace,  whose  mind 
Was  gentle,  generous,  cultivated,  kind; 
For  thirty  years  he  labour'd;  fortune  than 
Placed  the  mild  rustic  with  superior  men: 
A  richer  Stafford  who  had  lived  to  save 
What  he  had  treasured  to  the  poorer  gave; 
Who  with  a  sober  mind  that  treasure  view'd, 
And  the  slight  studies  of  his  youth  renew'd: 
He  not  profoundly,  but  discreetly  read, 
And  a  fair  mind  with  useful  culture  fed. 
Then  thought  of  marriage — "  But  the  great,"  said  ht 
"  I  shall  not  suit,  nor  will  the  meaner  me:" 
Anna  he  saw,  admired  her  modest  air; 
He  thought  her  virtuous,  and  he  knew  her  fair; 
Love  raised  his  pity  for  her  humble  state. 
And  prompted  wislies  for  her  happier  fate; 
No  pride  in  money  would  his  feelings  wound, 
Nor  vulgar  manners  hurt  him  and  confound: 
He  then  the  Laay  at  tlie  Hall  address'd, 
Sought  her  consent,  and  his  regard  e.\pres3'd; 
Yet,  if  some  cause  his  earnest  wish  denied, 
He  hegg'd  to  know  it,  and  he  bow'd  and  sigh'd. 

The  Lady  own'd  that  she  was  loth  to  part, 
But  praised  the  damsel  for  her  gentle  heart, 
Hei-  pleasing  person,  and  her  blooming  health; 
But  ended  thus,  "  Her  virtue  is  her  wealth." 

"  Then  is  she  rich!"  he  cried,  with  lively  air; 
"  But  whence,  so  plaise  you,  came  a  lass  so  fair?" 
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"  A  placeman's  thild  was  Anna,  one  who  died 
And  left  a  widow  by  afflictions  tried ; 
Slie  to  support  her  infant  daughter  strove, 
But  early  left  the  object  of  lier  love; 
Her  y until,  tier  beauty,  and  lier  nrpliiin-stato 
Gave  a  kind  countess  interest  in  lier  fate; 
Willi  her  she  dwelt,  and  still  mif^lit  dwelling  hu, 
When  the  earl's  folly  caused  the  la'^  to  He«; 
A  second  friend  was  she  com[)eird  to  shun, 
By  the  mde  offers  of  an  uncheck'd  son ; 
I  found  her  then,  and  with  a  mother's  lov9 
Re};arJ  the  gentle  jc'rl  whom  you  approve; 
Yet,  e  en  with  me  protection  is  not  i)eace, 
Nor  man's  dcsij^ns,  nor  beauty's  triiils  ceaae: 
Like  sordid  boys  by  costly  fruit  they  feel. 
They  will  not  purchase,  but  they  try  to  steal.** 

Now  this  good  Lady,  like  a  witness  true. 
Told  but  tlie  truth,  and  all  the  truth  she  knew; 
And  'tis  our  duty  and  our  pain  to  show 
Truth  this  good  lady  had  not  means  to  know. 
Yes.  there  was  lock'd  within  the  damsel's  breail 
A  fact  important  to  be  now  confess 'd; 
Gently,  my  muse,  th'  alHicting  tale  relate, 
And  have  JHSine  feeling  for  a  sister's  fate. 

Where  Anna  dwelt,  a  conquering  hero  canM)-* 
An  Irish  captain,  S'dley  was  his  name; 
And  he  too  had  that  same  prevailing  art, 
That  gave  sott  wishes  to  the  >-irgin  s  heart: 
In  years  they  ditfer'd ;  he  ha'l  thirty  seen 
When  this  young  beauty  counted  just  lilYeen; 
But  still  they  were  a  lovely  lively  pair. 
And  trod  on  earth  as  if  they  trod  on  air. 

On  love,  delightful  theme!  the  captain  dwelt 
With  foree  still  growing  with  the  hopes  he  felt; 
But  with  some  caution  and  reluctance  told, 
He  had  a  father  crafty,  harsh,  and  old; 
Who,  as  possessing  much,  would  much  expect, 
Or  botl.,  for  ever,  from  his  love  reject. 
Why  then  oUence  to  one  so  powerful  give, 
Wlio  (for  their  comfort)  had  not  long  to  liv«k 
With  this  poor  prospect  the  deluded  maid. 
In  words  contiding,  wi\8  indeed  betray  d; 
And,  soon  as  terrors  in  her  bosora  rose, 
The  hero  lied;  tliey  hinder  d  Ids  repose. 
Deprived  of  him.  she  to  a  parent  s  breast 
Her  secret  trusted,  and  her  pains  imprees'dl 
Let  her  to  town  (so  prudence  urged)  repMK, 
To  abuu  dis^acc,  at  least  to  hide  it  then; 
p2 
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Biit  ere  sr.e  wont,  the  luckless  damsel  pray'd 
A  chosen  friend  nii^dit  lend  her  timely  aid: 
*•  Yes!  my  soul's  sister,  my  Eliza,  come. 
Hear  her  last  sigh,  and  ease  th}-  Anna's  doom:* 
"  'Tis  a  fool's  wish,"  the  angry  father  cried, 
But,  lost  in  troiihles  of  his  o^vn,  complied; 
And  dear  E'lza  to  her  friend  was  sent, 
T'  indulge  'hat  wish,  and  he  her  punishment! 
The  time  airived,  and  brought  a  tenfold  dread; 
The  time  was  past,  and  all  the  terror  fled; 
The  infant  died;  the  face  resumed  each  charm, 
And  reason  now  brought  trouble  and  alarm: 

Should  her  Eliza — no!  she  was  too  just, 
"  Too  good  and  kind — but  ah!  too  young  to  trust* 
Anna  return 'd,  her  former  place  resumed, 
And  faded  beauty  with  new  grace  re-bloom'd; 
AnJ  i*"  some  whispers  of  the  past  were  heard, 
They  died  innoxious,  as  no  cause  appear'd; 
IJut  other  cares  on  Anna  s  bosom  press 'd, 
She  saw  her  father  gloomy  and  distress'd; 
He  died  o'erwhelmed  with  debt,  and  soon  was  shed 
The  filial  sorrow  o'er  a  mother  dead : 
She  sought  Eliza's  arms — that  faithful  friend  was  wed; 
Then  was  comparison  by  the  countess  shown, 
And  all  th'  adventures  of  her  life  are  known. 

And  now,  beyond  her  hopes — no  longer  tried 
By  slavish  awe^— she  lived  a  Yeoman's  bride: 
Then  blcss'd  her  lot,  and  with  a  grateful  mind 
Was  rareful,  cheerful,  vigilant,  and  kind: 
The  gentle  husband  felt  supreme  delight, 
Bless'd  b}'  her  joy,  and  happy  in  her  sight; 
He  saw  witli  pride  in  every  friend  and  guest 
High  admiration  ana  regard  express'd: 
With  greater  pride,  and  with  superior  joy, 
He  look'd  exulting  on  his  first-born  boy; 
To  her  fond  breast  the  wife  her  infant  strain'd. 
Some  feelings  utter 'd,  some  were  not  explain'd; 
And  she  enraptured  with  her  treasure  grew, 
The  sight  familiar,  but  the  pleasure  new. 

Yet  there  appear  d  within  that  tranquil  state 
Some  threat'ning  prospect  of  uncertain  fate; 
Between  the  married  when  a  secret  lies, 
It  wakes  suspicion  from  enforced  disguise: 
Still  thought  the  Wife  upon  her  absent  friend, 
With  all  tliat  must  upon  her  truth  depend; 
"  There  is  no  being  in  the  world  beside, 
Who  can  discover  what  that  friend  will  hide) 
Who  knew  the  fict,  knew  not  my  name  or  stat^ 
Who  tliese  can  tell  cannot  the  fact  relate: 
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But  thon,  Elizn,  canst  tfie  whole  impart, 
Aiul  all  my  stfety  is  tliy  frenerous  heart.' 

Mix'd  with  these  fears — hut  liplit  and  tn»Jisient  tham   • 
Fled  years  of  peace,  pro<jK'rity.  aii<l  ease; 
So  tranquil  all,  that  scarce  a  frlximy  day 
For  days  of  j;lo<mi  uninixM  prepared  the  way: 
One  eve.  the  Wife,  still  happy  in  her  state, 
SanjT  iiaily,  thouplitless  of  a[>proachin;i  fate; 
Then  catne  a  lettiT,  that  (received  m  dread 
Not  unobserved)  she  in  confusion  read; 
The  suhstaiir/C  this — "  Her  friend  rejoiced  to  find 
That  she  had  riches  with  a  pn\teful  mind; 
While  poor  Eliza  had,  from  place  to  place, 
Been  lured  by  hojie  to  labour  for  dis^jrace; 
That  every  scheme  her  wandering  husband  tried, 
Paiii'd  while  he  lived,  and  (Mjrish'd  when  he  died." 
She  then  of  want  in  an^ry  style  comjjlain'd, 
Her  child  a  burthen  to  her  lifr  remain'd,  [snstain'A 

Her  k'ndred   shunn'd  her  prayers,   no  friend    her   aooJ 

"  Yet  why  neglected?      I)earest  Anna  knew 
Her  worth  once  tried,  her  friendship  ever  t'^jc; 
She  hoped,  she  trusted,  thouL'h  by  wants  oppress'd. 
To  lock  the  treasured  secret  in  her  breast; 
Yet,  vex'd  by  trouble,  must  apply  to  one. 
For  kindness  due  to  her  for  kindness  done." 

In  Anna's  mind  was  tumult,  in  her  face 
Flushinjjs  of  dread  had  momentary  place: 
"  I  must,"  she  Judged,  "  tliese  cruel  lines  expose. 
Or  fears,  or  wor>e  than  fears,  my  crime  disclose." 

The  letter  shown,  he  said,  with  sober  smile, — 
''  Anna,  your  Friend  iias  not  a  friendly  style: 
Say   where  could  you  with  this  fair  lady  dwell, 
Wlio  lioasts  of  secrets  that  she  scorns  to  tell?" 
'At  sch(X)l,"  she  answer  "d:  he  "at  school  I"  replied; 
"  Nay,  then  I  know  the  secrets  j-ou  would  hide; 
Some  early  loni;in<;s  these,  without  dispute, 
Sjme  youthful  ^raspinirs  for  forbidden  fruit: 
Vr'hy  so  disorder'd,  love?  are  such  the  crimes 
That  give  us  sorrow  in  our  p-aver  limes? 
Come,  take  a  present  ibr  your  friend,  and  rest 
In  pcrioct  peace — you  find  you  are  confess'd." 

1  bis  cloud,  thoujih  past,  alann'd  the  conscious  wif^ 
Presagin;;  gloom  and  son-ow  for  her  life; 
V\'h<>  to  her  answer  join'd  a  fervent  prayer. 
That  her  Kliza  would  a  sister  spare; 
If  she  again — but  was  there  cause? — should  send, 
Let  lier  direct — and  then  she  named  a  friend: 
p3 
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A  sad  expe<licnt  untried  friends  to  tmst, 
And  still  to  fear  the  tried  may  be  unjust: 
Such  is  bis  pain,  who,  hy  his  debt  oppressed. 
Seeks  by  new  brands  a  temporary  rest. 

Few  were  her  peaceful  days  till  Anna  read 
The  words  she  drearled,  and  had  cause  to  dreads— 

"  Did  she  believe,  did  she,  unkind,  suppose 
That  thus  Eliza's  friendship  was  to  close? 
No!  though  she  triefJ,  and  her  desire  was  plain, 
To  break  the  friendly  bond,  she  strove  in  vaio* 
Ask'd  she  for  silence?  why  so  loud  the  call, 
And  yet  the  token  of  her  love  so  small? 
By  means  like  tliese  will  you  attempt  to  bind 
And  check  the  movements  of  an  injured  mind? 
Poor  as  1  am,  I  shall  be  proud  to  show 
What  dangerous  secrets  I  may  safely  know: 
Secrets  to  men  of  jealous  minds  convey'd 
Have  many  a  noble  house  in  ruins  laid: 
Anna,  I  trust,  although  with  wrongs  beset, 
And  urg'd  by  want,  I  shall  be  faithful  yet; 
But  what  temptation  may  from  these  arise, 
To  take  a  slighted  woman  by  surprise, 
Becomes  a  subject  for  your  serious  care-— 
For  who  offends,  must  for  offence  prepare." 

Perplex  d,  dismay "d,  the  Wife  foresaw  her  doORif 
A  day  deferr'd  was  yet  a  day  to  come; 
But  still,  though  painful  Iwr  suspemled  state, 
She  dreaded  more  the  crisis  of  her  fate; 
Better  to  die  than  Stafford  s  scorn  to  meet, 
And  her  strange  friend  perhaps  would  be  discreeti 
Presents  she  sent,  and  made  a  strong  appeal 
To  woman's  feelings,  begging  her  to  feel; 
With  too  much  force  she  \vrote  of  jealous  men. 
And  her  tears  falling  spoke  beyond  toe  pen; 
Eliza's  silence  she  again  implored, 
And  promised  all  tliat  prudence  coiild  afford. 

For  looks  composed  and  careless,  .\nna  tried; 
^e  seem  d  in  trouble,  and  unconscious  sigb'd: 
The  faithful  Husband,  who  devoutly  loved 
His  silent  partner,  with  concern  reproved: 
"  What  secret  sorrows  on  my  Anna  press, 
That  love  may  not  partake,  nor  care  re<iress?  " 
"  None,  none,"  she  aiiswer'd,  with  a  look  so  kini 
That  the  fond  man  determined  to  be  blind. 

A  few  succeeding  weeks  of  brief  repose 
In  Anna's  cheek  revived  the  faded  rose: 
A  hue  like  this  tlie  western  sky  displays. 
That  glows  awhile,  and  withers  as  we  gu^ 
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Aenin  the  Fricntrs  tormentinjr  letter  cam^— 
"  '1  lie  wants  she  siiU'L'r'd  were  ati'ection's  sliamei 
She  witli  lier  child  ii  life  of  tenors  led, 
Unhappy  fruit!   but  of  a  lawful  bed: 
Her  friend  was  tasting  every  bliss  in  life, 
The  joyful  mother,  and  the  wealthy  wife; 
Wbile  she  w-as  placed  in  dcMibt,  in  fear,  in  waal, 
To  starve  on  trifles  that  the  ha()py  grant; 
Poorly  for  all  hur  faithful  silence  paid. 
And  tantaliited  by  ineflectual  aid. 
She  could  not  thus  a  beggars  lot  endure; 
She  wanted  something  permanent  and  sure; 
If  they  were  fiiend^  then  C(|ual  be  their  lot, 
And  she  was  free  to  spi'ak  if  they  were  not.'' 

Despair  and  terror  seized  the  Wife,  to  find 
Th<!  artful  workings  of  a  vulgar  mind: 
Money  she  had  not,  but  the  hint  of  dress 
Taught  her  new  bribes,  new  terrors  to  redress: 
She  with  such  feeling  then  deM.-ribed  her  woea^ 
That  envy's  self  might  on  the  view  repose; 
Then  to  a  mother's  pains  she  made  ap[>eal, 
And  painted  grief  like  one  compell'd  to  feeL 
■^'es!  so  she  felt,  that  in  her  air,  her  face, 
In  every  purjioee,  and  in  every  place; 
In  her  slow  motion,  in  her  languid  mien, 
The  grief,  the  sickness  of  her  soul,  were  seen. 

C)f  some  mysterious  ill,  the  lIu^band  sure 
Desired  to  tnice  it,  for  he  hoped  to  cure; 
Something  he  knew  obscurely,  and  h.ad  seen 
His  wife  attend  a  cottage  on  the  green; 
Love,  loth  to  wound,  endured  conjecture  long. 
Till  fear  would  speak,  and  spoke  in  language  strcog 

"All  I  must  know,  my  Anna — truly  know 
Whence  these  emotions,  terrors,  troubles  riow; 
Give  me  thy  grief,  and  I  will  fairly  prove 
Mine  is  no  selli>h,  no  ungenerous  love." 

Now  Anna's  soul  the  seat  of  strife  bec.irae. 
Fear  wjtli  respect  contended,  love  with  shame; 
But  fear  prevailing  was  the  ruling  guide, 
Prescribing  what  to  show  and  what  to  hide. 

"  It  is  my  friend,"  she  said — "  but  why  discloee 
A  woman's  weakness  strng:;ling  with  her  woes? 
Yes,  she  has  grieved  me  by  lier  fond  compli'.inta, 
The  wrongs  she  sutlers,  the  di>tress  she  paints: 
Something  we  do — but  she  altiicts  me  still, 
And  says,  with  power  to  help,  1  want  the  will; 
This  plaintive  style  1  pity  and  excuse, 
He'p  when  I  can,  and  grieve  when  I  refuse; 
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But  here  my  useless  sorrows  I  resijrn, 
And  will  be  liappy  in  <a  love  like  thine." 

The  Htisbard  doubted;  lie  was  kind  but  cool:— 
"  'Tis  a  stron;^  friendship  to  arise  at  school ; 
Once  more  then,  love,  once  more  the  suH'crer  aid,— 
I  too  can  pity,  but  I  must  upbraid : 
Of  these  vain  feelin;;s  then  thy  bosom  free, 
Nor  be  o'erwhelm'd  tiy  useless  sympathy." 

The  Wife  acain  despatch  d  the  uselees  brib» 
Again  essay  d  her  terrors  to  descril)e: 
Ai;ain  witii  kindest  words  entreated  peace. 
And  befrg'd  her  offerings  for  ii  time  might  co^x 

A  calm  succeeded,  but  too  like  the  one 
That  causes  terror  ere  the  storm  comes  on: 
A  secret  sorrow  lived  in  Anna's  heart, 
In  Stafford's  mind  a  secret  fear  of  art; 
Not  long  they  lasted — this  determined  foe 
Knew  all  her  claims,  and  nothing  would  fo'ego; 
Again  her  letter  came,  where  Anna  read, 
"  My  child,  one  cause  of  my  distress,  is  de  .d: 
He.av'n  has  my  infant:  " — "  Heartless  wret^-h!"  she  cric^ 
"  Is  this  thy  Joy?" — "  I  am  no  longer  tied: 
Nor  will  I,  hast'ning  to  my  friend  partake 
Her  cares  and  comforts,  and  no  more  forsake; 
Now  shall  we  both  in  equal  station  move, 
Save  tliat  my  friend  enjoys  a  husband's  love." 

Complaint  and  threats  so  strong,  the  Wife  amazed, 
Who  wildly  on  her  cottage-neighbour  gazed; 
Her  tones,  her  trembling,  first  betray'd  her  grief 
When  fljods  of  tears  gave  anguish  its  relief 

She  fear'd  that  Stafford  would  refuse  assent. 
And  knew  her  selfisii  Friend  would  not  relent; 
Slie  must  petition,  yet  delay 'd  the  task, 
Ashamed,  afraid,  and  yet  compell'd  to  ask; 
llnknown  to  him  some  object  fill'd  her  mind. 
And,  once  suspicious,  he  became  unkLjd: 
They  sate  one  evening,  each  alisorli'd  in  gloom, 
W  hen  hark!  a  noise  and  nishing  to  tlie  room, 
The  FViend  tripp'd  lightly  in.  aTid  luuj^hing  said,  "  I  come.' 

Anna  received  her  with  an  aii.xious  mii'd. 
And  meeting  whisp'er'd,  "  Is  Eliza  kind?" 
Reserved  and  cool,  the  Husband  sought  to  prove 
The  depth  and  force  of  this  mysterious  love. 
To  nought  that  pass'd  between  tl.e  Stranger-fiiend 
And  his  meek  partner,  seem'd  he  to  attend; 
But,  an.xious,  listen'd  to  the  ligl'.test  word 
That  might  some  knowledge  of  his  guest  affordj 
Aiid  learn  the  reason  one  to  him  so  dear 
Should  feel  such  fondness,  yet  betray  such  fear. 
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Soon  lie  perceived  this  uninvited  i^est, 
tin  welcome  too,  a  sovereign  power  possess'd; 
Lofty  slic  was  anil  careless,  while  the  meek 
Anrl  Iniiiibk'i!  Anna  was  afraid  to  speak: 
As  mute  she  listen'd  with  a  painful  smile, 
Her  Iriend  sate  laughinj;  and  at  ease  the  while. 
Telling  her  idle  tales  with  all  the  glee 
Of  careless  and  unfeeling  levity. 
With  caln.  pood  sense  he  knew  his  Wife  endued. 
And  now  with  wounded  pride  her  conduct  view'd; 
Her  speech  was  low,  her  every  liK)k  convey  d — 
"  I  am  a  slave,  subservient  aii<l  afraid." 
All  trace  of  comfort  vanish 'd,  if  she  spoke, 
The  noisy  friend  ujion  her  purpose  broke; 
To  her  remarks  with  insolence  replied, 
And  her  assertions  doubted  or  denied; 
While  the  meek  Anna  like  an  iuiant  shof>k. 
Woe-struck  and  trembling  at  ihe  .serpents  look. 

"  There  is,"  said  Stafford,  "yes,  there  is  a  caun^— 
This  creature  frights  her,  overpowers  and  awes." 
Six  weeks  had  jiass'il — "  In  truth,  my  love,  this  friend 
Has  liberal  notions;  what  does  she  intend? 
Without  a  hint  she  came,  and  will  .she  stay 
Till  she  receives  the  hint  to  go  away?" 

Confused  the  Wife  replied,  in  spite  of  truth, 
*I  love  the  dear  companion  of  my  youth." 
"  'Tis  well,"  said  Stallbrd,  "  then  your  love  renew; 
Trust  me,  your  rivals,  Anna,  will  be  few.'" 

Though  i>layful  this,  she  felt  t<«>  much  distress 'd 
T'  admit  the  consolation  of  a  je>t; 
111  she  reposed,  and  in  her  dreams  would  sigh. 
And  murmuring  forth  her  anguish,  beg  to  die; 
With  sunken  eye,  slow  pace,  and  pallid  cheek. 
She  look'd  confusi'^n,  and  she  fear'd  to  .speak. 

All  this  the  Friend  beheld,  for,  quick  of  sight, 
She  knew  tlie  husband  eager  for  her  Hight; 
And  that  by  force  alone  she  could  retain 
The  lasting  comforts  she  had  hoi>e  to  gain: 
She  now  perceived  to  win  her  post  for  life; 
She  must  infuse  fresh  ten-ors  in  the  wife: 
Must  bid  to  friendship's  feebler  ties  adieu, 
And  boldly  claim  the  object  in  her  view: 
She  saw  the  husband  s  love,  and  knew  the  power 
His  friend  might  use  in  some  propitious  hour. 

Meantime  the  an.xious  Wife,  from  pure  distreas 
Assuming  courage,  said,  "  I  will  confess;" 
But  with  her  children  felt  a  parent's  pride, 
And  sought  cnce  more  the  bated  truth  to  hidOb 
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OlTenfled.  grieved,  impatienl,  Stnll'crd  boro 
Tlie  odious  cli!iiij;fi,  tiil  he  could  b>.'ar  no  more; 
A  friend  to  tnitli,  in  spcccli  .md  antion  [ihiin. 
He  held  all  fiand  ami  ciiiinin;:  in  disdain; 
But  fraud  to  find,  and  fiilselioo<l  to  detect, 
For  once  he  tied  to  nie:tsuru.s  indirect. 

One  day  tiie  friends  were  seated  in  that  room 
The  Guest  with  care  adorn'd,  and  named  her  home^ 
To  please  the  eye  tliere  cin-ioiis  prints  were  plaood. 
And  sotnedigiit  volumes  to  amuse  the  taste; 
Letters  and  music,  on  a  table  laid, 
The  favourite  studies  of  the  fair  betray 'd; 
Beneath  the  window  was  the  toilet  spread, 
And  the  fire  gleam  d  upon  a  crimson  bed. 

In  Anna's  looks  and  falling  tears  were  seen 
How  interesting  had  their  subjects  been: 
'  Oh!  then,  '  resumed  the  friend,  "  I  |)lainly  find 
That  you  and  .Stafford  know  each  other's  mind; 
I  must  depart,  nmst  on  the  world  be  thrown. 
Like  one  discarded,  worthless  and  unknown; 
But,  shall  I  carry,  and  to  please  a  foe, 
A  painful  secret  in  my  bosom?  No! 
Think  not  your  Friend  a  reptile  you  may  tread 
Beneath  your  feet,  and  s.iy,  the  worm  is  "dead; 
I  have  some  feeling  and  will  not  be  made 
The  scorn  of  lier  whom  love  cannot  persuade; 
Would  not  your  word,  your  slightest  wish,  effect 
All  th.atl  hope,  petition,  orexjjcct? 
Tlie  power  you  have,  but  you  the  use  decline — 
Proof  that  you  feel  not,  or  you  fear  not  mine. 
There  was  a  time,  when  I,  a  tender  maid. 
Flew  at  a  call,  and  your  desires  obey'd; 
A  very  mother  to  the  child  became. 
Consoled  your  sorrow,  and  conceal  d  your  shame; 
But  now,  grown  rich  and  happy,  from  the  door 
You  thrust  a  bosom-friend  des])ised  and  poor; 
That  child  alive,  its  mother  might  have  known 
The  hard,  ungrateful  spirit  sl.e  has  shown." 

Here  paused  the  Guest,  and  Anna  cried  at  length— 
"You  try  me,  cruel  friend!  beyond  my  strength: 
Would  I  had  been  beside  my  infant  laid, 
Where  none  would  vex  me,  threaten,  or  upbraidi" 

In  Anna  s  looks  the  friend  beheld  despair; 
Her  speech  she  soften'd,  and  composed  her  air, 
Yet  while  professing  love,  she  answer'd  still — 
"  You  can  befriend  me,  but  you  want  the  wilL" 
They  parted  thus,  and  Anna  went  her  way, 
To  aliod  her  secret  Borrows,  and  to  pray 
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Stafford,  amused  with  l-fx.ks,  and  foiid  of  home, 
By  reading  ot't  dispell  d  the  cvcnin;;  gloom: 
History  or  talc — all  heard  hini  with  delight, 
And  thus  was  i)a-;<"d  this  mcrnorahle  night. 

The  listening  Friend  bestowM  a  llattering  smila) 
A  sleeping  boy  the  mother  held  the  while; 
And  ere  she  fondly  bore  him  to  his  bed, 
Ol:  his  fair  face  the  tear  of  anguish  shed. 

And  now  his  task  resumed,  "  My  tale,"  said  he, 
•'Is  short  and  sad,  short  may  our  sadness  be!" — 

"  The  Caliph  Hanui,  as  historians  tell. 
Ruled,  for  a  tyrant,  admirably  well; 
Where  his  own  pleasures  were  not  touch 'd,  to  men 
He  was  humane,  and  sometimes  even  then; 
Harun  was  fond  of  fruits,  and  gardens  fair. 
And  woe  to  all  whom  he  found  poaching  there: 
Among  his  pages  was  a  lively  Boy, 
Eager  in  search  of  every  triHing  joy; 
His  feelings  vivid,  and  liis  fancy  strong, 
He  sigh 'd  for  pleasure  while  he  shrank  from  wrouj, 
When  by  the  Caliph  in  the  garden  placed. 
He  saw  the  treasures  which  he  long'd  to  taste; 
And  oft  alone  he  ventured  to  behold 
Rich  himging  fruits  with  rind  of  glowing  gold; 
Too  long  he  stayd  forbidden  bliss  to  view, 
His  virtue  failing  as  his  longings  grew; 
Athirst  and  wearied  with  the  noontide  heat, 
Fate  to  the  garden  led  his  luckless  feet; 
V^ith  eager  eyes  and  open  mouth  he  stood, 
Smelt  the  sweet  breath,  and  touch'd  the  fragrant  food 
The  tempting  beauty  siiarkling  in  the  sun 
Charm'd  his  young  sense — he  ate  and  was  undone- 
When  the  fond  glutton  paused,  his  eyes  around 
He  turn'd,  and  eyes  upon  him  turning  found; 
Pleased  he  beheld  the  spy,  a  brother  page, 
A  friend  allied  in  office  and  in  age; 
Who  promise<l  much  that  secret  he  would  be, 
But  high  the  price  he  fix  d  on  secrecy. 

"  '  Were  you  suspected,  my  unhappy  friend,' 
Began  tiie  Boy,  '  wliere  would  your  sorrows  end? 
Ill  all  the  palace  there  is  not  a  page 
The  Caliph  would  not  torture  in  his  rage 
I  think  I  see  thee  now  impaled  alive. 
Writhing  in  nangs — but  come,  my  friend!  i-evivej 
Had  some  belield  you,  all  your  pnrse  contains 
Could  not  have  saved  you  from  tcrriiic  paiua; 
I  scorn  such  meaimesi*;  and  if  not  iu  debt, 
Wonlii  not  an  asper  on  jour  folly  set.' 


"  The  bint  wns  'tron;;:  young  Ostnyii  -carcli'-l  !iij-'*U«» 
For  bribes,  and  found  lie  soon  could  brilic  no  uioih: 
Tbat  time  arrived,  for  Osmyn's  stock  was  small. 
And  the  yoiin^  tyrant  now  possessd  it  all; 
The  cruel  youth  with  his  companions  neiir. 
Gave  the  broad  hint  that  raised  the  su-l<lcn  fear 
Th"  ungenerons  insult  now  wiis  daily  siiowii. 
And  Osnjvn's  peace  and  honest  pride  were  Hown, 
Then  came  augmenting  woes,  and  fancy  stron)» 
Drew  forms  of  suffering,  a  tormenting  throng: 
He  felt  degraded,  and  tlie  struggling  miud 
Dar'd  not  be  free,  and  could  not  be  resigned; 
And  all  his  pains  and  fervent  prayers  obtained 
Was  truce  from  insult,  while  the  fci^rs  remain  d- 
"  One  day  it  chanced  tliat  this  degradcl  lioy 
And  Tyrant -friend  were  fix'd  at  their  employ; 
Who  now  had  thrown  restraint  and  form  aside, 
And  for  his  bribe  in  plainer  speech  applied: 
•Long  have  I  waited,  and  the  last  supply 
Was  but  a  pittance,  yet  how  patient  I! 
But  give  me  now  what  thy  first  terrors  gave, 
My  speech  shall  praise  thee,  and  my  silence  saTa 

"  Osmyn  had  found,  in  many  a  dreadful  day. 
The  t\Tant  fiercer  when  he  seem  d  in  play: 
He  begg"d  forbearance:  '  I  have  not  to  give; 
Spare  ms  awhile,  although  tis  pain  to  live:^ 
Oh!  liad  that  stolen  fruit  the  power  possess'd 
To  war  with  life,  I  now  had  been  at  rest.'^ 

"  '  So  fond  of  death.'  replied  the  Boy,'  'tis  plain 
Thou  hast  no  certain  notion  of  the  pam ; 
But  to  the  Caliph  were  a  secret  shown. 
Death  has  no  pain  that  would  be  then  unknown.' 

"  Now,"  says  the  story,  "  in  a  closet  near. 
The  monarch' seated,  chanced  the  boys  to  heiir; 
There  oft  he  came,  when  wearied  on  his  throne. 
To  read,  sleep,  listen,  pray,  or  be  alone. 

"  The  tale  proceeds,  when  first  the  Caliph  found 
That  he  was  robb  d,  although  alone,  he  frown  d; 
And  swore  in  wrath,  that  he  would  send  the  boy 
Far  from  his  notice,  favour,  or  employ; 
But  gentler  movements  soothed  his  ruffled  mind. 
And  his  own  failings  uught  him  to  be  kind. 

"  Relenting  thoughts  then  painted  Osmyn  young 
His  passion  urgent,  and  temptation  strong ; 
And  that  he  suJl'er'd  from  that  villain-Spy 
Pains  worse  than  death,  till  he  desired  to  diej 
Then  if  hit  morals  had  received  a  stain, 
His  hitter  sorrows  made  him  pure  again: 
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To  reas   i.  pity  lent  licr  powerful  aid, 

For  one  lO  tempted,  trouliled,  and  bctray'd; 

And  a  free  pardon  the  ;;hid  boy  restored 

Tc  tha  kind  presence  of  a  gentle  lord; 

S\'ho  from  his  office  and  his  country  drove 

That  traitor- Friend,  whom  p;iins  nor  pray'rs  ctuld  ino»»j 

Who  raised  the  fears  no  mortal  could  endure, 

And  then  with  cruel  av'rice  sold  the  cure. 

"  My  tale  i?  ended;  but  to  be  apjilied, 
I  must  describe  the  place  where  Cahphs  liide.' 

Here  both  the  females  look'd  alann'd.  di-tresa'd, 
With  hurried  passions  hard  to  be  express "d. 

"  It  was  a  closet  by  a  chamber  placed, 
WTiere  slept  a  lady  of  no  vul;:ar  taste; 
Her  friend  attemled  in  that  ,chosen  room 
That  she  had  honoured  and  i)roclaimed  her  home; 
To  please  the  eye  were  chosen  pictures  placed, 
And  some  li;;ht  volumes  to  amuse  the  t<iste; 
letters  and  music  on  a  Uibie  laid. 
For  much  tlie  lady  wrote,  and  often  played; 
Beneath  the  window  was  a  toilet  spread, 
And  a  fire  p;leam'd  upon  a  crimson  bed.' 

He  paused,  he  rose;  with  troubled  joy  the  Wife 
Felt  the  new  era  of  her  changeful  life: 
Frankness  and  love  appear  d  in  ."^taHord  s  face, 
And  all  her  trouble  to  delight  gave  place. 

Twice  made  the  Guest  an  efl'ort  to  sustain 
Her  feelings,  twice  resumed  her  seat  in  vain, 
Nor  could  snpjiress  her  shame,  nor  could  sup|>ort  her  ji'vin 
Quick  she  retired,  and  all  the  dismal  night 
Thought  of  her  guilt,  her  folly,  and  her  tlight 
Then  sought  unseen  her  miserable  home, 
Tc  think  of  comforts  lost,  and  brood  on  warns  tn  i 
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She  hath  a  tear  for  pitr,  and  a  haad 
Opeu  aa  day  for  melting  charity; 
Yet,  notwithstanding,  beiug  incensed,  is  flint 
Her  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  observed. — 


Females  there  are  of  unsuspicious  mind. 
Easy  and  soft,  and  credulous  and  kind; 
Who,  when  offended  for  the  twentieth  timb. 
Will  hear  th'  offender  and  forgive  tlie  crime: 
And  there  are  others  whom,  like  these  to  cheat, 
Asks  but  the  humblest  effort  of  deceit; 
But  they,  once  injured,  feel  a  strong  disdain. 
And,  seldom  pardoning,  never  trust  ag.ain: 
Urged  by  religion,  they  forgive — but  yet 
Guard  the  warm  heart,  and  never  more  forget: 
Those  are  like  w.ax — apply  them  to  the  lire. 
Melting  they  take  th'  impressions  you  desire^ 
Easy  to  mould,  and  fashion  as  you  please, 
And  again  moulded  with  an  equal  ease: 
Like  smelted  iron  these  the  forms  retain, 
But  once  impress  d  will  never  melt  again. 

A  busy  port  a  serious  Merchant  made 
His  chosen  place  to  recommence  iiis  trade; 
And  brought  his  lady,  who,  their  children  dead. 
Their  native  seat  of  recent  sorrow  fled: 
The  husband  duly  on  the  quay  was  seen, 
The  wife  at  home  became  at  length  serene; 
There  in  short  time  tiie  social  couple  grew 
W  ith  all  acquainted,  friendly  witii  a  few 
'VS'hen  the  good  lady,  by  disease  assail'd, 
In  vain  resisted — hope  and  science  fail'd: 
Then  spake  the  female  friends,  by  pity  led, 
"  Poor  merchant  Paul !  what  think  ye?  will  he  wedf 
A  quiet,  easy,  kind,  religious  man, 
Tbas  can  he  rest? — I  wonder  if"  he  can." 
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He  too,  as  gi-ief  ciibsided  in  liis  mind, 
Gave  place  to  notions  nf  congenial  kind: 
Grave  was  the  man,  as  we  iiave  fold  l)efore; 
His  years  were  forty — he  mij^ht  piuss  for  monj; 
Ccmposed  his  features  were,  his  stature  low, 
His  air  important,  and  liis  motion  slow; 
His  dress  became  him,  it  was  neat  and  plain. 
The  colour  purple,  and  witliout  a  stain ; 
His  words  were  few,  and  special  was  his  care 
In  simplest  tenns  his  purpose  to  declare; 
A  man  more  civil,  sober,  and  discreet, 
More  grave  and  courteous,  you  could  seldom  meet. 
Thouj^h  frufjal  he,  yet  sumptuous  was  his  board, 
As  if  to  prove  how  much  he  could  afford ; 
For  thouf^h  reserved  himself,  he  loved  to  see 
His  table  plenteous,  and  his  neighbours  free: 
Among  these  friends  he  sat  in  solemn  style, 
And  rarely  soften'd  to  a  sober  smile; 
For  this,  observant  friends  their  reasons  pave^ 
"  Concerns  so  vast  would  make  the  idlo.-t  grave, 
And  for  such  man  to  be  of  language  fiee. 
Would  seem  incongruous  as  a  singing  tree: 
Trees  have  their  music,  but  the  birds  they  shield 
The  pleasing  tribute  for  protection  yield: 
Each  ample  tree  the  tuneful  choir  defends. 
As  this  rich  Merchant  cheers  his  hapjiy  friend*!" 

In  the  same  town  it  was  liis  chance  to  meet 
A  gentle  Liuly,  with  a  mind  discreet: 
Neither  in  life's  decline,  nor  bloom  of  youth. 
One  famed  for  maiden  mo<lesty  and  truth: 
By  nature  cool,  in  pious  habits  bred, 
She  look'd  on  lovers  with  a  virgin's  dread: 
Deceivers,  rakes,  and  libertines  were  they, 
And  harmless  beauty  their  pursuit  and  prey; 
As  bad  as  giants  in  the  ancient  times 
Were  modern  lovers,  and  the  same  their  crimes: 
Soon  as  she  heard  of  her  all-conquering  charms, 
At  once  she  fled  to  her  defensive  arms; 
Conn'd  o'er  the  tales  her  maiden  aunt  had  told. 
And,  stiitue-like,  wiis  motionless  and  cold: 
From  prayer  of  love,  like  that  Pygmalion  pray'd. 
Ere  the  hard  stone  became  the  yielding  maid — 
A  different  change  in  this  chaste  nymph  ensued. 
And  turn'd  to  stone  the  breathing  flesh  and  blood: 
Whatever  youth  described  his  wounded  heart, 
**  He  came  to  rob  her,  and  she  scorn'd  his  art- 
A«id  who  of  raptures  once  presumed  to  speak, 
Told  Ufiteuiug  maids  he  thought  them  foud  au<i  weak 
Q2 
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But  should  a  worthy  man  .iiR  hopes  ri;<plajr 
In  few  plain  wvirds,  and  heg  a  »/e.t  or  ««//. 
He  wnnid  deserve  an  answer  ju.-t  and  plain, 
Since  adulation  only  moved  dii^dain — 
Sir,  if  my  friends  object  not,  come  again." 

Hence,  our  grave  Lover,  though  he  liked  the  (eat, 
Praised  not  a  feature — dwelt  not  on  a  grace; 
But  in  the  simplest  terms  declared  his  state, 
"  A  widow'd  man.  who  wished  a  virtuous  mate, 
Who  fear  a  neglect,  and  was  compell  d  to  trust 
Dependents  wasteful,  idle,  or  unjust; 
Or  should  they  not  the  trusted  stores  destroy, 
At  best,  they  could  not  help  him  to  enjoy; 
But  with  her  person  and  her  prudence  blest, 
His  acts  would  prosper,  and  his  soul  have  rest: 
Would  she  be  his?" — Why,  that  was  much  to  say; 
She  would  consider:  he  awhile  might  stay; 
She  liked  his  manners,  and  believed  his  word; 
He  did  not  flatter,  flattery  she  abhorr'd: 
It  was  her  happy  lot  in  peace  to  dwell — 
Would  change  make  better  what  was  now  so  well? 
But  she  would  ponder." — "  This,"  he  said,  ''  was  kind 
And  begg'd  to  know  "  when  she  h.ad  fix'd  her  miEd." 

Romantic  maidens  would  have  >>corn  d  the  air 
And  the  cool  prudence  of  a  mind  so  fair; 
But  well  it  i)leased  this  wiser  niaid  to  find 
Her  own  mild  virtues  in  her  lover's  mind. 

His  worldly  wealth  she  sought,  and  ijuickly  grew 
Pleased  with  her  search,  and  happy  in  the  view 
Of  vessels  freighted  with  abundant  stores, 
Of  rooms  whose  treasures  press  d  the  g)-oaning  doon; 
And  he  of  clerks  and  servants  could  display 
A  little  army  on  a  public  day: 
Was  this  a  man  like  needy  bard  to  speak 
Of  balmy  lip,  bright  eye,  or  rosy  cheek? 

The  sum  appointed  for  her  widow  d  state, 
Fixd  by  her  fiiend,  excited  no  debate; 
Then  the  kmd  la<ly  gave  her  hand  and  heart, 
And,  never  finding,  never  dealt  with  ai-t; 
In  his  engagements  she  had  no  concern ; 
He  taught  her  not,  nor  had  she  wish  to  learn: 
On  him  in  all  occasions  she  relied. 
His  word  her  surety,  and  his  worth  her  j)ride. 

When  ship  was  launch'd,  and  merchant  I'uul  Lad  ■hw% 
A  bounteous  feast  became  the  lady's  care: 
Who  then  her  entry  to  the  dinner  made, 
[n  costly  raiment,  and  with  kind  parade. 

Call'd  by  this  duty  on  a  certain  day, 
had  robed  to  grace  it  in  a  rich  array 
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forth  from  lier  room,  with  measured  step  phc  caae, 
Proud  of  th'  event,  and  stately  look'd  tlie  dame: 
Tlie  liusband  met  her  at  liis  study-door — 
"  This  wav,  my  love — one  moment,  and  no  more: 
A  triHing  business — you  will  understand, 
The  law  requires  that  you  affix  your  hand; 
But  first  attend,  and  you  shall  learn  the  cause, 
Why  forms  like  these  have  been  prescribed  by  laws. 
Then  from  his  chair  a  man  in  black  arose, 
And  with  much  quickness  hurried  off  his  prose: 
That  "  Kllen  Paul,  lYe  with,  and  so  forth,  freed 
From  all  control,  her  own  the  act  and  deed, 

And  forasmuch  " said  she,  "  Ive  no  distrust, 

For  he  that  asks  it  is  discreet  and  just; 

Our  friends  are  waiting — where  am  I  to  sign?^ 

There! Now  be  ready  when  we  meet  to  dine.* 

Thib  said,  she  hurried  off  in  great  delight. 

The  ship  was  launch'd,  and  joyful  was  the  night. 

Now,  says  the  reader,  and  in  much  disd:uu. 
This  serious  Merchant  was  a  roj^ue  in  grain; 
A  treacherous  wretch,  an  artful,  sober  knave. 
And  ten  times  worse  for  manners  cool  and  grava 
And  she  devoid  of  sense,  to  set  her  hand 
To  scoundrel  deeds,  she  could  not  undei-stand. 

Alas!  'tis  true;  and  I  in  vain  had  tried 
To  soften  crime,  that  caimot  be  denied; 
And  might  have  labour  d  many  a  tedious  verse 
The  latent  cause  of  niiscliief  to  rehearse: 
Be  it  confess'd,  tliat  long,  with  troubled  look, 
This  Trader  view  d  a  huge  acconipting-book; 
(His  former  marriage  for  a  time  delay 'd 
The  dreaded  hour,  the  j>reseiit  lent  its  aid): 
But  he  too  clearly  saw  the  evil  day. 
And  put  the  terror,  by  deceit,  away; 
Thus  by  connecting  with  his  sorrows,  crime, 
He  gain'd  a  portion  of  uneasy  time. — 
All  this  too  late  the  injured  I.ady  saw, 
What  law  had  given,  again  she  gave  to  law; 
His  guilt,  her  folly — these  at  once  impressed 
Their  lasting  feelings  on  her  guileless  breast. 

"  Shame  I  can  bear,"  she  cried,  "  and  want  sost^^ 
But  will  not  see  this  guilty  wretch  again:" 
For  all  was  lost,  and  lie,  with  many  a  tear, 
Confess'd  the  fault — she  turning  scorn "d  to  hear. 
To  legal  claims  he  yielded  all  his  worth, 
But  sm.all  the  portion,  and  the  wrong'd  were  wTOtL, 
Nor  to  their  debtor  would  a  part  allow; 
And  where  to  live  he  knew  not — knew  not  how. 
Q3 
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The  Wife  a  cotta2;e  found,  and  thither  went 
The  suppliant  man,  but  .«he  would  not  relent: 
Thencet'orth  slie  utter'd  with  indifpiant  tone, 
"  I  feel  the  misery,  and  will  feel  alone:" — 
He  would  turn  servant  for  her  sake,  would  keep 
The  poorest  school;  the  very  streets  would  sweep, 
To  show  his  love — "  Ft  was  already  shown: 
And  her  affliction  should  he  all  her  own: 
His  wants  and  weakness  nii;;ht  have  touch'd  her  hew^ 
But  from  his  meanness  she  resolved  to  part." 

In  a  small  alley  was  she  lodged,  be>ide 
Its  humlilcst  poor,  and  at  ti)e  view  she  cried: 
■•'  Welcome — yes!  let  nie  "•elcome,  if  I  can, 
The  fxrtiine  dealt  me  hy  this  cruel  man; 
Welcome  this  low  thatch  d  roof  this  shatter'd  door. 
These  walls  of  clay,  this  miserable  floor, 
Welcome  my  envied  noiglibours;  this,  to  you, 
Is  all  familiar — all  to  me  is  new: 
Yrvii  liJivf"  no  hatred  to  the  loathsome  meal; 
Your  firmer  nerves  no  trembling  terrors  feel. 
Nor  what  yon  must  expose,  desire  you  to  conceal 
What  j'our  coarse  feelings  bear  without  offence. 
Disgust-  my  taste,  and  j)oisons  every  sense: 
Daily  shall  I  your  sad  relations  hear, 
Of  wanton  women,  and  of  men  severe; 
There  will  dire  curses,  dreadful  oaths  abound. 
And  vile  expressions  shock  me  ami  confound; 
Noise  of  dull  wheels,  and  songs  with  horrid  worda, 
Will  be  the  music  that  this  lane  affords; 
Mirth  tl.at  disgusts,  and  quarrels  that  ilegrade 
The  human  mind,  must  my  retreat  invade: 
Hard  is  my  fate!  yet  easier  to  sustain, 
Than  to  abide  with  guilt  and  fraud  again; 
A  grave  impostor?  who  expects  to  meet, 
In  such  grey  locks  and  gravity,  deceit? 
Wlu-re  the  sea  rages,  and  the  billows  roar. 
Men  know  the  danger,  and  they  quit  the  shore; 
But,  be  there  nothing  in  the  way  descried, 
When  o'er  the  rocks  smooth  runs  the  wicked  tide—* 
Sinking  unwani'd.  they  execrate  the  shock, 
And  the  dread  [<eril  of  the  sunken  rock." 

A  frowning  world  had  now  the  man  to  dread. 
Taught  in  no  arts,  to  no  profession  bred: 
Pining  in  grief,  beset  with  constant  care. 
Wandering  be  went,  to  rest  he  knew  not  where. 

^leantime  the  \Nile — but  she  abjured  the  na 
Endured  her  lot,  and  struggled  with  the  shama. 
When  lo!  an  uncle  on  the  mother's  side. 
In  lature  something,  as  in  blood  allied. 
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Admired  her  firmness,  his  protection  gave, 
And  sliow'd  a  kindness  she  disdain'd  to  cravo> 

Frugal  and  rich  the  man,  iind  frugal  gi'cw 
The  sister-mind,  without  a  seltish  view; 
And  further  still — the  template  pair  agreed 
Witii  what  they  saved  the  patient  poor  to  feedi 
His  whole  estate,  when  to  the  grave  consign'd, 
L?ft  the  good  kinsniiui  to  tiie  kindred  mind; 
Assured  tiiat  law,  with  spell  secure  and  tight, 
Had  lix'd  it  as  her  own  peculiar  right. 

Now  to  her  ancient  residence  removed, 
She  lived  as  widow,  well  endowed  and  loved; 
Decent  her  table  was,  and  to  her  door 
Came  daily  welcomed  tht  neglected  poor: 
The  iitisent  sick  were  socitlu'd  by  her  relief. 
As  her  free  bounty  souirht  the  haunts  of  gri«f 
A  plain  and  homely  charity  had  she, 
And  loved  the  objects  of  her  alms  to  see; 
\\  ith  her  own  hands  she  dress'd  the  savoury  ma-^ 
With  her  owu  lingers  wrote  tlie  choice  receipt; 
Mie  heard  all  tales  that  injured  wives  relate, 
And  took  a  double  interest  in  their  fate; 
Jiut  of  all  husbands  not  a  wretch  was  known 
So  vile,  so  mean,  so  cruel,  as  her  own. 

This  bounteous  Lady  kept  an  active  spy, 
To  search  th'  abodes  of  want,  and  to  supply; 
The  gentle  Susan  served  the  liberal  <l:ime — 
Unlike  their  notions,  yet  their  deeds  the  samet 
No  practised  villain  could  a  victim  tind, 
Than  this  stern  Lady  more  completely  blind; 
Nor  (if  detected  in  his  fraud)  could  meet 
One  less  disposed  to  i)ardou  a  deceit; 
The  wrong  she  treasured,  and  on  no  pretence 
Received  th'  otfender,  or  forgot  th'  offence: 
But  the  kind  Servant,  to  the  thrice-proved  knave 
A  fourth  time  listen'd,  and  the  past  forgnve. 

First  in  her  youth,  when  she  was  blitlie  and  gvf 
Came  a  smooth  rogue,  and  stole  her  love  away; 
Then  to  another  ami  another  tlew, 
To  boast  the  wanton  mischief  he  could  do: 
Yet  she  forgave  him,  though  so  gi-eat  her  pain, 
That  she  was  never  blithe  or  gay  again. 

Then  came  a  spoiler,  who,  with  villain-art. 
Implored  her  hand,  and  agonized  her  heart; 
de  seized  her  purse,  in  idle  waste  to  spend 
iVith  a  vile  wanton,  whom  she  call'd  her  friend; 
Five  years  she  sutYer'd — hs  had  revell'd  five- 
Then  came  to  show  her  he  wi\s  just  ahve; 
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Alone  he  came,  his  vile  companion  dead ; 
And  he,  a  wiindViiii;  p;iu])cr,  waiitin<;  bread; 
His  body  Wiwted,  witiier"d  life  and  limb, 
V\lien  this  kind  soul  became  a  slave  to  him- 
Nay,  slie  was  sure  tiiat,  sliould  be  now  survive 
No  bettor  husband  would  be  left  alive; 
f'or  him  she  mourn'd  and  tiicn,  alone  and  \>oor. 
Sought  and  found  comfort  at  her  Lady's  door: 
Ten  vc/irs  she  served,  and.  mercy  her  employ, 
Her  tasks  were  pleasure,  and  her  duty  joy. 

Thus  lived  the  Mistress  and  the  M.iid,  design'd 
Eacii  others  aid — one  cautious,  and  both  kind: 
Oft  at  tlieir  window,  working,  they  would  sigh 
To  see  the  a^ed  and  the  sick  go  by; 
Like  wounded  bees,  that  at  their  home  arrive, 
Slowly  and  weak,  but  labouring  for  the  hive. 

The  busy  people  of  a  mason's  yard 
The  curious  Lady  view'd  with  much  regard; 
With  steady  motion  she  perceived  them  draw 
Through  blocks  of  stone  the  slowly  working  saw 
It  gave  her  pleasure  and  surprise  to  see 
Among  these  men  the  signs  of  revelry: 
Cold  was  the  season,  and  confined  tlieir  view, 
Tedious  their  tasks,  but  merry  were  the  crew: 
There  she  beheld  an  aged  pauper  wait. 
Patient  and  still,  to  take  an  humble  freight; 
Within  the  panniers  on  an  ass  he  laid 
The  ponderous  grit,  and  for  the  portion  paid; 
This  he  re-sold,  and  with  each  trifling  gift. 
Made  shift  to  live,  and  wretched  was  the  shift. 

Nor  will  it  be  by  every  reader  told 
Who  was  this  hinnble  trader,  poor  and  old. — 
In  vain  an  author  would  a  name  suppress, 
From  tlie  le;ist  hint  a  reader  learns  to  guess; 
Of  children  lost,  our  novels  sometimes  treat. 
We  never  care — assured  again  to  meet: 
In  vain  the  writer  for  concealment  tries, 
We  trace  his  purpose  under  all  disguise; 
Nay,  though  he  tells  us  they  are  dead  and  gooi^ 
Of  whom  we  wot — they  will  appear  anon; 
Our  favourites  fight,  are  wounded,  hopeless  lie, 
^urv^ve  they  cannot — nay,  they  cannot  die; 
Now  as  these  tricks  aiul  stratagems  are  known, 
'Tis  best,  at  once  the  simjde  truth  to  own. 

This  was  the  Husband — in  a  humble  shed 
He  nightly  slept,  and  daily  sought  his  bread: 
Once  for  relief  the  weary  man  applied; 
"  Your  wile  is  rich."  the  angry  vestry  cried: 
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Alas!  he  aareil  not  to  his  wife  complsun. 

Feeling  licr  wroiifjs.  and  fearing  her  disdain: 

By  various  inetlioils  lie  liad  tried  to  live, 

But  not  one  etliiri  would  subsistence  give: 

He  was  an  usiier  in  a  school,  till  noise 

Made  him  less  altle  than  the  weaker  boys; 

Ou  messages  he  went,  till  he  in  viiin 

Strove  names,  or  words,  or  meauiiifjs  to  retain; 

E%ch  small  employment  in  each  neighbouriog  town. 

By  turn  he  took,  to  lay  as  quickly  down: 

For,  such  his  fate,  he  fail'd  in  all  he  plann'd. 

And  nothing  prosjMjr'd  in  his  luckless  hand. 

At  his  old  home,  his  motive  half  suppress  d. 
He  sought  no  njore  for  riches,  bu:  '"-ir  rest; 
There  lived  the  beauteous  Wife,  and  at  lier  gate 
He  saw  in  cheerful  groups  the  needy  wait; 
"  Had  he  a  rigiit  with  bolder  hope  t'  apply?" 
He  ask  d — was  answer  d,  and  went  groaning  by; 
For  some  remains  of  spirit,  temjHir,  jmile, 
Forbade  a  pr.ayer  he  knew  would  Le  denied. 

Thus  w.as  tlic  grieving  man,  with  burthen'd  aae. 
Seen  day  by  day  along  the  street  to  jiass: 
"  Who  is  he,  Susan?  who  the  jtoor  old  man? 
He  never  call.s — do  make  him.  if  you  can." — 
The  conscious  damsel  still  delay 'd  to  -peak. 
She  stopp  d  confused,  and  had  her  wonis  to  f^eek; 
From  Susaji's  fe:irs  the  fact  her  mistri-ss  knew, 
And  cried — "  The  wretch:  what  scheme  has  lie  in  witfn\ 
Is  this  his  lot? — but  let  him,  let  him  feel — 
Who  wants  the  courage,  not  the  will  to  steal." 

A  dreadful  winter  came,  cjich  d:iv  severe, 
Misty  when  mild,  and  icy  cold  when  cleai-; 
And  still  the  humble  dealer  took  his  load, 
Returning  slow,  and  shivering  on  the  road: 
The  Lady,  still  relentless,  saw  him  c<ime, 
And  said — "  I  wonder,  has  the  wretch  a  home?" — 
"A  hut!  a  hovel!" — '•  Then  his  late  appears 
To  suit  his  crime:" — "  Yes,  lady,  not  iiis  years; — 
No!  nor  his  sutierings — nor  thai  form  decay 'd." — 
"  Well!  let  the  parish  give  its  paupers  aid: 
You  must  the  vileness  of  his  acts  allow 
"And  you,  dear  lady,  that  he  feels  it  now." — 
"  When  such  dissemblers  on  their  deeds  reflect, 
Can  they  the  pity  they  refused  e.\pect? 
He  that  doth  evil,  evil"  shall  he  dread." — 
"  The  snow,"  quoth  Susan.  "  liills  uf)on  his  bed — 
It  blows  beside  the  thatch — it  melts  u,>on  his  head." — 
"  'Tis  weakness,  child,  for  grieving  guilt  to  feel:" — 
"  Yes,  but  he  never  sees  a  wholesome  uicid; 
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Through  his  bare  oress  appears  liis  shnvell'd  dkiD, 

And  ill  he  lares  without,  and  worRC  within: 

With  that  weak  body,  lame,  diseased,  and  slow, 

Wliat  cold,  pain,  peril,  must  the  sullerer  knowl" — 

"  Think  on  liis  crime." — •'  Yes,  sure  t  wils  very  wronf 

But  look,  (God  bless  him  I)  liow  he  gropes  along." — 

"  Brought  me  to  shame." — "  Oh!  yes,  1  know  it  all — 

What  cutting  blast!  and  he  can  scarcely  crawl; 

He  freezes  as  he  moves — he  dies!  if  he  should  fall 

With  cruel  fierceness  drives  this  icy  sleet — 

And  must  a  Christian  perish  in  the  street, 

lu  bight  of  Christians? — There!  at  last,  he  lief*; — 

Nor  unsupported  can  he  ever  rise: 

lie  cannot  live." — •'  But  is  he  lit  to  die?" — 

Here  Susan  softly  nmtter  d  a  reply, 

Lookd  round  the  room — said  something  of  its  state, 

Dives  the  rich,  and  Lazarus  at  his  gate; 

And  then  aloud — "  In  pity  do  behold 

'J'lie  man  afl'righten"d,  weeping  trembling,  cold: 

Oh !  how  those  tiakes  of  snow  their  entrance  win 

Tlirou;;h  the  poor  rags,  and  keep  the  frost  witLin; 

His  very  heart  seems  frozen  as  he  goe.s, 

Leading  tiiat  starved  companion  of  his  woes: 

He  tried  tu  pray — his  lips,  1  saw  tliem  niove, 

And  he  so  turn'd  his  piteous  looks  above; 

But  tlie  tierce  wind  the  wilhng  heart  ojipos*d, 

And,  ere  he  spoke,  the  lips  in  inist^ry  closed: 

Poor  suffering  object!  yes,  for  ease  you  pray'd, 

And  God  will  hear — he  only,  I'm  afraid." 

"  Peace!   Susan,  peace!  pain  ever  follows  sin." — 
'Ah!  then,"  tlwuglit  .Susan,  "when  will  ours  begm| 
When  reach'd  his  home,  to  what  a  clieerless  fire 
And  chilling  bed  will  those  cold  limbs  retire! 
Yet  ragged,  wretched  as  it  is,  that  bed 
Takes  half  the  space  of  his  contracted  shed;  * 

I  saw  the  thorns  beside  the  narrow  grate, 
With  straws  collected  in  a  putrid  state: 
There  will  he,  kneeling,  strive  the  fire  to  raise, 
And  that  will  warm  him,  rather  tiian  the  blaze: 
The  sullen,  smoky  blaze,  that  cannot  last 
One  momeut  after  his  attempt  is  past: 
And  I  so  warmly  aiid  so  purely  laif'' 
To  sink  to  rest — indeed  I  am  atraid." — 
*  Know  you  his  conduct?'' — "  Yes  indeed  I  knoW'^ 
Ajid  how  he  wanders  in  the  wind  and  snow : 
Sale  in  our  rooms  the  threat  iiing  stonn  we  heu, 
But  he  feels  stront;ly  what  we  faintly  tear.' 
"*  Wilful  was  rich,  and  he  the  stonn  deried; 
Wilful  is  poor,  and  must  the  .-tonu  atude;" 
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Said  the  stern  Lfidy — "  'Tis  in  vain  we  fed 
Go  and  prepare  llie  chicken  for  our  meal." 

Sus>iui  lier  task  reluctantly  begun, 
And  utter  d  as  she  went — "  The  jioor  old  manr'— 
But  while  her  soft  and  ever-yielding  heart 
Made  strong  pretest  agiiinst  her  lady's  pai't, 
The  lady's  self  began  to  think  it  wrong 
Te  feel  so  wrathful,  and  resent  so  long. 

"  No  more  tliu  wretch  would  s^he  receive  again, 
No  more  beliold  him — but  she  would  ^sustain; 
Great  his  otl'ence,  and  evil  was  his  mind — 
But  he  had  sutl'er'd,  and  slie  would  be  kind: 
She  spurn  d  ^ucii  baseness,  and  she  found  within 
A  fair  acquittal  trom  so  foul  a  sin; 
Yet  she  toj  err'd,  and  must  of  Heaven  expect 
To  be  rejected,  him  siiould  she  reject. ' 

Susan  was  sunmion'd — "  1  m  about  to  do 
A  foolish  act,  in  part  seduced  by  you; 
Go  to  the  creature — say  that  I  intend. 
Foe  to  his  sins,  to  be  his  sorrow's  friend; 
Take  (or  his  present  comforts,  food  and  wine, 
And  mark  his  feelings  at  tliis  pct  of  mine: 
Observe  if  shame  be  o'er  his  features  spread 
By  his  own  victim  to  be  soothed  and  lied; 
But,  this  inform  him,  that  it  is  not  love 
That  prompts  my  heart,  tliftt  duties  omy  moTSi 
Say  that  no  merits  in  his  favour  plead, 
But  miseries  only,  and  his  abject  need; 
Nor  bring  me  grov'hug  thanks,  nor  higii-flo\m  piaiw 
I  would  his  spirits,  not  his  fancy  raise: 
Give  him  no  hope  that  I  shall  ever  more 
A  man  so  vile  to  my  esteem  restore; 
But  warn  him  rather,  that,  in  time  of  rest, 
His  crimes  be  all  remember'd  and  confess'd: 
I  know  not  all  that  form  the  sinner's  debt, 
But  there  is  one  that  he  must  not  forget." 

The  mind  of  Susan  prompted  her  with  speed 
To  act  her  pait  in  every  courteous  deed: 
All  that  was  kind  she  was  prepared  to  say, 
And  keep  the  lecture  for  a  future  day; 
When  he  had  all  lil'e's  comforts  by  his  side. 
Pity  might  sleep,  and  good  advice  be  tried. 

'rhis  done,  tiie  mistress  felt  disposed  to  look 
As  self-approving,  on  a  pious  book: 
Yet,  to  her  native  bi:is  ^till  hiclined. 
She  felt  her  act  too  merciful  and  kind; 
But  when,  long  mushig  on  the  cliiiling  sc«ne 
So  lately  pa^t — the  frost  and  slt^et  so  keen — 
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The  man's  whole  misery  in  fi  single  riew— 
Yer.!  she  could  tiiink  some  pity  was  his  due. 

Thus  fixVi,  she  heard  not  her  attendant  glide 
With  soft  slow  step — till,  standing  hy  her  side, 
The  trembling  servant  g:i?[)'d  for  breath,  and  nhei 
Relieving  tears,  then  utti-r'd — "  lie  is  dead!" 

"  Dead!"'  said  the  st;irtled  Lady.     "  Yes,  he  tell 
Olose  at  the  door  where  he  was  wont  to  dwell; 
There  his  sole  friend,  the  Ass,  was  standing  by, 
Hair  dead  himself  to  see  his  Master  die." 

"  Expired  he  then,  good  Heaven!  for  want  of  food 7 
No!  crusts  and  water  in  a  corner  stood; — 
To  have  this  plenty,  and  to  wait  so  long, 
And  to  be  riglit  too  late,  is  doubly  wToug: 
Then,  every  day  to  see  him  totter  by, 
And  to  forbear — Oh!  what  a  heart  had  I!" 

•'  Blame  me  not,  child:  I  tremble  at  the  news." 
*  'Tis  my  own  heart,"  said  ^iusan,  "  I  accuse: 
To  have  this  money  in  my  purse — to  know 
A\'hat  grief  was  his,  and  what  to  grief  we  owe; 
To  see  him  often,  always  to  conceive 
How  lie  must  pine  and  languish,  groan  and  g^inw 
Aiid  every  day  in  ease  and  peace  to  dine, 
4j>d  rest  in  comfort! — wliut  a  boart  is  mire !'' 


TALE  XVIII. 

THE  WAGEK. 

^i  thoii|;ht  your  deer  doth  hold  yon  at  •  b^y 


1  choose  her  for  myself; 

If  she  and  I  arc  uleased,  wliut's  that  to  you? 


Let's  send  each  one  to  his  wife, 

And  he  whose  wife  is  most  obedient 
Shall  vrin  the  wager. 


Now  by  the  world  It  is  a  lusty  wench, 

1  lo'/e  lusr  tea  times  more  iban  e'er  I  did. 

Tamina  of  ti*  8krf» 


CovntKK  aiid  ChM  were  men  in  trade,  whose  palmt 
Credit,  iiikI  pnidcnce,  broiiiilit  them  constant  gains; 
Partners  jiiid  pnnctunl,  every  friend  apeed 
Counter  and  ChiM)  -.vere  men  who  mu^t  succeed. 
When  tliev  had  tix'd  srnie  little  time  in  lii'e, 
Eanh  thought  of  taking  to  himself  a  wife: 
As  men  in  trade  alike,  as  men  in  love. 
They  seem'd  with  no  according  views  to  move; 
As  certain  ores  in  outward  view  the  same. 
They  sliow'd  tlieir  dillerence  when  the  majmet  camft 
Counter  was  vain :  with  spirit  strong  and  high, 
'Twas  not  in  him  like  suppliant  swain  to  sigh: 
"  His  wife  might  o'er  his  men  and  maids  preside, 
And  in  iier  province  be  a  judge  and  guide; 
But  what  he  thought,  or  did.  or  wishd  to  do, 
She  must  not  know,  or  censure  if  she  knew; 
At  home,  abroad,  by  day,  by  night,  if  he 
On  aught  determined,  so  it  was  to  he: 
^  Howis  a  man,"  he  ask'd  "  for  business  fit, 
Who  to  a  female  can  his  will  submit? 
Absent  awhile,  let  no  enquiring  eye 
Or  plainer  speech  presume  to  4uestion  why: 
u 
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lii't  all  be  silent;  and,  when  seen  again, 
l^et  all  be  clieerfui — sliall  a  wife  coin]iIain? 
Friends  1  invite,  and  who  siiall  daie  t'  oii'ect, 
Or  looli  on  tiiciu  with  coolness  or  ne^jiect? 
No!  I  must  ever  of  my  house  be  head. 
And,  tlius  obey'd,  I  condescend  to  wed." 

Chibb  heard  the  speech — "  My  friend  is  nice,"  said  hi 
"  A  wife  with  less  respect  will  do  for  me: 
How  is  he  certain  such  a  prize  to  gain? 
What  he  approves,  a  lass  may  learn  to  feign, 
And  so  affect  t'  obey  till  slie  begins  to  reign; 
Awhile  comjjlying,  she  may  vary  then, 
And  be  as  wives  of  more  unwary  men; 
Beside,  to  him  who  plaj's  such  lordly  part. 
How  shall  a  tender  creature  yield  her  heart? 
Should  he  the  promised  confidence  refuse, 
She  may  another  more  confiding  choose; 
May  show  her  anger,  yet  her  purpose  liide, 
And  wake  his  jealousy,  and  wound  iiis  pride. 
In  one  so  humbled,  who  can  trace  the  friend? 
I  on  an  equal,  not  a  slave,  depend; 
If  true,  my  confidence  is  wisely  place^ 
And  being  false,  she  only  is  disgraced. 
Clubb.  with  these  notions,  ca.st  his  eye  around. 
And  one  so  easy  soon  a  partner  found. 
The  lady  chosen  was  of  good  repute; 
Meesness  she  had  not,  and  was  seldom  mute; 
Though  quick  to  anger,  still  she  loved  to  smile; 
And  would  be  cairn  if  men  would  wait  awhile: 
She  knew  her  duty,  anil  she  loved  her  way, 
More  pleased  in  truth  to  govern  than  obey; 
She  heard  her  priest  with  reverence,  and  her  spouse 
As  one  who  fel.t  the  pressure  of  her  vows; 
Useful  and  civil,  all  her  friends  confess'd — 
Give  her  her  way,  and  slie  would  choose  the  best; 
Though  some  indeed  a  si}'  remark  would  make — 
Give  it  her  not.  and  she  would  choose  to  take. 

All  this,  when  Clubb  some  cheerful  mouths  had  speni 
He  saw,  confess'd.  and  said  he  was  content. 

Counter  meantime  selected,  doubted,  weigh'd, 
And  then  brought  home  a  young  complying  maid; 
A  tender  creature,  full  of  fears  as  charms, 
A  beauteous  nursling  from  its  mother's  arms; 
A  soft,  sweet  blossom,  such  as  men  must  love. 
But  to  preserve  must  keep  it  in  the  stove: 
She  had  a  mill,  subdued,  expiring  look — 
Raise  but  the  voice,  and  this  fair  creature  shook, 
Leave  her  alone,  she  felt  a  thousand  fears — 
Chide,  and  she  melted  into  floods  of  tean; 


_THE    WAOER.  IM 

F<»ndly  slie  plcaddl  and  would  gently  sigh, 
Tor  very  ]iity,  or  she  knew  not  why; 
Ctne  wliom  uj  govern  none  could  be  afraid- 
Hold  uj)  the  finger,  tliis  meek  thing  ol/ey'd; 
Her  happy  iiushaiid  iiad  the  easiest  task — 
Say  but  his  will,  no  question  would  she  ask; 
bhe  sought  no  reasons,  no  all'airs  she  knew, 
Of  business  spoke  not,  and  h:v<l  nought  to  do. 

Oit  he  exclaini'd,  "  How  meek!  how  mild!  how  kind 
With  her  'twere  cruel  but  to  seem  unkind; 
Though  ever  silent  when  I  take  my  leave, 
It  pains  my  heart  to  think  how  hers  will  grieve; 
'Tis  heaven  on  eaith  with  such  a  wile  to  dwell. 
I  am  in  ni])tures  to  have  sped  so  well; 
But  let  mt>  :iot,  my  frienil,  your  envy  raise, 
Nol  on  my  life,  your  patience  has  my  praise." 

His  Friend,  though  silent,  felt  tlie  scorn  implied— 
"  What  need  of  patience?"  to  himself  he  cried: 

Better  a  woman  o'er  her  house  to  rule, 
Than  a  jxtor  child  just  hurried  from  her  school; 
Who  has  no  care,  yet  never  lives  at  ease; 
Unfit  to  mle,  and  indisixjsed  to  please; 
What  if  he  govern,  tiiere  his  boast  sliould  end, 
Ko  husband's  power  can  make  a  slave  his  friend." 

It  was  the  custom  of  these  Friends  to  meet 
With  a  few  neighbours  in  a  neighbouring  street; 
Where  Counter  ofttimes  would  occasion  seize. 
To  move  his  silent  friend  by  words  like  these: 
"  A  man,"  said  he,  "  if  govern 'd  by  liis  wife, 
Gives  up  his  rank  and  dignity  in  life; 
Now,  better  fate  befalls  my  Friend  and  me  " — 
He  spoke,  and  kx)k"d  the  approx-ing  smile  to  see. 
.    The  quiet  partner,  wiien  he  clvose  to  speak, 
Desired  his  friend,  "  another  theme  to  seek; 
When  tluis  they  met.  he  judged  that  state-afTair» 
And  such  iin(K)rtant  subjects  should  be  theirs:" 
But  still  the  jiartner,  in  his  lighter  vein. 
Would  cause  in  Clubb  affliction  or  disdain; 
It  made  him  anxious  t«  detcil  the  cause 
Of  all  tlmt  boasting — "  Wants  my  friend  applaoseP 
This  plainly  proves  him  not  at  perfect  ease. 
For,  felt  Iw  pleasure,  he  would  wish  to  please.— 
These  triunii)hs  here  for  some  regrets  atone — 
Men  who  are  blest  let  other  men  alone." 
Thus  made  su.^picious,  he  observed  and  saw 
His  friend  each  night  at  early  hour  withdraw: 
He  sometimes  meution'd  Juliet's  tender  nervat 
And  wLit  attautiou  such  a  wife  degtirroM 
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'  In  tl.is,"  tliotight  CliiV>b,  "  full  sure  Bonie  mysterj 
He  laughs  at  me  yet  he  with  much  complies, 
AjkI  all  his  vaunts  of  bliss  are  proud  afxtlogies." 

With  such  ideas  treasured  in  his  breast, 
He  grew  composed,  and  let  liis  anger  rest, 
Till  Counter  once  (wbc-n  wine  so  long  went  round. 
That  friendship  and  discretion  both  were  drown'd) 
Began,  in  teasing  and  triimipiiant  mood, 
His  evening  banter — "  Of  all  earthly  good, 
The  best,"  h^  said,  "  was  an  obedient  sjiouse, 
Such  as  my  friend's — that  every  one  allows: 
What  if  sl)e  wislies  his  designs  to  know? 
It  is  because  she  would  her  praise  bestow; 
What  if  she  wills  that  lie  remain  at  home? 
She  knows  that  mischief  may  tr«Jiu  travel  comeb 
I,  who  am  free  to  venture  « liere  I  ple:ise, 
Have  no  such  kind  preventing  checks  as  theee; 
But  mine  is  double  duty,  tirst  to  guide 
Jlyself  aright,  then  rule  a  house  besi<le; 
While  this  our  friend,  more  Imppy  than  the  free, 
Kesigns  all  power,  and  laughs  at  liberty." 

"  By  Heaven,"  said  Clubb,  '•  excuse  me  if  I  swear, 
I'll  bet  a  hundred  guineas,  if  he  dare, 
I'hnt  luicontroH'd  1  will  such  iVeedoais  take, 
That  he  will  fear  to  equal — there's  my  stake." 

"  A  match!"  said  Counter,  much  by  wine  inflamed 
"  But  we  are  friends — let  smaller  st;ike  be  named: 
Wine  for  our  future  meeting,  that  will  I 
Take  and  no  more — what  peril  shall  we  try?" 
"  Let's  to  Newmarket,"  Clubb  replied;  "  or  chooee 
Yourself  the  place,  and  what  you  like  to  lose; 
Aiid  he  who  first  returns,  or  fi-ars  to  go. 
Forfeits  his  cash — "  Said  Counter,  "  Be  it  sa" 

The  friends  around  them  sjiw  with  much  delight 
The  social  war,  and  luiil'd  tlw  pleasant  night; 
Nor  would  they  further  heiir  the  cause  discuss'd. 
Afraid  the  recreant  heart  of  Clubb  to  trust. 

Now  sober  thoughts  return  d  as  each  withdrew, 
And  of  the  subject  took  a  serious  view;  [love;" 

"  Twas  wrong,"  thought  Co»uiler,  "  and  will  grieve  loj 
"  'Twas  wrong,"  thought  Clubb.  "  my  wife  will  notapproTa, 
But  friends  were  pre.-^nt;  1  must  try  the  tiling, 
Or  with  my  folly  half  the  town  will  ring." 

He  souglit  his  lady — "  Madam,  I'm  to  blame. 
But  was  rcproach'd,  and  could  not  bear  the  sham*; 
Here  in  my  folly— for  'tis  be>t  to  siiy 
The  very  truth — I've  sworn  to  have  my  way; 
To  that  Newmarket — (though  I  hate  tlie  plao^ 
And  liave  no  taste  or  talents  for  a  nu:«, 
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Yet  90  it  is — well,  now  prepare  to  chlde^) 
I  laid  a  wager  tbat  I  (hired  to  ride; 
And  I  must  go:  by  Heaven,  if  vou  resist 
r  shall  be  scornM,  and  ridiculed,  and  ciissd; 
Let  me  witb  grace  before  my  friends  appear, 
You  know  the  truth,  and  must  not  be  severe: 
He  too  must  go,  but  that  he  will  of  course; 
Do  you  consent? — I  never  think  of  force." 

"  You  never  need,"  the  worthy  Dame  repliedi 
"  The  husband's  honour  is  the  womtiu's  pridf 
If  I  in  trifles  be  the  wilful  wife, 
Still  for  your  credit  I  would  lose  my  life; 
Go!  and  when  fix'd  tiie  day  of  your  return, 
Stay  longer  yet,  and  let  the  blockheads  learn, 
Tiiat  though  a  wife  may  sometimes  wish  to  rule| 
She  would  not  make  th'  indulgent  man  a  fool; 
I  Would  at  times  advise — but  idle  they 
Who  think  tir  assenting  husband  must  obey." 

The  happy  man,  who  thought  his  lady  right 
In  other  cases,  was  assured  to-night; 
Then  for  the  day  witii  proud  delight  prepared, 
To  show  his  doubting  friends  how  mucli  he  dared. 

Counter — who  grieviug  sought  his  bed,  his  rest 
Broken  by  pictures  of  his  lore  distress'd — 
With  soft  and  winning  speech  the  fair  prepar 
"  She  all  his  councils,  comforts,  ple:isures  shared* 
She  was  assured  he  loved  her  from  liis  soul. 
She  never  knew  and  need  not  fear  control; 
Hut  so  it  haj^pend — he  wixs  grieved  at  heart, 
It  happen  d  so,  tliat  they  awhile  umst  part — 
A  little  time — the  distance  was  but  short. 
And  business  call  d  him — he  despised  the  sport; 
But  to  Newmarket  he  engaged  to  ride, 
With  his  friend  Clubb,"  and  there  he  stopp'd  and  sigU'4 

Awhile  the  tender  creature  look'd  dismay 'd. 
Then  Hoods  of  tears  the  call  of  grief  obey'd: — 

"  She  an  objection!  No!  "  she  sobb'd,  "  not  one; 
Her  work  was  finish  d,  and  her  race  was  run; 
For  die  she  must,  indeed,  she  would  not  live 
A  week  alone,  for  all  the  world  could  gire; 
He  too  nmst  die  in  tlut  same  wicked  place; 
It  always  happen  d — was  a  common  case; 
Among  those  horrid  horses,  jockeys,  crowds, 
Twas  certain  death — they  might  bespeak  their  shroudt 
He  would  attempt  a  race,  be  sure  to  fall — 
And  she  expire  with  terror — that  was  all; 
With  love  like  hers  she  was  indeed  unfit 
To  beai"  such  honors,  but  she  must  submit." 
k3 
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•'  Hii'  :or  tlirue  days,  my  love!  three  days  at  Jio«t— * 
••  KiioukIi  for  me;  I  then  shall  be  a  ghost — " 
"  My  honour's  pleilged.  " — "  Oh  I  yes,  my  dearest  lif% 
I  know  your  honour  must  outweigh  your  wife; 
liut  ere  tlii^  ahsence,  have  you  sought  a  friend? 
I  shall  be  dead — on  whom  can  you  depend? 
Let  me  one  favour  of  your  kindness  crave. 
(jrant  me  the  stone  I  mentioned  for  my  grave. — " 

"  Nay,  love,  attend — why,  bless  my  soul — I  lay 
I  will  return — there — weep  no  longer — nay!—" 
'•  W'cU  I  I  obey,  and  to  the  last  am  true, 
but  stiiritsfail  me:  I  must  die:  adieul"  [zounda! 

"What,   Madam!    must? — 'tis   wrong — Im  angry- 
Can  I  remain  and  lose  a  thousand  pounds?" 

"  Go  then,  my  love!  it  is  a  monstrous  sum, 
Woith  twenty  wives — go,  love!  and  I  am  dumlh^ 
Nor  be  displeased — had  I  tlie  power  to  live, 
Vou  might  be  angry,  now  you  must  forgive; 
Ala-sl   1  faint — ah!  cruel — there's  no  need 
Of  wounds  or  fevers — this  ha.s  done  the  deed-" 

The  lady  fainted,  and  the  husband  sent 
For  every  aid,  for  every  comfort  went: 
Strong  terror  seized  him :  "  Oh  I  she  loved  so  well 
•  And  who  th   etFcct  of  tonderness  could  tell?  " 

She  now  recover  d,  and  again  began 
With  accent  querulous — "  Ah!  cruel  man — " 
Till  the  sad  luisb:(nd,  conscience-struck,  confess'd, 
'Twas  very  wicked  with  his  Friend  to  jest; 
For  now  he  saw  that  tiiose  who  were  obeyed. 
Could  like  the  most  subser\-ient  feel  afraid: 
And  though  a  wile  might  not  dispute  the  will 
(W   her  liege  lord,  she  could  prevent  it  still. 

liie  morning  came,  and  Clul)li  prepared  to  ride 
With  a  smart  boy,  his  servant  and  his  guide; 
When,  ere  he  mounted  on  the  ready  sti-ed. 
Arrived  a  letter,  and  he  stopp  d  to  n-ad. 

"  My  friend,    he  read — "  our  journey  I  decliiM^ 
A  heart  t(X)  tender  for  such  strife  is  mine; 
Vours  is  the  triumph,  be  you  so  inclined; 
But  you  are  too  considerate  and  kind: 
In  tender  pity  to  my  luliet's  fears 
I  thu5  relent,  o  ercome  by  love  and  tears; 
She  knows  your  kindness:  I  have  heard  her  My 
A  man  like  you  'tis  pleasure  to  obey: 
Each  faithful  wife,  like  ours,  must  disapprove 
Such  dangerous  trifling  with  connubial  love; 
What  has  the  idle  world,  my  friend,  to  do 
With  tfur  affairs?  they  snvy  me  and  yoa: 
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VTiat  if  I  could  my  jjlmUIi.'  spouse  command — 

Is  that  a  cause  I  should  her  tears  withstand? 

And  what  if  ^'ou,  a  (Vioud  of  peace,  submit 

To  one  you  love — is  tli;it  a  theme  foi*  wit? 

"J" was  wroiii;  and  I  shall  henceforth  judge  it  wnak 

Both  of  siiljnii.--siou  and  control  to  si)eak: 

He  it  ajrreod  tliMt  all  coiit'nition  cease, 

And  no  such  follies  vex  our  future  peace; 

Let  each  keep  suard  against  domestic  strife, 

And  find  nor  slave  nor  tyrant  in  his  wife." 

'■  Agreed,'   said  Chihh.  "  with  all  my  soul  agreed  "— • 
And  to  the  boy,  delighted,  gave  his  steed; 
"  I  think  my  friend  has  well  his  mind  express'd 
And  I  assent;  such  things  are  not  a  jest." 

''  Tn;c,"  said  the  Wife,  "  no  longer  he  can  hide 
The  truth  that  pains  him  by  bis  wounded  pride; 
Your  Krif^nd  has  found  it  not  an  easy  thing, 
r.nneath  his  \'oke  this  yielding  soul  to  bring; 
Tiicse  weeping  willows,  though  they  seem  inclined 
By  every  breeze,  yet  not  the  strongest  wind 
<  -in  from  their  bent  divert  this  weak  but  stubborn  kind 
Drooping  they  seek  your  pity  to  excite, 
But   tis  at  once  their  nature  and  delight, 
Such  women  feel  not:  while  tl'.ey  sigh  and  weep, 
"lis  but  their  habit — their  afl'ections  sleep; 
They  are  like  ice  that  in  the  hand  we  bold, 
So  very  melting,  yet  so  very  cold; 
On  such  ali'ection  let  not  man  rely, 
The  husbands  suffer,  and  the  ladies  sigh: 
But  your  friend  s  otler  let  us  kindly  take. 
And  spare  his  pride  for  his  vexation's  sake. 
For  he  Las  found,  and  through  his  life  will  find, 
'Tis  easiest  dc^aling  with  the  firmest  mind — 
Moia  just  whcu  it  resists,  aud,  when  it  y'leida  more  kind.' 


TALE  XIX. 

THE    CONVERT. 


1  myself,  sometimes  leavinp  the  fear  of  HeaTen  on  itM 

left  hand,  aud  hiding  mine  honour  in  my  necessity,  am  forced 
to  ahnflle,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch. — Merry  Wives  qf  Windtor, 


■  Yea,  and  at  that  Tery  moment. 


Consideration  like  an  angel  came, 

And  whipp'd  th'  offending  Adam  out  of  him. — MfM^  T 


Some  to  our  Hero  have  a  hero's  name 
Denied,  because  no  father's  he  could  claim; 
Nor  could  his  mother  with  precision  state 
A  full  fair  claim  to  her  certificate: 
On  her  own  word  the  marriage  must  depend— 
A  point  she  was  not  enger  to  defend: 
But  who,  without  a  father's  name,  can  raise 
His  own  so  high,  deserves  the  greater  praise: 
The  less  advantage  to  tlie  strife  he  brought, 
The  greater  wonders  has  his  prowess  \vrought; 
He  wiio  depends  upon  his  wind  and  limbs, 
Needs  neither  cork  or  bladder  when  he  s%vinu; 
Nor  will  by  empty  breath  be  pufi"d  along, 
As  not  himself — but  in  his  helpers — strong. 

Suffice  it  then,  our  Hero's  name  was  clear, 
For,  call  John  Diijhton,  and  he  answer'd  "  Uerol' 
But  who  that  name  in  early  life  assign 'd 
He  never  found,  he  never  tried  to  find; 
Whether  his  kindred  were  to  John  disgrace, 
Or  John  to  them,  is  a  disputed  case; 
His  infant-state  owed  notiiing  to  their  car»^ 
His  mind  neglected,  and  his  body  b:ire; 
All  his  success  must  on  himself  depend, 
He  had  no  money,  counsel,  ^uide,  or  friend; 
But  in  a  market-town  nn  nctive  boy 
Ai)j)ear  d,  and  sought  in  various  ways  emptor { 
Who  soon,  thus  cast  upon  the  world,  l)egaa 
To  show  the  talents  of  a  thriving  mau. 
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With  spirit  hig;h  Jolin  learn 'd  the  worlii  to  biave, 
And  in  hoth  senses  was  a  ready  knave; 
Knave  as  of  old,  obedient,  keen,  and  cjuick, 
Knave  as  at  present,  skill  d  to  shift  and  trick;  » 
Some  humble  part  of  many  trades  he  caught, 
He  for  the  builder  afid  the  painter  wrought; 
For  serving-maids  on  secret  errands  ran, 
The  waiter's  helper,  and  the  ostler  s  man; 
And  when  he  chanced  (oft  clianced  he)  place  to  loM 
His  varying  genius  shone  in  blacking  shoes: 
A  midnight  tisher  by  the  pond  he  stood. 
Assistant  poacher,  he  o'erlook'd  the  wood; 
At  an  election  John's  impartial  mind 
Was  to  no  cause  nor  candidate  confined; 
To  all  in  turn  he  full  allegiance  swore, 
And  in  his  hat  the  various  badges  bore: 
His  liberal  soul  with  every  sect  agreed. 
Unheard  their  reasons,  he  received  their  creed; 
At  church  he  deign'd  the  organ-pipes  to  fill. 
And  at  the  meeting  sang  both  loud  and  shrill. 
Bat  the  full  purse  these  different  merits  gain'd, 
By  strong  demands  his  lively  passions  drain'd; 
Liquors  he  loved  of  each  inttaming  kind, 
To  midnight  revels  flew  with  ardent  mind; 
Too  warm  at  cards,  a  losing  game  ho  play'd, 
To  fleecing  beauty  his  attention  paid ; 
His  boiling  passions  were  by  oaths  express'd. 
And  lies  he  made  his  profit  and  his  jest. 

Such  was  the  bo}-,  and  sucli  the  man-  had  been. 
But  fate  or  happier  fortune  changed  the  scene; 
A  fever  seized  him,  "  He  sliould  surely  die — " 
He  fear'd,  and  lo!  a  friend  was  praying  by; 
With  terror  moved,  this  Teacher  he  address'd. 
And  all  the  errors  of  his  youth  confess'd: 
The  good  man  kindly  clear'd  the  Sinner's  way 
To  lively  hope,  and  counselPd  him  to  pray; 
Who  then  resolved,  should  lie  from  sickness  rise, 
To  quit  cards,  liquors,  poaching,  oaths,  and  lies: 
His  health  restored,  he  yet  resolved,  and  gi-ew 
True  to  b"s  miisters,  to  their  Meeting  true; 
His  old  companions  at  his  sober  face 
Laugh'd  loud,  while  he,  attesting  it  was  grace. 
With  tears  besought  them  all  his  calling  to  embrace: 
To  Ins  new  friends  such  Convert  gave  applause, 
Life  to  their  zeal,  and  glory  to  their  cause: 
Though  terror  wrought  the  mighty  change,  yet  strong 
Was  the  impression,  and  it  lasted  long ; 
John  at  the  lect  ires  due  attendance  paid, 
A  convcTt  meek  obedi^ut,  and  afraid. 
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His  manners  strict,  though  form'd  on  fear  alone, 
Pleased  the  grave  friends,  nor  less  his  sol-sira  tone, 
The  lengthen  d  face  of  care,  the  low  and  hiward  grcaa 
The  stern  good  men  exulted,  when  they  saw 
Thosf,  liniid  looks  of  penitence  and  awe; 
Nor  thought  that  one  so  passive,  hui»blc,  meek, 
Had  yet  a  creed  and  principles  to  seek 

The  Faith  that  Reason  linds,  confirms,  avowi 
The  hopes,  the  views,  the  comforts  she  allow*— 
These  were  not  his,  wlio  by  his  feelings  found, 
And  by  tiiem  only,  that  his  faith  was  sound; 
l''eelings  of  terror  these,  for  evil  past. 
Feelings  of  hope,  to  be  received  at  last; 
Now  weak,  now  lively,  changing  with  the  day, 
These  were  his  feelings,  and  he  felt  his  way. 

Sprung  from  such  sources,  will  this  faitii  remain 
While  tliese  supporters  can  their  strength  retain: 
As  heaviest  weights  the  deepest  rivers  pass, 
While  icy  chains  fast  bind  the  solid  mass; 
So,  bom  of  feelings,  faith  remains  secure, 
Long  as  their  firmness  and  their  strength  endure: 
But  when  the  waters  in  their  channel  glide, 
A  bridge  must  bear  us  o'er  the  threat'ning  tide; 
Such  bridge  is  Reason,  and  there  Faith  relies. 
Whether  the  varying  spirits  fall  or  rise. 

His  patrons,  still  disposed  their  aid  to  lend, 
Behind  a  counter  placed  their  humble  friend ; 
Where  pens  and  paper  were  on  shelves  display 'd. 
And  pious  pamphlets  on  the  windows  laid: 
By  nature  active,  and  from  vice  restrain'd, 
Increasing  trade  his  bolder  views  sustiiin'd; 
His  friends  and  teachers,  finding  so  much  zeal 
In  that  young  convert  whom  they  taught  to  feel. 
His  trade  encouraged,  and  were  pleased  to  find 
A  hand  so  ready,  witli  such  humble  mind. 

And  now,  iiis  health  restored,  his  spirits  eased. 
He  wish'd  to  marry,  if  the  teachers  ple;uaed. 
They,  not  unwilling,  from  the  virgin-class, 
Took  him  a  comely  and  a  courteous  lass; 
Simple  and  civil,  loving,  and  beloved, 
She  long  a  fond  and  faithful  partner  proved; 
In  everj'  year  the  elders  and  the  priest 
Were  duly  sunimon'd  to  a  christening  feast; 
Nor  cau)e  a  bahe,  but  by  his  growing  trade, 
John  had  provision  for  the  coming  made; 
For  friends  and  strangers  all  were  pleased  to  deal 
With  one  whose  care  was  equal  to  his  zeaL 

In  human  friendships,  it  compels  a  sigh. 
To  think  what  trifled  will  dissolve  the  tie. 
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John,  now  become  a  master  of  his  tradr, 

Perceived  how  much  improvement  might  be  made. 

And  as  this  prospect  open'd  to  his  view, 

A  certain  portion  of  liis  zeal  witiidrewr 

His  fear  abated — '•  What  had  he  to  fear — 

His  profits  certain,  and  his  conscience  cleiir?" 

Above  his  door  a  board  was  placed  by  Jolia, 

And  "  Dighton,  Stationer,"  was  gilt  thereon; 

His  window  next,  enlarged  to  twice  the  size, 

Shone  with  such  trinkets  as  the  simple  prize; 

While  in  the  shop  with  pious  works  were  seen 

The  last  new  play,  review,  or  ma^'sizine: 

In  orders  punctual,  he  observed — "  The  books 

He  never  read,  and  could  he  judge  their  looks? 

Readers  and  critics  should  their  merits  try, 

He  had  no  otBce  but  to  sell  and  buy ; 

Like  other  traders,  profit  was  his  care: 

Of  what  they  print,  the  authors  must  beware." 

He  held  his  patrons  and  his  tejichers  dear. 

But  with  his  trade — they  must  not  interfere. 

'T  was  certain  now  that  John  had  lost  the  dread 
And  pious  thoughts  that  once  such  terrors  bred; 
His  habits  varied,  and  he  more  inclined 
To  the  vain  world,  which  he  had  half-resign"d: 
He  had  moreover  in  his  brethren  seen, 
Or  he  im;igined,  craft,  conceit,  and  spleen ; 
"  They  are  but  men!"  said  John,  "  and  shall  I  then 
Fear  man's  control,  or  stand  in  awe  of  n)en? 
'T  is  their  advice  (their  Convert's  rule  and  law,) 
And  good  it  is — I  will  not  stiuid  in  awe." 

Moreover  Dighton,  though  he  thought  of  books 
As  one  who  chieHy  on  the  title  looks, 
Yet  sometimes  ponder"d  oer  a  page  to  find. 
When  vexd  with  Ci\res,  amusement  for  his  mind 
And  by  degrees  that  mind  had  treiisured  much 
From  "works  his  teachers  were  afraid  to  touch: 
Satiric  novels,  poets  bold  and  free. 
And  what  their  writers  term  philosophy; 
All  these  were  read,  and  he  began  to  foel 
Some  self-approval  on  his  bosom  steal. 
Wisdom  creates  humility,  but  he 
Who  thus  collects  it,  will  not  humble  be: 
No  longer  John  was  fiU'd  with  pure  delight 
And  humble  reverence  in  a  pastor" s  sight; 
Who,  like  a  grateful  zealot,  listening  stood. 
To  hear  a  nian  so  friendly  and  so  good; 
But  felt  the  dignity  of  one  who  made 
Hunself  important  by  a  thriving  trade; 
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And  growinw  pride  in  Di^liton's  mind  was  bred 
By  the  strange  food  on  wliicli  it  coarsely  fed- 

Their  brother's  fall  the  grieving  Brethren  heard — 
His  pride  indeed  to  all  around  appear'd; 
The  world,  his  friends  agreed,  had  won  the  soul 
From  its  best  hopes,  the  man  from  their  controL 
To  make  him  humble,  and  confine  his  views 
Within  their  bounds,  and  books  which  they  peruaa, 
A  deputation  from  these  friends  select, 
Might  reason  with  him  to  some  good  effect; 
Arm'd  with  authority,  and  led  by  Jove, 
They  might  those  follii-s  from  his  mind  remove: 
Deciding  thus,  and  with  this  kind  intent, 
A  chosen  body  with  its  s])eaker  went. 

"  John,"  said  the  Teacher,  "John,"  with  great  concern 
"  We  see  thy  frailty,  and  thy  fate  discern — 
Satan  with  tolls  thy  simple  soul  beset, 
And  thou  art  careless,  slumbering  in  the  net; 
Unmindful  art  thou  of  thy  early  vow; 
Who  at  the  morning-meeting  sees  thee  now? 
Who  at  the  evening?  where  is  brother  John? 
We  ask — are  answer'd.  To  the  tavern  gone; 
Thee  on  the  sabbath  seldom  we  behold: 
Thou  canst  not  sing,  thou'rt  nursing  for  a  cold: 
This  from  the  churchmen  thou  hast  learn'd,  for  they 
Have  colds  and  fevers  on  tiie  sabbath-day; 
When  in  some  snug  warm  room,  they  sit.  and  pen 
Bills  from  their  ledgers — world-entiingled  men ! 

"  See  with  wiiat  pride  thou  hast  enlarged  thy  shop; 
To  view  thy  tempting  stores  the  heedless  stop ; 
By  what  strange  names  dost  thou  these  baubles  knov« 
Which  wantons  wear,  to  make  a  sinful  show? 
Hast  thou  in  view  these  idle  volumes  placed 
To  be  the  pander  of  a  vicious  taste? 
What's  here!  a  book  of  dances'. — you  advance 
In  goodly  knowledge — John,  wilt  learn  to  dance? 
How !  '  Go — '  it  says,  and  '  to  the  devil  go  ! 

And  shake  thyself!'  I  tremble — but  't  is  so 

Wretch  as  thou  art,  what  answer  canst  thou  mal-.e? 
Oh!  without  question,  thou  wilt  go  and  shake. 
What's  here?  the  '  Sciiool  for  Scandal' — pretty  schoobi 
Well,  and  art  thou  proficient  in  the  rules? 
Art  thou  a  pupil,  is  It  thy  design 
To  make  our  names  contemptible  as  thine? 
Old  yick,  a  novel  !'  oh!  't  is  migiity  well— 
A  fool  has  courage  when  he  laughs  at  liell;^ 

Frolic  and  Fun,'  the  '  Humours  of  Tim  Grin; 
Why,  John,  thou  grow'st  facetious  in  thy  sin; 
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And  what? — 'the  Archdeacon's  Charrje  !' — 'tis  mu(htj 

well— 
If  Satan  pnLlish'd,  tliou  wonld'st  doubtless  sell; 
Jests,  novels,  dances,  and  this  precious  stuff 
To  crown  thy  lolly — we  have  seen  enough; 
Wc  find  tiiue  fitted  for  each  evil  work : 
Do  iiritit  the  Koran,  and  become  a  Turk. 

'•  .l<jlin,  tiiou  art  lost;  success  and  worMly  pride 
O'er  all  thy  tiioughts  and  puqwses  preside. 
Hjve  bound  thee  tivst,  and  drawn  thee  far  aside; 
I'e-.  turn;  these  sin-traps  from  thy  shop  exftel, 
Rtipent  and  pray,  and  all  may  yet  be  well. 

"  And  here  thy  wife,  thy  Dorothy,  behold. 
How  fashion's  wanton  robes  her  form  infold! 
Can  {(race,  can  go-Klness  with  such  trapphi^'s  dwellf 
John,  thou  li:ust  made  thy  wife  a  Jezeliel : 
Seel  on  her  bosom  rests  tin-  sij^n  of  sin, 
The  glaring  proof  of  naughty  thoughts  within; 
What  I  'tis  a  cross;  come  hithi^' — as  a  frien<l, 
Thn.s  from  thy  neck  the  shameful  b.id:;e  I  rend." 

'•  llend,  if  you  dare"  said  Diirhton:  "you  shall  find 
A.  man  of  8])irit,  thouu'ii  to  fwace  inclined; 
C'lU  me  ungratel'iil  1  have  I  not  my  p:iy 
At  all  times  reiuly  for  the  expected  d;iy? — 
To  sliare  my  plenteous  board  you  dei^'n  to  come. 
Myself  your  pupil,  and  my  house  your  home; 
And  shall  the  jTersons  who  my  meat  enjoy 
Talk  of  my  fmits,  and  treat  me  as  a  boy? 
Have  yon  not^told  how  Kome's  insulting  priest* 
Led  their  meek  laymen  like  a  herd  of  beasts; 
And  by  their  Heecing  and  their  i'orgery  made 
Their  holy  calling  an  accursi-d  trade'? 
Can  you  such  acts  and  inxjlence  condemn. 
Who  to  your  utmost  power  resemble  them? 

"  Concerns  it  you  what  books  I  set  for  sale? 
The  tale  perchance  may  be  a  virtuous  tale; 
And  for  the  rest   t  is  neither  wise  nor  just, 
In  vou,  who  re.id  not.  to  condemn  on  trust: 
'Why  should  the  Areluleacon's  Charge  your  spleen  excitaf 
He,  or  jiercliance  th"  Archbishop,  may  be  right 
"  'l'h:it  I'rom  your  meetings  1  refrain,  is  true- 
1  meet  with  nothing  pleasant — nothing  new. 
But  the  same  proofs,  that  mH  one  text  explain. 
And  the  s^ime  lights,  were  All  things  dark  remain 
I  thought  you  saints  on  earth — but  1  have 'found 
Some  sins  among  you.  and  the  best  unsound ; 
You  have  your  failings,  like  the  crowds  below, 
And  at  youi  pleasure  hot  and  cold  can  blow ; 
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^\^lcn  I  at  first  your  prave  deportment  saw, 
(I  own  my  folly),  I  was  Hll'd  witii  awe; 
You  spoke  so  warmly,  and  it  seenie<l  >o  well, 
1  should  have  thoufjht  it  treason  to  rebel; 
Is  it  a  wonder  that  a  man  like  me 
Siiould  such  perfection  in  such  teachers  see; 
Nay,  should  conceive  you  sent  from  Ueav'n  to 
The  host  of  sin,  and  sinful  souls  to  save? 
But  as  our  reason  wakes,  our  prospects  clear 
And  failings,  Haws,  and  blemishes  appear. 

"  When  you  were  mounted  in  your  rostrum  hijfh, 
We  shrank  beneath  your  tone,  your  frown,  your  eyei 
Then  you  beheld  us  abject,  fallen,  low, 
And  felt  your  glory  from  our  baseness  grow; 
Touch'd  by  your  words.  I  trembled  like  the  rest, 
And  my  own  vileness  and  your  power  confessd: 
These,  1  exclaim  d,  are  men  divine,  and  gazed 
On  him  who  tauglit,  delighted,  and  amazed; 
Glad  when  he  finish  d,  if  by  chance  he  cast 
One  look  on  such  a  sinner,  as  he  pass'd. 
"But  when  I  view'd  you  in  a  clearer  light, 

And  saw  the  frail  and  carnal  appetite; 

When,  at  his  humble  pray  r,  you  deign'dto  eat, 

Saints  as  you  are,  a  civil  sinner's  meat; 

When  as  you  sat  contented  and  at  ease, 

Nibbling  at  leisure  on  the  ducks  and  peas. 

And,  pleased  some  comforts  in  such  place  to  find. 

You  could  descend  to  be  a  little  kind; 

And  gave  us  hope,  in  heaven  there  might  be  room 

For  a  few  souls  besides  your  own  to  come; 

While  this  world's  good  engaged  your  cnrnal  view, 

And  like  a  sinner  you  enjoy 'd  it  "too; 

All  this  perceiving,  can  you  think  it  strange 

That  change  in  you  sliould  work  an  equal  change?" 
"  Wretch  that  thou  art,"  an  elder  cried,  "  and  gott 

For  everlasting." "  Go  thyself, '  said  Jolin; 

"  Depart  this  instant,  let  me  hear  no  more; 

My  house  ray  ci\stle  is,  and  tliat  my  door." 

The  huU  they  took,  and  from  the  door  withdrew, 

And  John  to  meeting  bade  a  long  ailieu; 

Attach'd  to  business,  he  in  time  lx;came 

A  wealthy  man  of  no  inferior  name. 

It  seem'd,  alas!  in  John's  deluded  sight. 

That  all  was  ^vrong  because  not  all  "was  right, 

And  when  ho-  found  his  teachers  had  their  stain* 

Resentment  and  not  reason  broke  his  cliain»: 

Thus  on  his  feelings  he  again  relied, 

And  aerer  look'd  to  reasou  for  his  guida: 
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Could  he  liave  wisely  viewVl  the  frailty  shown, 
And  i-'glitly  weigii  d  their  wanderings  and  his  owa. 
He  ini'^ht  have  known  that  men  may  be  sincere. 
Thon;;h  gay.  and  feasting;;  on  tlie  savouiy  ciieur; 
That  tloctriiies  sonml  and  sober  they  nia^'  tench. 
Who  love  to  eat  with  all  the  glee  they  preach; 
Nay!  who  iielieve  the  <luck,  the  grape,  the  pine, 
Were  not  intended  for  the  dog  and  suinc: 
But  Digiitoh's  hasty  mind  on  every  theme 
Kan  from  the  truth,  and  rested  in  th'  extreme: 
Flaws  in  his  friends  he  found,  and  then  withdrew 
(Vain  of  his  knowledge)  from  their  virtues  too. 
Best  of  his  books  he  loved  the  liberal  kind, 
That,  if  they  improve  not,  still  eidarge  the  mind; 
And  found  himself,  with  such  advisers,  free 
From  a  tix"d  creed,  as  mind  enlarged  could  be, 
IILs  humble  wife  at  these  opinions  siijb'd 
But  her  he  never  heeded  till  she  died; 
He  then  assented  to  a  last  re(piest. 
And  by  the  meeting-window  let  her  rest; 
And  on  her  stone  the  sacred  text  was  seen 
'Which  had  her  comfort  in  departing  been. 

Dighton  with  joy  beheld  his  trade  .ailvance, 
Yet  seldom  publish  d,  loth  to  trust  to  chance: 
Then  wed  a  doctor  s  sister — poor  indeed. 
But  skiird  in  works  her  husband  could  not  read; 
Who,  if  he  wish"d  new  ways  of  wealth  to  seek. 
Could  make  her  half-crown  pamphlet  in  a  wiek: 
This  he  rejected,  though  witliout  disdain, 
Aiid  chose  the  old  and  certain  way  to  gain. 

Thus  he  proceeded:  tiade  incroa.sed  the  while, 
And  fortiuie  woo'd  him  with  jierpetual  smile: 
On  early  scenes  he  sometimes  cast  a  thouglit, 
When  on  his  heart  the  miglity  change  w.as  wrought; 
And  all  the  ease  and  comlbrt  Cons-erts  liud 
Was  magnitied  in  his  rellecting  mind: 
Then  on  the  teachers  priestly  pride  he  dwelt, 
That  caused  his  freedom,  but  with  this  he  lelt 
The  danger  of  the  free — for  since  that  day 
No  guide  had  shown,  no  brethren  joind  his  way, 
Forsaking  one,  he  found  no  second  creed, 
But  reading  doubted,  doubting  what  to  read. 

Still,  though  rei)roof  h:id  brought  some  piesent 
The  gain  he  made  was  fair  and  honest  gain; 
He  laiil  his  wares  indeed  in  {lublic  view. 
But  that  all  traders  claim  a  :-IgI.t  to  do: 
By  means  like  these,  he  saw  his  wealth  increase^ 
And  .*dlt  Ills  cousequence,  and  dwelt  in  peaoa. 
8i 
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Our  Hero's  ago  was  threescore  years  and  Eve, 
When  he  exclaiin'd,  "  Wliy  longer  should  I  itrivef 
Why  more  amass,  who  never  nnist  behold 
A  young  John  Dighton  to  make  glad  the  old?" 
(The  sons  he  had,  to  early  graves  were  gone, 
And  girls  were  burdens  to  the  mind  of  .John.) 
*'  Hiid  I  a  boy,  he  would  our  name  sustiiin, 
Thai  now  to  nothing  must  return  again; 
But  what  are  all  my  profits,  credit,  trade, 
And  parish-honours? — folly  and  ijanuJe." 

Th:;s  Dighton  thought,  and  in  his  liK)ks  appear 'd 
Sadness,  increased  by  much  he  saw  and  heard : 
The  Brethren  often  at  the  shop  would  stay, 
And  make  their  comments  ere  they  walk  d  away: 
The^-  mark'd  the  window,  filTd  in  every  pane 
With  lawless  prints  of  re|>utations  ^lain: 
Distorted  forms  of  men  with  honours  gruced, 
And  our  chief  rulers  in  <lerision  jihiced: 
Amazed  they  stood,  remembering  well  the  days. 
When  to  be  humble  was  their  brother  s  praise; 
When  at  the  dwelling  of  their  friend  they  stopp'd 
To  drop  a  word,  or  to  receive  it  dropp  d; 
Where  they  beheld  the  prints  of  men  renown'd. 
And  far-famed  presvcliers  pasted  all  around; 
Such  mouths!  eyes!  hair!  so  prim!  so  fierce!  so  sleek. 
They  look  d  as  speaking  what  is  woe  to  s[)eak); 
On  these  the  passing  brethren  lov  d  to  dwell — 
How  long  they  spake!  how  strongly!  warmly!  welll 
What  power  had  each  to  dive  in  mysteries  deep, 
To  warm  the  cold,  to  make  the  harden 'd  weep; 
To  lure,  to  fright,  to  soothe,  to  awe  the  soul. 
And  list  ning  flocks  to  lead  and  to  control ! 

But  now  discoursing,  as  they  linger'd  near. 
They  tempted  John  (whom  they  accused)  to  hear 
Theii-  weighty  charge — "  And  can  ti)e  lost-one  feel 
As  in  the  time  of  duty,  love,  and  zeal; 
When  all  were  summon'd  at  the  rising  sun. 
And  he  was  ready  with  his  friends  to  nin; 
When  he.  partaking  with  a  chosen  few. 
Felt  the  great  change,  sensation  rich  and  new? 
No!  all  is  lost,  iier  favour  Fortune  shower'd 
Upon  the  man,  and  l.j  is  overpowcrd; 
The  world  has  won  him  witii  its  tempting  stora 
Of  needless  wealth,  and  that  has  made  liiiu  pooTi 
Success  undoes  him:  he  has  risen  to  fa.l, 
Has  g.iin"d  a  fortune,  and  h.as  lost  iiis  all; 
iione  back  from  Sion,  he  will  tin<l  his  age 
Lo/h  to  commeace  a  second  pilgriniai^o; 
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Hi!  has  retrpated  from  the  chosen  track; 

And  now  must  ever  hear  the  burden  on  his  back. 

Hurt  by  such  censure,  John  bc;*an  to  find 
Fresh  revohitions  working  in  iiis  mind; 
He  souj^iit  tor  comfort  in  iiis  books,  but  read 
Witliout  a  phin  or  method  in  his  head; 
What  once  amused,  now  rather  made  him  sad; 
What  sliould  inform,  increased  the  doubts  he  hai; 
Shame  would  not  let  him  seek  at  Church  a  guide, 
And  from  his  Meeting  he  was  held  by  pride, 
His  wife  derided  fears  she  never  felt, 
And  passing  brethren  daily  censures  dealt; 
Hope  for  a  son  was  now  for  ever  past, 
ile  was  the  first  John  Dighton  and  the  last; 
His  stomach  fail  d,  his  case  tlie  doctor  knew, 
But  said,  "  he  still  might  hold  a  year  or  two:" 
"  No  more!"  he  said,  "  but  why  should  I  complaJa 
A  life  of  doubt  must  be  a  life  of  pain: 
Could  I  be  sure — but  why  should  I  despair? 
I'm  sure  my  conduct  has  been  just  and  fair; 
In  youth,  indeed,  I  had  a  wicked  will, 
15ut  I  repented,  and  have  sorrow  still: 
I  had  my  comforts,  and  a  growing  tnule 
Gave  greater  pleasure  than  a  fortune  made; 
And  as  I  more  possess'd  and  reason  d  more, 
I  lost  those  comforts  I  enjoy  d  before. 
When  reverend  guides  I  saw  my  table  round, 
And  in  my  guardian  guest  my  safety  found: 
Now  sick  and  sad.  no  ai)petite,  no  ease, 
Nor  pleasures  have  I,  nor  a  wish  to  please; 
Nor  views,  nor  hopes,  nor  plans,  nor  t;vste  have  I, 
Yet  sick  of  life,  have  no  desire  to  die." 

He  said  and  died:  his  trade,  his  name  is  gone, 
And  al'  that  once  gave  consequence  to  John. 

Unhappy  Dighton!  had  he  found  a  friend. 
When  conscience  told  him  it  was  time  to  mead; 
A  friend  discreet,  considerate,  kind,  sincere. 
Who  would  have  shown  the  grounds  of  hope  and  few 
And  proved  that  spirits,  whether  high  or  low, 
No  certain  tokens  of  man"s  safety  show; 
Had  reason  ruled  him  in  her  proper  place. 
And  Virtue  led  him  while  he  lean'd  on  grace; 
Had  he  while  zealous  been  discreet  and  pure. 
His  knowledge  humble,  and  his  hope  secure; — 
These  guides  had  placed  him  on  the  solid  rock, 
Where  Faith  had  rested,  nor  received  a  shock; 
But  his,  alas!  was  placed  upon  the  sand, 
VS^ere  long  it  stood  uot,  and  where  Doue  can  Btand. 
8  3 
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TALE  XX. 

THE    BROTHERS. 


A  brother  noble, 

WTjose  nature  is  «•>  fur  from  doing  harms, 

That  he  suspects  none  ;  on  whose  t'oulish  honesty 

My  practice  may  ride  easy. — Lear. 


He  lets  me  feed  with  hinds, 

Bears  me  the  place  ol'  brother. — At  i'ou  Like  it. 


'T  was  I,  but  't  is  not  I:  I  do  not  shame 

To  tell  you  what  I  was,  being  what  I  am. — Aj  You  Lik»  H 


'ti\  \i(  old  Geor/je  Fletcher,  on  the  British  coast, 

Dwtrlt  not  a  seaman  who  had  more  to  bo:\st: 

Kind,  jimple,  and  sincere — lie  seldom  spoke, 

But  so.netiines  sang  and  chorus'd — "  Heai'ts  of  oakl" 

In  d:inj,ers  steady,  with  his  lot  content, 

His  da^.*  in  labour  and  in  love  were  spent. 

He  letl  -x  Son  so  like  him,  that  the  old 
With  jov  •>xclaim'd,  "  'Tis  Fletcher  we  behold;" 
But  to  hif  Brother  when  the  kinsmen  came, 
And  view'l  his  form,  thej'  grudged  the  father's  name 

George  was  a  bold,  intrepid,  careless  lad, 
With  just  the  failings  that  his  father  had; 
Isaac  was  weak,  attentive,  slow,  exact. 
With  jur't  the  virtues  that  his  father  lack'd. 

George  lived  at  sea:  upon  the  land  a  guest- 
He  sought  for  recreation,  not  for  rest — 
\\'hile,  far  tiidike.  his  brother's  feebler  form 
Shrank  from  the  cold,  and  shud<ler'd  at  the  storm; 
Still  with  the  Seamen's  to  connect  his  trade. 
The  boy  was  bound  where  blocks  and  ropes  were  made 

Geor<r9,  strong  and  steady,  had  a  tender  mind, 
And  wsi .  to  Isaac  pitiful  and  kind; 
A  very    ither,  till  his  art  was  gain'd. 
And  th<':i  a  friend  unwearied  he  remaiu'd; 
Je  saw  !iis  brother  was  of  spirit  low, 
du  teai^>er  ocevisli,  and  his  luotluus  slow; 
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fTot  fit  to  bustle  in  a  \v(irl<l,  or  make 
Friends  to  his  fortune  lor  ills  merit  s  sake; 
But  the  kind  sailor  could  not  t)Oiu<t  the  art 
Of  lo<.)kitig  deeply  in  the  liuui;in  heurt; 
Zlse  hud  lie  seen  tiiat  this  \ve:ik  brother  knew 
What  men  to  court — what  objects  to  pursue, 
That  lie  to  distant  gain  the  way  discem'd, 
And  none  so  crooked  but  his  genius  learn '<L 

Isaac  Wiis  {)Oor,  and  this  the  brother  felt: 
He  hired  a  Jiouse,  and  there  the  Landman  dwelt; 
Wrought  ai  his  trade,  and  liad  an  easy  home, 
For  there  would  George  with  cash  and  comforts  oonM* 
And  when  they  parted,  Isaac  look'd  around, 
Where  other  friends  and  helpers  might  be  found. 

lie  wish'd  for  some  port-])l:ice,  and  one  might  £iU, 
He  wisely  tliought,  if  he  should  try  for  all; 
He  had  a  vote — and  were  it  well  applied. 
Might  have  its  worth — and  he  had  views  beside; 
Old  Burgess  Steel  was  able  to  promote 
An  liumble  man  who  served  him  with  a  vote; 
For  Isaac  felt  not  what  some  tempers  feel, 
But  bow'd  and  bent  the  neck  to  Burgess  Steel; 
And  great  attention  to  a  Lady  gave. 
His  ancient  friend,  a  maiden  spare  and  grave: 
One  whom  the  visage  long  and  look  deumre 
Of  Isaac  pleased — lie  seem  tl  se<late  and  pure; 
And  his  soil  heart  conceivt-d  a  gentle  H:une 
For  her  who  waited  on  this  virtuous  dame: 
Not  an  outrageous  love,  a  scorcliiiig  fire. 
But  friendly  liking  suid  chastised  desire; 
And  tlius  he  waited,  patient  in  delay. 
In  present  favour  and  in  fortune's  way. 

George  then  was  coasting — war  was  yet  delaj'd, 
And  what  he  gain  d  was  to  his  brother  paid; 
Nor  ask  d  the  Seaman  what  he  saved  or  spent; 
But  took  his  gi"og,  wrought  hard,  and  was  content; 
Till  war  awaked  the  land,  and  George  began 
To  think  what  part  became  a  useful  man . 
"  Press'd,  1  must  go;  why,  then,  't  is  better  far 
At  once  to  enter  like  a  Britisli  tar. 
Than  a  brave  captain  and  the  foe  to  shim. 
As  if  1  fear'd  the  music  of  a  gun." 
"  Go  not! "  said  Isa.ac — "  You  shall  -wear  disguise." 
•  What!"  said  the  Seaman,  "clothe  myself  with  lie*!*-* 
"  Oh!  but  there  s  danger." — "  Danger  in  the  fleet? 
You  cannot  mean,  good  brother,  of  defeat; 
And  other  dangers  I  at  land  must  share — 
60  now  adieu!  and  trust  a  brother's  care." 
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Isaac  awhile  demurr'd — but,  in  his  heart, 
So  iiiiglit  he  share,  he  was  disposed  to  part: 
Tlie  better  mind  will  sometimes  feel  the  pain 
Of  iHiiiefactions — favour  in  a  chain; 
But  tliey  the  feeling  scorn,  and  what  they  wish  dl&iaini- 
\\'hile  beings  formed  in  coarser  mould  will  hate 
The  helping  hand  they  ought  to  venerate; 
No  wonder  (ieorge  should  in  this  cause  prevail 
With  one  contending  who  was  glad  to  fail: 
"  Isaac,  farewell  I  do  wipe  that  doleful  eye; 
Crying  we  came,  and  groaning  we  may  die; 
Let  us  do  something  "twixt  the  groan  and  cry: 
And  hear  me,  brother,  whether  pay  or  prize, 
One  half  to  thee  I  give  and  1  devise; 
For  thou  hast  oft  occation  for  the  aid 
Of  learn M  physicians,  and  they  will  be  paid; 
Their  wives  and  children,  men  support,  at  sea, 
And  thou,  my  lad,  art  wife  and  child  to  me: 
P'arewelll — I  go  where  hope  and  honour  call. 
Nor  does  it  follow  that  who  fights  must  fall. ' 

Isiuic  here  made  a  p<ior  attempt  to  speak. 
And  a  huge  tear  moved  slowly  down  his  cheek; 
Like  Pluto's  iron  drop,  h.ard  sign  of  grace 
It  slowly  roll'd  upon  the  rueful  face, 
Forced  by  the  striving;  will  alone  its  way  to  trace. 

Years  Hed — war  lasted — (ieorge  at  sea  remain  d. 
While  the  slow  Landman  still  his  jirofits  gaiii'd: 
A  humble  place  was  vacant — he  besought 
His  patron's  interest,  and  the  office  caught; 
For  still  the  Virgin  was  his  faithful  friend. 
And  one  so  sober  could  with  truth  commend. 
Who  of  his  own  defects  most  humbly  thought. 
And  their  advice  with  zeal  and  reverence  sought: 
Whom  thus  the  Mistress  praised,  the  Maid  approved 
And  her  he  wedded  whom  he  wisely  loved. 

No  more  he  needs  assistance — but,  alas! 
He  fears  the  money  will  for  liquor  pass; 
Or  that  the  .*^eaman  might  to  flatterers  lend, 
Or  give  support  to  some  pretended  friend: 
Still  he  must  write — he  wrote,  and  he  confess'd 
That,  till  absolved,  he  should  be  sore  distressed; 
But  one  so  friendly  would,  he  thought,  forgive 
The  hasty  deed — Heav'n  knew  how  he  should  livej 
'  But  you,"  he  added,  "  as  a  man  of  sense, 
Have  well  consider'd  danger  and  e.xpense: 
I  ran,  alas!  into  the  fatal  snare. 
And  now  for  trouble  must  my  mind  prepare; 
And,  how,  with  children,  I  shall  pick  my  waj, 
Through  a  hard  world,  is  mure  thau  I  can  mjt 
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Ther  olmiige  not,  Brotlicr,  your  more  happy  state 
Or  on  the  liazard  loii^  delibcnite." 

George  answered  gravely,  "  It  is  right  and  fit, 
In  all  our  crosses,  huinhly  to  submit: 
Your  apprehensions  are  unwise,  unjust; 
Forbear  repining,  and  expel  distrust.  " — 
He  added,  "  Marriage  was  the  joy  of  life," 
And  gave  his  eervice  to  his  brothers  wife; 
Then  vuwd  to  hear  in  all  expense  a  part, 
And  t!ms  concluded,  "  Have  a  cheerful  heart." 

Had  the  gliul  lsai\c  been  his  brother's  guide, 
In  the  same  terms  the  Seaman  had  replied; 
At  such  reproofs  the  crafty  i.andnian  sn)iled, 
And  softly  said — "  This  creature  is  a  child." 

Twice  had  the  gallant  shij)  a  capture  made — 
And  when  in  port  tiie  happy  crew  were  paid. 
Home  went  the  Sailor,  with  iiis  pockets  stored, 
Ea.se  to  enjoy,  and  pleasure  to  afford ; 
His  time  w:us  short,  joy  shone  in  every  face, 
Isaac  half  fainted  in  the  fond  embrace: 
The  wife  resolved  her  honourd  guest  to  please 
The  children  clung  upon  their  uncle's  knees: 
The  grog  went  round,  the  neighbours  drank  hu  li««al^ 
And  George  e.\clainrd — "  Ah  I  what  to  this  is  ».eaUbP 
Better,"  said  he,  "  to  bear  a  loving  heart. 
Than  roll  in  riches but  we  now  must  parti" 

All  yet  is  still — but  hark!  the  winds  o'ersMr,(;r 
The  rising  waves,  and  howl  upon  the  deep; 
Ships  late  becalm'd  on  mountain-billows  ride — 
So  life  is  threatend.  and  so  m:ui  is  tried. 

Ill  were  the  tiilings  that  arrived  from  sea. 
The  worthy  George  must  now  a  cripple  be: 
His  leg  was  lopi)'d :  and  though  his  h«irt  was  soao^ 
Though  his  brave  captain  was  with  glory  crowu'd- 
Yet  much  it  vex'd  him  to  repose  on  shore. 
An  idle  log,  and  be  of  use  no  more: 
True,  he  was  sure  that  Isa;ic  would  receive 
All  of  his  Brother  that  the  toe  might  leave; 
To  «-hora  the  Seaman  his  design  had  sent. 
Ere  from  the  port  the  wounded  hero  went: 
His  wealth  and  expectations  told,  he  "  knew 
Wherin  they  fail'd,  what  Isjvac's  love  would  do; 
That  he  the  gi'og  and  cabin  would  supply 
Where  George  at  anchor  during  life  would  lie." 

The  Landman  read — and,  reading,  grew  distresi'Or- 
"Could  he  resolve  t'  admit  so  poor  a  guest? 
Better  at  Greenwich  might  the  Sailor  stay. 
Unless  his  purse  could  for  his  comforts  pay" 
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So  Isaac  judj^d,  and  to  his  wife  appeal'd. 
But  yet  aci<nowledj;eil  it  was  best  to  yield: 
"  Perhaps  his  fKJiision,  with  what  sums  remain 
Due  or  uns(juanfi('r'd,  may  the  man  maintain; 
Refuse  we  must  not." — With  a  Iiea\'y  sij^h 
The  lady  heard,  and  made  her  kind  reply : — 
"  Nor  would  I  wish  it,  Isa:ic,  were  we  sure 
How  lonj;  this  crazy  building  will  endure; 
Like  an  old  house,  that  every  day  appears 
About  to  fall — he  may  be  propp'd  for  years; 
For  a  few  months,  indeed,  we  might  comply, 
But  these  old  batter  d  fellows  never  die." 

The  hand  of  Isaac,  George  on  entering  took. 
With  love  and  resignation  in  his  look; 
Declared  his  comfort  in  the  fortune  past, 
And  joy  to  find  his  anchor  safely  cast; 
"  Call  then  my  nephews,  let  the  grog  be  brought, 
And  I  will  tell  them  ho\V  the  ship  was  fought." 

Ahvsl  our  sim])le  Seaman  should  iiave  known, 
That  all  the  care,  the  kindness,  he  had  shown. 
Were  from  his  Brother's  heart,  if  not  his  memory  flown 
All  swept  away  to  be  perceived  no  more, 
Like  idle  structures  on  the  sandy  shore; 
The  chance  amusement  of  the  playful  boy, 
That  the  rude  billows  in  their  rage  destroj'. 

Poor  George  confess'd,  though  loth  the  truth  to  find, 
Slight  was  his  knowledge  of  a  Brother's  mind: 
The  vulgar  pipe  was  to  the  wife  ofi'ence, 
The  frequent  giog  to  Isaac  an  expense; 
Would  friends  like  hers,  she  question 'd,  "choose  to  comtt 
Where  clouds  of  poison'd  fume  defiled  a  room? 
This  could  their  Lady-friend,  and  Burgess  Steel, 
'Teased  with  his  worship  s  asthma)  bear  to  feel? 
Could  they  associate  or  converse  with  him— 
A  loud  rough  sailor  with  a  timber  limb?" 

Cold  as  he  grew,  still  Isaac  strove  to  show. 
By  well-fei^nd  care,  that  cold  he  could  not  grow. 
And  when  he  saw  his  brother  look  distress'd, 
He  strove  some  petty  comforts  to  suggest; 
On  his  wife  solely  thoir  neglect  to  laj', 
And  then  t'  e.xcuse  it,  as  a  woman's  way; 
He  too  was  chidden  when  her  rules  he  broke, 
And  then  she  sicken'd  at  the  scent  of  smoke. 

George,  though  in  doubt,  was  still  consoled  to  find 
His  Brother  wishing  to  be  reckon 'd  kind: 
That  Isaac  seem  d  coiicern'd  by  his  distress, 
Gave  to  his  iniurcd  feeling's  some  redress; 
But  none  he  (ound  disposed  to  lend  an  ear; 
To  sloiies,  all  were  ouce  intent  to  hear: 
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Except  bis  nephew,  seated  on  his  knee, 
He  found  no  crtiiture  cared  about  the  sea; 
But  (.ieorge  indeed— for  (Juorfre  they  call  d  the  boy 
When  his  good  uncle  was  tlieir  Ixvist  and  joy- 
Would  listen  long,  and  would  contend  with  sleep 
To  hear  the  woes  and  wonders  of  the  deep: 
Till  the  fond  mother  cried—"  That  man  will  teach 
The  foolish  boy  his  loud  and  boisterous  speech." 
Sojuiged  the  "father— and  the  hoy  was  taught 
To  •  hull  the  uncle,  whom  )iis  love  had  sought 

'1  hj  miusk  of  kindness  now  but  seldom  worn, 
George  felt  each  evil  harder  to  be  borne; 
And  crietl  (vexation  growing  day  by  day), 
"  All!  brother  Isa;ic!— What!   I  ra  in  the  way!" 
"  No!  on  my  credit,  look  ye.  No!  but  I 
Am  fond  ofpeace,  and  my  repose  would  buy 
On  any  terms — in  short,  we  must  comply: 
My  spouse  had  money — she  must  have  her  will — 
All!    Brother — marriage  is  a  bitter  pill." — ^ 

George  tried  the  lady — "  Sister  I  offend." 
"  Me?'    she  replied—''  Oh  no!— you  may  depena 
On  my  legard— but  watch  your  Brother's  way, 
Whouj  I,  like  vou,  must  study  and  obey." 

"  Ah!"  thought  the  Seaman,  "  what  a  head  was  taoA 
That  easy  birth  at  Greenwich  to  resign! 

Ill  to  the  parish  " but  a  little  pride, 

And  some  affection,  put  the  thought  aside. 

Now  gross  neglect  and  open  scorn  he  bore 
In  silent  sorrow — but  he  felt  the  more: 
The  odious  pipe  he  to  the  kitchen  took. 
Or  strove  to  profit  by  some  pious  book. 

When  the  mind  stoops  to  this  degraded  state, 
New  griefs  will  darken  the  dependent's  fate; 
■'  Brother!"  s;\i<l  Isaac.  "  you  will  sure  excuse 
The  little  freedom  I'm  compell'd  to  use: 
My  wife's  relations — (curse  the  haughty  crew) — 
Affect  such  niceness,  and  such  dread  of  you: 
You  speak  so  loud — and  they  h«ve  nature  ^ft^ 
'  Brother 1  wish do  go  upon  the  loft!" 

Poor  George  obey'd,  and  to  the  garret  Hed, 
Where  not  a  being  "saw  the  tears  he  shed: 
But  more  w^as  yet  required,  for  guests  were  com^ 
Who  coulU  not" dine  if  he  disgraced  the  room. 
It  shock 'd  his  spirit  to  be  estcem'd  unfit 
W  ith  an  own  brother  and  liis  wife  to  sit; 
Hf.  grew  rebellious— at  the  vestry  spoke 

For  weekly  aid they  heard  it  as  a  joke: 

"  So  kind  "a  brother,  and  so  wealthy you 

A.pp".y  to  us?  No!  this  will  never  do; 
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Gond  neighbour  Fletcher,''  saifl  fr'ic  ('vcrwer 
"  We  are  eiiga^jed — you  can  h;ivc  notliin^'  herel" 

(jeorf,'e  mutter'd  something  in  despairing  tone 
Then  sougiit  his  loft,  to  think  anrf  grieve  alone, 
Xi'glected,  slighu^d,  restless  on  his  hed, 
With  heart  half  broken,  and  with  scraps  ill  fed; 
Yet  wa-s  he  pleased,  that  hours  for  play  design "d 
Were  given  to  ease  his  ever-troubled  mind; 
The  child  still  listen  d  with  increasi  ig  joy, 
And  he  was  sooth'd  by  the  attentive  boy. 

At  length  he  sicken'd,  and  this  duteous  child 
Watch'd  o  er  his  sickness,  and  his  pains  beguiled; 
The  mother  ba'le  him  from  the  loft  re  rain, 
But,  though  with  caution,  yet  he  went  again; 
And  now  his  tales  the  .Sailor  feebly  told, 
His  heart  was  heavy,  and  his  limbs  wen'  cold: 
The  tender  boy  came  often  to  entreat 
His  gixtd  kind  friend  would  of  his  presents  eat; 
Purloin  d  or  purchased,  for  he  saw,  with  shane. 
The-  food  untoucli  d  that  to  his  uncle  camo; 
Who,  sick  in  body  and  in  mind,  received 
The  boy  s  indulgence,  gratified  and  grieved. 

"  Uncle  will  die!  "  said  (Jeorge — the  pitei  uo  *'h 
Exclaim'd,  "she  s.aw  no  value  in  his  life; 
lint,  sick  or  well,  to  my  commands  attend, 
And  go  no  more  to  your  complaining  friend.'' 
The  boy  was  vex'd,  he  felt  his  heart  reprove 
The  stern  decree. — What!  punish  d  for  his  love/ 
No!   he  would  go,  but  softly,  to  the  room, 
Stealing  m  silence — for  he  knew  his  doom. 
Once  in  a  week  the  father  came  to  say, 
"  George  are  you  ill?  ' — :iiid  hurried  him  awaj 
Yet  to  his  wife  would  on  their  cluties  dwell, 
And  often  cry,  "  Di)  use  my  brother  well:*' 
And  sometlltng  kind,  no  questi'Ui,  Isiuic  meant, 
Who  took  vast  credit  for  the  vague  intent. 

But  truly  kind,  the  gentle  boy  essay'd 
To  cheer  his  uncle,  firm,  although  afraid; 
But  now  the  father  caught  him  at  the  d>»r. 
And,  swearing — yes,  the  man  in  office  swore. 
And  cried,  "  Away!   How!   Brother,  I'm  surpiiM« 
That  one  so  old  can  be  so  ill  advised: 
Let  him  not  dare  to  visit  you  again, 
Your  cursed  stories  will  disturb  his  brain; 
Is  it  not  nle  to  court  a  foolish  boy, 
Your  own  absurd  narrations  to  enjoy? 
What!  sullen! — ali,  Cnsorge  Fletcher  I  you  shall  n* 
Proud  as  you  are,  vour  bread  depends  ou  mel " 
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Re  spoke,  and.  frowning,  to  his  dinner  went. 
Then  cool  d  and  felt  some  qjalms  of  discontent; 
And  thou<;lit  on  times  when  lie  compell  d  liis  son 
To  heai  these  stories,  nay,  to  beg  lor  one : 
But  the  wife's  wrath  o  crcame  the  brother's  pain. 
And  shame  was  felt,  and  conscience  rose  in  vain. 

George  yet  stole  up;  he  saw  his  Uncle  lie 
Sick  on  the  bed,  and  heard  his  heavy  high: 
So  he  resolved,  before  he  went  to  rest. 
To  comfort  one  so  dear  and  so  distress'd; 
Then  watch'd  his  time.  l)nt  with  a  child-like  art, 
Betray 'd  a  something  treasured  at  his  heart: 
I'll   observant  wilt-  remark  d,  "  the  boy  is  grown 
So  like  your  brotlier,  that  he  seems  his  own; 
So  clo.se  and  sullen  I  and  I  still  susfiect 
They  often  meet — do  watch  them  and  detect." 

(leorgc  now  remark  d  that  all  was  still  as  night, 
Anil  hasten 'd  up  with  terror  and  delight; 
"  Uncle!"  he  cried,  and  softly  tapp'd  the  door; 
"  Do  let  nie  in  " — but  he  could  add  no  more; 
The  careful  father  caught  him  in  the  fact. 
And  crieil. — "  Vou  serjjent!  is  it  thus  you  act? 
Back  to  your  mother  I    — and,  with  hasty  blow, 
He  sent  the  indignant  boy  to  giieve  below; 
Then  at  the  door  an  angry  speech  began — 
"  Is  this  your  conduct? — Is  it  thus  you  plan? 
Seduce  my  child,  and  make  my  house  a  scene 
Of  vile  dispute — What  is  that  you  n)ean? — 
George,  are  you  dumb?  do  learn  to  know  your  fiiond^ 
And  think  awhile  on  whom  ynur  bread  depends: 
What!  not  a  word?  be  thankful  1  am  cixil — 
But,  sir,  beware,  nor  longer  play  the  fool: 
Come!  brother,  come!  what  is  it  that  ymi  seek 
By  this  reliellion? — Sj)e:ik,  you  villain,  sjieak! — 
Weeping!   1  warrant — sorrow  makes  vdu  dinnb: 
I'll  ope  your  mouth,  impostor!  if  I  come: 
Let  me  aj)proacli — I'll  shake  you  from  the  bed. 
You  stubborn  dog Oh  (iod!  my  Broihei  s  de«4l— " 

Timid  was  Isaac,  and  in  all  the  pa.st 
He  felt  a  purpose  to  be  kind  at  last: 
Nor  did  he  mean  his  brother  to  depart, 
Till  he  had  shown  tl.'is  kindnes>  of  his  heart. 
But  day  by  day  he  put  the  cause  aside. 
Induced  h\  av  rice,  peevishness,  or  pritle. 

But  now  awaken'd,  from  this  fatal  time 
His  conscience  Isaac  felt,  and  fouml  his  cnma: 
He  raised  to  George  a  nioimmental  stone. 
And  there  retiied  to  sigh  anl  think  aloue; 
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An  ague  seized  liiin,  lie  <rre\v  pale  ai.d  shook 
"  So,"  said  liis  son,  "  wmild  my  poor  Uncle  look." 
"And  so.  my  child,  sliuU  I  like  iiirn  expire." 
•  No!  you  have  physic  and  a  cheerful  fire." 
"  Unhappy  sinner!  yes,  I'm  well  supplied 
With  every  comfort  my  cold  heart  denied." 
He  view"d  his  Jirother  now,  but  not  as  one 
Wlio  vex'd  his  wife,  by  fondness  for  her  son; 
Not  as  with  wooden  limb,  and  seaman's  tale, 
The  odious  pipe,  vile  grog,  or  humbler  ale: 
He  now  the  worth  and  grief  alone  can  view 
Of  one  so  mild,  so  Renerous,  and  so  true; 
"  The  frank,  kind  I3rother,  with  such  open  heart, 

And  I  to  break  it "t  wius  a  diEmon's  part!" 

So  Isaac  now,  as  led  by  conscience,  feels. 
Nor  his  unkindness  palliates  or  conceals; 
"  This  is  your  folly,"  said  liis  heartless  wife: 
"  Alas!  my  folly  cost  my  Brother's  life, 
It  sufTer'd  him  to  languish  and  decay. 
My  gentle  brother,  whom  I  could  not  pay. 
And  therefore  left  to  pine,  and  fret  his  life  away!" 

He  takes  his  Son,  and  bids  the  boy  unfold 
All  the  good  Uncle  of  his  feelings  told, 
All  he  lamented — and  the  ready  te.ar 
Falls  as  he  listens,  soothed,  and  grieves  to  lie.ar. 

"  Did  he  not  curse  me,  child?" — He  never  curwd. 
But  could  not  breathe,  and  s.aid  his  heart  would  Imrrt 
"And  so  will  mine:" — "  Then,  father,  you  must  pray 
My  uncle  said  it  took  his  pains  away." 

Repeating  thus  liis  sorrows,  Isaac  shows 
That  he,  repenting,  feels  the  debt  he  owes, 
And  from  this  source  alone  his  every  comfort  flows. 
He  takes  no  joy  in  office,  honours,  gain; 
They  make  him  humble,  nay.  they  give  him  pain; 
"  These  from  my  heart,"  he  cries,  "all  feeling  droTe; 
They  made  nie  cold  to  nature,  dead  to  love:" 
He  takes  no  joy  in  home,  but  sighing,  sees 
A  son  in  sorrow,  and  a  wife  at  e;ise; 
He  takes  no  joy  in  ofl'ce — see  him  now. 
And  Burgess  Steel  has  but  a  p.assing  bow; 
Of  one  sad  train  of  gloomy  thoughts  jiossess'd. 
He  takes  no  joy  in  friends,  in  food,  in  re.-t — 
Dark  are  the  evil  days,  and  void  of  |>eac«  the  bMt{ 
And  thus  he  lives,  if  living  be  to  .-igh, 
And  fro-n  all  comforts  of  the  world  to  fly. 
Without  a  hope  in  life — without  a  w  isb  to  ikb. 
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THE   LEARNED  BOY. 

— ; I-'ke  one  weU  studied  in  a  sad  osfent 

ffo  please  his  RToadam.—Merchanl  of  Venict. 

_"T ^®  "  *  better  scholar  than  I  thoiiBht  he  Trna 

He  has  a  good  spra;,'  memory.— if erry  Wive,  of  Windim, 

An  honest  man  was  Farmer  Jones,  and  true- 
Ho  did  by  all  as  all  by  him  should  do; 
Grave,  cautious,  careful,  fond  of  g:un  was  ho, 
Yet  famed  for  rustic  Ijospitality: 
Left  with  his  children  in  a  widow'd  state, 
The  quiet  man  submitted  to  his  fate; 
Though  prudent  matrons  waited  for  his  call. 
With  cool  forbearance  he  avoided  all: 
Though  each  profess'd  a  pure  maternal  joy, 
By  kind  attention  to  his  feeble  boy: 
And  tiiough  a  friendly  Widow  knew  no  rest. 
Whilst  neighbour  Jones  was  lonely  and  .listress'd; 
Nay,  though  the  maidens  sjjoke  in  tender  tone. 
Their  hearts'  concern  to  see  him  left  alone- 
Jones  still  persisted  in  that  cheerless  life, 
As  if  'twere  sin  to  take  a  second  wife. 

Oh!  'tis  a  precious  thing,  when  wives  are  dead, 
To  find  such  numbers  who  will  serve  instead: 
And  in  whatever  state  a  man  be  thrown, 
'Tis  that  precisely  they  would  wish  their  own; 
Left  the  departed  infants — then  their  Joy 
Is  to  sustain  each  lovely  girl  and  boy. 
Whatever  calling  his,  whatever  trade, 
To  t'-at  their  chief  attention  has  been  paid; 
His  hai)py  t;iste  in  all  things  they  ai)prove. 
His  friends  they  honour,  and  hisVood  tliey  love; 
His  wish  for  order,  prudence  in  affairs. 
And  equal  temper,  (thauk  their  stirs!)  are  theira; 
In  fact  if  .seem'd  to  be  a  tiling  decreed. 
And  (i.\'d  as  fate,  that  marriage  must  succeed; 
Yet  some,  like  Jones,  with  stubborn  hearts  and  haid, 
Can  heai-  such  claim.-!,  and  show  them  no  regard. 
t2 
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Soon  as  otir  Farmer,  like  a  ppneral,  found 
By  what  st-on^r  foc^  lie  was  encompass VI  roand.— 
Enf;a<re  he  dared  not.  and  lie  pould  not  fly, 
But  saw  )iis  hope  in  gentle  parley  lie: 
With  looks  of  kindness  tlien,  and  trembling  heart, 
He  met  the  foe.  and  art  oppo;<ed  to  art. 

Now  .sfioke  that  foe  insidious — jcntle  tones, 
And  gentle  looks,  assumed  for  Farmer  .lones: 
"  Three  girls,"  the  Widow  cried,  "  a  lively  three 
To  govern  well — indeed  it  cannot  lie" 
"  Yes,"  he  rejilji-d.  "  't  calls  for  pains  and  care; 
But  I  must  hear  it:" — "  l^ir,  you  cannot  hear; 
Your  son  is  weak,  and  asks  a  motlu'r's  eye:'' 
*'  Tliatj  my  kind  f"ieiid.  a  fathers  may  sujiply:" 
"  Such  growing  griefs  your  very  soul  will  tea^:" 
"  To  grieve  another  would  not  give  me  ease — 
I  have  a  mother" — "  She.  poor  ancient  soul  I 
Can  she  the  spirits  of  the  young  control? 
Can  she  tliy  f>eace  promote,  partake  thy  care, 
Procure  thy  comforts,  and  thy  sorrows  share? 
Age  is  itself  iinpatiept,  uncontrolTd:" 
'  But  wives  like  mothers  must  at  length  be  old." 
"  Thou  hast  shrewd  servants — they  are  evils  sore-" 
"  Yet  a  shrewr]  mistress  might  afflict  me  more.'* 
"Wilt  thou  not  he  a  weary,  wailing  man?" 
"  Alas!  and  I  must  hear  it  as  I  can." 

Resisted  thus,  the  Widow  soon  withdrew, 
That  in  his  pride  the  Hero  might  pursue; 
And  off  his  wonted  guard,  in  some  retreat. 
Find  from  a  foe  prepared  entire  ilefe^it: 
But  he  was  prudent;  for  he  knew  in  flight 
These  Parthian  warriors  turn  again  and  light: 
He  but  at  freedom,  not  at  glory  aim'd. 
And  only  .safety  by  his  caution  claim 'd. 

Thus,  when  a  great  and  powerful  state  iecTtsem, 
Upon  a  small  one,  in  its  love,  to  seize — 
Its  vows  in  kindriPss  to  protect,  defend. 
And  he  the  fond  ally,  the  faithful  friend; 
It  therefore  wills  ^tliat  hnmhlcr  state  to  place 
Its  hopes  of  .safety  in  a  fond  embrace; 
Then  must  that  humbler  suite  its  wisdom  prove^ 
By  kind  rejection  of  such  pressing  love; 
Must  dread  such  dangerous  friendship  to  conunnDiia 
And  stand  collected  in  its  own  defence: — 
Our  Farnier  thus  the  proffer  d  kindne.is  fled. 
And  shunnd  the  love  that  into  bondage  led- 

The  Widow  failing,  fresh  besiegers  came. 
To  share  the  fate  of  this  retiring  daire : 
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Kni  each  foresaw  a  Aonsand  ills  attend 
Tlie  man,  that  fled  from  so  discreet  a  friend; 
And  pray'd,  kind  soul!  that  no  event  might  maka 
The  harden'd  heart  of  Farmer  Jones  to  ache. 

But  be  still  govern 'd  with  resistless  hand. 
And  where  he  could  not  guide  he  would  command: 
With  steady  view  in  course  direct  he  steer'd, 
And  his  fair  daughters  loved  him,  though  they  fcar'd, 
Each  had  her  sc1kx)I,  and  as  his  wealth  was  known. 
Each  had  in  time  a  household  of  her  own. 

The  Ixiy  indeed  was  at  the  Grandam's  side, 
Humour'd  and  train'd,  her  trouble  and  licr  pride: 
Companions  dear,  with  sjjeech  and  spirits  mild. 
The  childish  widow  and  the  vapourish  child; 
This  nature  prompts:  minds  unifonned  and  weak 
In  such  alliance  ease  and  comfort  seek; 
Push'd  by  the  levity  of  youth  aside, 
The  cares  of  man,  his  humour,  or  his  pride, 
They  feel,  in  their  defenceless  state,  allied: 
The  child  is  ple.osed  to  meet  regard  from  age, 
The  old  are  pleased  ev'n  children  to  enirage; 
And  all  their  wisdom,  scorn  d  hv  proud  mankind, 
They  love  to  pour  into  the  ductile  mind; 
By  its  own  weakness  into  error  led. 
And  by  fond  age  with  prejudices  fed. 

The  Fatlier,  thankful  for  the  good  he  had. 
Yet  saw  with  pain  a  whinino;,  timid  lad: 
Whom  he  instructing  led  through  cultured  fields, 
To  show  what  man  f)erforms.  what  Nature  yieldf : 
But  Stephen,  listless,  wanderd  from  the  view, 
From  beasts  he  fled,  for  butterflies  he  flew, 
And  idly  gazed  about,  in  search  of  something  new. 
The  lambs  indeed  he  loved,  and  wish  d  to  play 
With  things  so  mild,  .=io  harmless,  andaso  gay; 
Best  pleased  the  weakest  of  the  flock  to  see, 
With  whom  he  felt  a  sickly  sympathy. 

Meantime  the  Dame  was  anxious,  day  and  night, 
To  guide  the  notions  of  her  babe  aright. 
And  on  the  favourite  mind  to  throw  her  glimmering  lig^ 
Her  Bible-stories  sheimpress'd  betimes. 
And  fiU'd  his  head  with  hj-mns  and  holy  rhymes. 
On  powers  unseen,  the  good  and  ill,  she  dwelt, 
And  the  poor  Boy  mysterious  terrors  felt; 
'''rom  frightful  dreams,  he  waking  sobbd  in  dread. 
TUl  the  good  lady  came  to  guard  his  bed. 

The  Father  wish'd  such  errors  to  correct. 
B  It  let  them  pass  in  duty  and  respect: 
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But  more  it  grieved  his  wortliy  mind  to  se* 
Tliat  Stephen  never  would  a  fhiTner  be; 
In  vain  he  tried  the  shiftless  Lad  to  puide, 
And  yet 'twas  time  that  something  should  be  triad  I 
He  at  the  village-school  perchance  might  gain 
All  that  such  mind  could  gather  &r»d  retain; 
Yet  the  good  Dame  affirmd  her  favourite  child 
Was  apt  and  studious,  tliough  sedate  and  mild; 
"  That  he  on  many  a  learned  point  could  speak. 
And  that  his  body,  not  liis  mind,  \v:is  weak." 

The  Fatlier  doubted — but  to  school  was  sent 
The  timid  Stephen,  wee[>ing  as  he  went: 
There  the  rude  lads  com|)eU  d  the  child  to  fight, 
And  sent  him  bleeding  to  his  hociie  at  night; 
At  this  the  <jirandam  moie  indulgent  grew, 
And  bade  her  Darling  "shun  the  beastly  crew, 
V'liom  Satan  ruled,  and  who  were  sure  to  lie, 
Howling  in  torments,  when  they  came  to  die:" 
This  was  such  comfort,  that  in  high  disdain 
He  told  tlieir  fate,  and  felt  their  blows  again: 
Yet  if  the  Boy  had  not  a  hero's  heart. 
Within  tlie  school'he  play  d  a  better  p)art; 
He  wrote  a  clean  fine  hand,  and  at  his  slate, 
With  more  success  than  many  a  hero,  sate; 
He  thought  not  much  indeed — but  wljat  depends 
On  pains  and  care,  was  at  his  fingers  ends. 

This  had  his  Father  s  praise,  who  now  espied 
A  spark  of  merit,  with  a  blaze  of  pride; 
And  though  a  farmer  he  would  never  make, 
He  might  a  pen  with  some  acivantJige  take; 
And' as  a  clerk  that  instrument  employ, 
So  well  adapted  to  a  timid  boy. 

A  London  cousin  soon  a  place  obtain'd. 
Easy  but  humble — little  could  be  giiinM: 
The  time  arrived  when  youth  and  age  must  fnt, 
Tears  in  each  eye,  and  sorrow  in  each  lieart; 
The  careful  Father  hade  his  son  attend 
To  all  his  duties  and  obey  his  Friend; 
To  keep  his  church  and  there  behave  aright, 
As  one  existing  in  his  Maker's  sight, 
Till  acts  to  habits  led,  and  duty  to  delight: 
"  Then  try,  my  boy,  as  quickly  as  you  can, 
T'  assume  the  looks  and  spirit  of  a  man; 
I  say,  be  honest,  faithful,  civil,  true. 
And  this  you  may,  and  yet  have  courage  too 
Heroic  men,  their  country  s  l>oast  and  pride, 
Have  fear  a  their  God,  and  nuthiu;^  fear  d  beaids} 
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WliFIe  others  daruif?,  yet  imbecile,  fly 
Tho  power  of  man,  and  that  of  God  defy: 
Be  manly,  then,  though  mild,  for,  sure  as  fatfl^ 
Thou  art,  my  Stephen,  too  effeminate; 
Here,  take  my  purse,  and  make  a  worthy  vao 
('Tis  fairly  stock'd)  of  what  it  will  produce: 
And  now  my  bie^sinij,  not  iis  any  charm 
Or  conjuration;  but  'twill  do  no  harm.' 

Stephen,  whose  thougiits  were  wandering  up  and  di-wn 
Now  charm 'd  with  promised  si^lits  in  i.ondon-town, 
Now  loth  to  leave  his  Grandam — lost  tlie  force, 
The  drill  anil  tenor  of  this  grave  discourse; 
But,  in  a  pencral  way,  he  uiiderstocl 
"J'wiis  >;ood  advice,  ami  meant,  "  My  son.  be  good;" 
And  .Stephen  knew  that  all  such  precepts  mean, 
That  lads  sliould  read  their  Bible,  and  be  cle:m. 
The  f^ood  old  Lady,  thou;{h  in  s'lme  tlistress, 
Beiij;  d  her  dear  Stephen  would  his  p-ief  suppresa; 
"  Nay.  dry  tliose  eyes  my  child — and.  Krst  of  all, 
Hold  fast  thy  faith,  whatever  may  l)efall; 
Hear  the  best  preacher,  and  preserve  the  text 
For  meditation,  till  you  hear  the  next: 
Within  your  Bible  night  and  morning  look — 
There  is  your  duty,  read  nt  other  book; 
Be  not  in  crowds,  m  broils,  in  riots  seen. 
And  keep  your  conscience  and  your  linen  clean* 
Be  you  a  Joseph,  uiui  the  time  may  be, 
When  kings  and  rule.s  will  be  ruled  by  thee," 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Father "  Husli,  my  son,"  ri'-plied 

The  Dame '"  The  Scriptures  must  not  be  denied." 

The  Lad.  .still  weeping,  heard  the  wheels  appraich, 
And  took  his  phice  within  the  evening  coach, 
With  heart  quite  rent  asunder:  on  one  side 
Was  love,  anil  griff,  and  fear,  for  scenes  untried; 
Wild-beasts  and  wa.\-work  fill  d  the  happier  part 
Of  Stephen's  varying  and  divided  heart; 
This  he  betray  d  by  sighs  and  questions  stran/e. 
Of  famous  shows,  the  Tow'r,  and  the  Exchange. 

Soon  at  his  desk  w:is  placed  the  curious  Boy 
Demure  and  silent  at  his  new  employ: 
Yet  as  he  could,  he  much  attention  paid 
To  all  around  him.  cautious  and  afraid; 
On  older  Clerks  his  eixger  eyes  were  fix  d, 
But  Stephen  never  in  their  council  mix'd; 
Much  their  'jontempt  he  fear'd.  for  if  like  theiil« 
He  felt  assured  he  should  h!:iiself  contemn; 
"  Oh!  they  were  all  so  eloquent,  so  tree, 
Kol  lie  was  nothing—  nothing  ould  ha  be: 
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They  dress  so  smartly,  and  so  boldly  look, 

And  talk  as  if  they  read  it  from  a  book; 

But  I,"  said  Steplien,  ''  will  forbear  to  speak, 

And  they  will  think  me  prudent  and  not  weak 

Tliey  talk,  the  instnnt  they  have  dropp  d  the  p«l^ 

Of  singing- women  ana  of  acting  men ; 

Of  plays  and  places  where  at  night  they  walk 

Beneath  the  lamps  and  witli  the  ladies  talk; 

While  other  ladies  for  their  pleasure  sing. 

Oh!  'tis  a  fjlorious  and  a  happy  thing: 

1  hey  would  despise  me,  did  they  understand 

I  dai-e  not  look  upon  a  scene  so  gi-and ; 

Or  see  the  plays  when  critics  rise  and  roar, 

And  iiiss  and  groan,  and  cry — Kncore!  encore!—- 

There's  one  among  them  looks  a  little  kind; 

If  more  encouraged,  I  would  ope  my  mind." 

Alas!  poor  Stephen,  happier  had  he  kept 
His  purpose  secret,  while  his  envy  slept; 
Virtue,  periiaps,  had  conqner'd,  or  his  shame 
At  least  preserved  him  simple  as  he  came. 
A  \'ear  elapsed  before  this  Clerk  began 
To  treat  the  rustic  something  like  a  man ; 
He  then  in  trifling  points  the  youth  advised, 
Talk'd  of  his  coat,  and  had  it  modernised- 
Or  with  the  lad  a  Sunday-walk  would  take, 
An<l  kindly  strive  his  passions  to  awake; 
Meanwhile  e.^iihuniiig  all  they  heard  and  saw, 
Till  Stephen  st(Kjd  in  wonderment  and  awe: 
To  a  neat  garden  near  the  town  they  stray 'd, 
Where  the  Lad  felt  delighted  and  afraid; 
There  all  he  saw  was  snrart,  and  fine,  and  fair- 
He  could  but  marvel  how  he  ventured  there: 
Soon  he  observed,  with  teiTor  and  alarm. 
His  friend  enlock'd  within  a  lady's  awn. 
And  freely  talking — "  I'ut  it  is,'"  said  he, 
"  A  near  relation,  and  that  makes  him  free;" 
And  much  amazed  wx'*  Stephen,  when  he  knew 
This  w:vs  the  first  and  only  interview: 
Nay,  had  that  lovely  arm  by  him  been  seized. 
The  lovely  owner  had  been  higldy  pleased.- 
"  Ala-s!*   he  sisih'd,  "  I  never  can  contrive. 
At  such  bold,  blessed  freedoms  to  arrive; 
Never  shUI  I  such  hapj)y  courage  boast, 
I  dare  as  soon  encounter  with  a  ghost.  ' 

Now  to  a  play  the  friendly  couple  went. 
But  the  Boy  murmur'd  at  the  money  spent; 
'  He  loved.  '  he  said.  "  to  buy.  but  not  to  npomi  ■ 
Th«y  on'y  talk  iwhilo.  and  there's  an  end.* 
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"Come,  you  sLaII  purclmsc-  bo-jks, '  the  Friend  replied; 
■You  !irc  i)f\vil>lertl.  and  you  want  a  guide; 
To  me  rt-liM-  tlie  choice,  uiid  you  sliull  find 
The  li^^lit  hie:ik  in  u|.on  your  .stii^iuuit  mind!'* 

The"cooler  Clerks  .xcfaimd,  "  In  vain  your  art 
To  improve  a  cub  without  si  huad  or  lieart; 
P.jstics  thoufih  coarse,  and  savn-c-  tliough  wild, 
Our  cares  may  render  liberal  and  mild; 
But  -vhat,  my  friend,  can  How  from  nil  these  pains? 
There  is  no  dealing  with  u  lack  of  brains." — 

"  True  I  am  hopeless  to  behold  hira  man, 
But  let  me  make  the  booby  what  I  can. 
Though  the  rude  stone  no  polish  will  display, 
Yet  you  may  strip  the  rugged  coat  away." 

Stephen  beheld  his  books—"  I  love  to  know 
How  money  goes— now  here  is  that  to  slio.w: 
And  now,""  he  cried,  "  I  shall  be  [ileiuscd  to  get 
Bevond  the  Bible— there  I  puzzle  yet." 

Hesiwkeabashd— "  Nay!  nay!"  the  friend  replied, 
"  You  need  not  lay  the  good  ohl  l)ook  aside: 
Antique  and  curious,  1  myself  indeed 
Read  it  at  times,  but  as  a  man  should  read; 
A  fine  old  work  it  is,  and  1  protest 
I  hate  to  hear  it  treated  as  a. jest; 
The  book  has  wisdom  in  it,  if  you  look 
Wisely  uimn  it,  as  another  book; 
For  superstition  (iis  our  priests  of  siu 
Are  pleased  to  tell  us)  makes  us  blind  within; 
Of  this  hereafter — we  will  now  select 
Some  works  to  please  you,  others  to  direct: 
Tales  and  romances  shall  your  fancy  feed, 
And  rea-oners  form  your  morals  and  your  creed." 

The  books  were  v'iew'd,  the  price  was  fairly  paid. 
And  Stephen  read  undaunted,  undismay'd: 
But  not  till  first  he  pai>erd  all  the  row, 
And  )>laced  in  order  to  enjoy  the  show; 
Next  letterd  all  the  backs  with  care  and  speed, 
Set  them  in  ranks,  and  then  began  to  read. 

The  love  of  order, — I  the  •.Iiing  receive 
From  reverend  men.  and  I  in  part  believe, — 
Shows  a  clear  mind  and  clean,  and  who  so  need* 
This  love,  but  seldom  in  the  world  succeeds; 
And  yet  with  this  some  other  love  must  be, 
Ere  1  can  fully  to  the  fact  agree:  * 

Valour  and  study  may  by  order  giiiu. 
By  order  sovereigns  hold  more  steady  reign; 
Ihrough  all  the  tribes  of  nature  order  run% 
^d  rules  ai  auiid  in  systems  nnd  in  suns 
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Still  has  the  love  of  order  found  a  place, 

With  all  that's  low,  depradinjr,  nii-an,  and  base, 

With  all  that  merits  scorn,  and  all  that  meets  disf  rbM| 

In  the  cold  miser,  of  all  change  afraid, 

In  pompous  men  in  public  seats  obey  d; 

In  humble  placemen,  heralds,  solemn  drones, 

Fanciers  of  flowers,  and  lads  like  Stephen  Jones; 

Order  to  these  is  armour  and  defence, 

And  love  of  method  serves  in  lack  of  sense. 

For  -Tistic  youth  could  I  a  list  produce 
Of  Stephen's  books,  how  great  might  be  the  use; 
Bnt  evil  fate  was  theirs — survey 'd,  enjoy 'd 
Some  hapi)y  months,  and  then  by  force  destroy'd: 
So  will'd  the  Fates — hut  tiiese  with  patience  read, 
Had  vast  elTect  on  Ste])hen"s  heart  and  head. 

This  soon  appear'd — within  a  single  week 
He  oped  his  lips,  and  made  attempt  to  s])cak; 
He  faild  indeed — hut  still  his  Friend  confess 'd 
The  best  have  fail'd,  and  he  had  done  his  best: 
The  first  of  swimmers,  when  at  Krst  he  swims, 
Has  little  use  or  freedom  in  his  limbs; 
Nay,  when  at  length  he  strikes  with  manly  force, 
The  cramp  may  seize  him,  and  impede  his  course. 

Encouraged  thus,  our  Clerk  again  essay 'd 
The  daring  .act,  though  daunted  and  afraid; 
Succeeding  now,  though  partial  his  success, 
And  pertni'ss  mark'd  his  manner  and  adilress, 
Yet  such  improvement  issued  from  his  booka^ 
That  ail  discern'd  it  in  his  speech  and  looks: 
He  ventured  then  on  every  theme  to  speak. 
And  felt  no  feverish  tingling  in  his  cheek; 
His  friend  approving,  hail'd  the  happy  change. 
The  Clerks  exclaim'd — "  'Tis  famous,  and  'tis  strange* 

Two  years  h.id  pass'd;  the  Youth  attended  still, 
(Thougn  thus  accomplish'<l)  with  a  ready  quill; 
He  sat  th'  allotted  hours,  though  hard  the  case, 
While  timid  prudence  ruled  in  virtue's  place: 
By  promise  bound,  the  Son  his  letters  peuji  d 
To  his  good  parent,  at  the  quarter's  end. 
At  first  he  sent  those  lines,  the  state  to  tell 
Of  his  own  health,  and  hoped  his  friends  were  weU 
He  kept  their  virtuous  prcccjjts  in  his  mind. 
And  needed  nothing — then  his  name  was  sign'd: 
But  r.ow  he  wrote  of  Sunday-walks  and  views. 
Of  actors'  names,  choice  novels,  and  strange  Dew% 
How  coats  were  cut,  and  of  his  urgent  need 
For  fresh  supply,  which  he  desired  with  speed. 
The  Father  doubted,  when  these  letters  came, 
To  what  tliey  tended,  yet  was  loath  to  blanwi 
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■  SlisplicM  wn-  <mce  J»y  ilKU'otui  ton,  ai;d  now 
My  most  iibi-ili.nt — this  can  I  allow? 
L'aii  I  willi  pleasure  <ir  with  jcitieiice  ."^« 
A  boy  at  once  so  heartless,  and  s<i  free?" 

But  soon  the  kiiismiii  heavy  tidings  told, 
That  Icve  and  prudence  could  no  more  withholdi 
"  Stephen,  though  steady  at  his  desk,  was  grown 
A  rake  and  coxcomb — this  lie  prieved  to  own; 
His  oousin  left  his  chureli,  and  spent  the  day 
Lounjriug  ahout  in  quite  a  heritluMi  way; 
Souietini33  ho  swore,  hut  had  indeed  tlie  };rac« 
T;  B^Dw  tbe  sh:\nie  imiirinted  on  his  lace: 
I  searck'd  his  room,  and  in  his  absence  read 
Books  that  I  knew  would  turn  a  stron;;er  head; 
The  works  of  atheists  half  the  nunil>er  made. 
The  rest  were  lives  of  harlots  leaving  trade; 
Which  neither  man  nor  boy  would  deign  to  read. 
If  from  the  scandal  and  pollution  freed: 
I  sometimes  threaten'd,  and  would  fairly  state 
My  sense  of  things  so  vile  and  profligate; 
Bi:t  I  in  a  eit,  such  works  arc  lost  on  me — 
They're  knowledge,  and  (good  i^ord!)  philosophy* 

"  Oh,  send  him  down,"  the  Father  soon  repliod; 
'  Let  me  behold  liinj,  and  my  skill  be  tried: 
If  care  and  kindness  lose  their  wonted  use, 
Some  rougher  medicine  will  tlie  end  produce." 

Stephen  with  grief  and  anger  heard  his  doom — 
"  Go  to  the  farmer?  to  the  rustic's  home? 
Curse  the  ba>e  threat'ning — "  "  Nay,  child,  never  curse 
Corrupted  long  3'our  case  is  growing  worse." — 
"I!"  quoth  the  youth.  "  I  challenge  all  mankind 
To  find  a  fault:  what  fault  have  you  to  find? 
Improve  I  not  in  manner,  speech,  and  grace? 
Inquire — my  friends  will  tell  it  to  your  face; 
Have  I  l»een  taught  to  guard  his  kine  and  sheep? 
A  man  like  me  has  other  things  to  keep; 
This  \e.t  him  know." — "  It  would  his  wTath  e.^cite: 
Bu'  conn:,  prejtare,  you  must  away  to  night." 
"  What!  leave  my  studies,  my  improvements  leave, 
My  faithful  friends  and  intimates  to  grieve!" — 
"  Ga  to  your  father,  Stephen,  let  bim  see 
All  these  improvements:  they  are  lost  on  mo." 

The  youth,  though  loth,  obey'd,  and  soon  he  saw 
The  Farmer-fiither,  with  some  signs  of  awe; 
Who  kind,  yet  silent,  waited  to  behold 
How  one  would  act,  so  daring,  yet  so  cold : 
A.nd  soon  he  found,  between  the  friendly  pair 
fba.  sticrets  pass'd  which  he  w&6  uoc  to  sliare; 
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But  l:e  nr*jlve'l  tliosc-  -cn:it.ts  to  obtiiin, 
And  i{U)isli  ruliullioii  in  his  lawful  reign. 

Stephen,  thoiigli  v:ii».  was  with  his  father  mnM 
He  fear'd  a  crisis,  aiui  he  i.liiinu'd  dispute; 
And  yet  he  i'jng'd  with  y»uthfnl  prMe  to  show 
He  l<iiew  sncii  thin.Ljs  as  fanners  could  not  know; 
These  to  the  Grandain  1>€  with  freedom  spoke, 
Saw  her  ainaxemeiit,  and  enjoyed  the  joke: 
But  on  the  father  when  he  c-a-st  his  eye, 
Something  he  found  th.-it  made  his  valoar  shy, 
And  thus  there  seein'd  tf)  be  a  hollow  truce, 
Still  threatening  something  dismal  to  produce. 

Ere  tl)is  the  father  at  his  leisure  read 
The  sou's  choice  vohnues,  and  his  wiMvJer  fled. 
He  saw  how  wrought  the  works  of  i-itiier  kiod 
On  so  presuming,  yet  so  wr.ik  a  mind: 
These  in  a  chosen  hour  lie  inide  his  prey, 
Condemn'd.  an  1  bore  with  vcu^'crul  tljougbts  away 
Then  in  a  close  recess  live  couple  near. 
He  sat  unseen  to  see,  unheard  to  iie:»r 

There  so<>ji  a  trial  for  his  patience  came: 
Beneath  were  plsKicd  the  Youth  :tnd  ancient  I>.iuie, 
Each  on  a  puri)osc  tix'd — but  neither  tho4i;;hl 
How  lujar  a  fi>e,  with  iK>wca-  and  vengeance  fr;kught. 

And  now  tl>e  matron  told,  as  tidings  sad, 
What  slie  had  heard  of  lier  beloved  lad; 
How  he  to  gritceless,  wicked  laen  gave  l)eed. 
And  wicked  books  would  night  and  moriting  read: 
Some  former  lectures  she  again  beg:ui. 
And  begg'd  attention  of  hor  little  in:iu; 
She  brought,  with  many  a  j>ious  Unst.  in  view 
His  former  studies,  ami  cotidenm'd  the  new: 
Once  he  tlie  name  of  sjiiuts  and  patriarelis  oW, 
Judges  and  kings,  and  chiefs  and  prophets,  told; 
Tlicu  l>e  in  winter-niglits  tlie  Bible  Utok, 
To  count  lu)w  o<ten  in  tlie  s;<cred  book 
The  sacred  name  ap|)ear  il.  and  could  rebe;tr»e 
V/hkh  were  the  middle  chapt'-r.  wonl,  and  versey 
The  very  letter  in  the  midcile  |>lace<t. 
And  so  employ 'd  the  hours  that  others  waste. 

"  Such  wort  thou  once;  and  now,  my  child,  thej  I 
Thy  faith  like  water  runnetli  fi\st  away; 
The  prince  of  devils  hath,  I  fear,  beguiled 
The  ready  wit  of  my  backsliding  child." 

On  this,  with  lofty  looks,  our  Clerk  began 
His  giave  rebuke,  as  he  assumed  the  m:in — 

"  There  is  no  deril,"  said  the  hopeful  youth, 
'  Nor  prince  of  devils;  timt  I  kuow  fur  truth- 
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Have  I  not  iM  you  how^ny  books  describe 

The  urts  of  priests,  and  lUl  the  canting  tribe? 

Your  Bible  mentions  ERypt,  where  it  seems 

Was  Joseph  found  when  Pharaoh  dreamd  his  dreams: 

Now  in  that  place,  in  some  LewilJer'd  liena, 

('ihe  learned  write)  religious  dreams  were  bred; 

Whence  throujrh  the  earth,  with  various  forms  combinsd, 

They  came  to  fri^'htcn  and  afflict  mankind, 

Prone  (so  I  read)  to  let  a  pnest  invade 

Their  souls  with  awe,  and  by  his  craft  be  made 

Slave  to  his  will,  and  proKt  to  his  trade: 

So  say  my  books,  and  how  the  rogues  agi-eed 

To  blind  the  victims,  to  defraud  and  lead; 

When  joys  above  to  ready  du|)es  were  ^old, 

And  hell  was  threatened  to  the  shy  and  cold. 

"  Why  so  amazed,  and  so  prejiarcd  to  pray? 
As  if  a  Being  lieard  a  word  we  say: 
This  may  surjirise  you;  I  myself  began 
To  feel  disturb'd,  and  to  my  liible  rau: 
I  now  am  wiser — yet  agi'ee  in  this, 
The  book  has  tilings  that  ;ire  not  much  amiaa; 
It  is  a  fine  old  work,  an^l  I  protest 
I  hate  to  hear  it  treated  as  a  jest: 
The  book  Iuls  wisdom  in  it,  if  you  look 
Wisely  u{K)n  it  as  another  book." — 

"Oh!  wicked!  wicked!  my  unhappy  child. 
How  hast  thou  been  by  evil  men  oeguiled!" 

"  How!  wicke<l,  say  you?  you  can  little  guea* 
The  gain  of  that  which  you  call  wickedness: 
Why,  sins  you  think  it  sinful  but  to  name 
Have  gaind  both  wives  !ind  widows,  wealth  and  famaj 
And  this  because  such  people  never  dread 
Those  threaten  d  pains;  hell  conies  not  in  their  headi 
Love  is  our  nature,  wealth  we  all  desire. 
And  what  we  wijli  "t  is  lawful  to  acquire; 
So  say  my  books — and  wiiat  beside  they  show 
'T  is  time  to  let  this  hone>t  farmer  know. 
Nay,  look  not  grave:  am  I  commanded  down 
To  feed  his  c!Utle  and  become  his  clown? 
Is  such  his  purpose?  then  he  shall  be  told 

The  vulgar  iusult 

Hold,  in  mercy  hold^ 

Father,  oh!  fither!  throw  the  whip  away; 
I  was  but  jesting,  on  my  knees  I  pray — 
There,  hold  his  ann — oh!  leave  us  not  alone: 
In  pity  cease,  and  I  will  yet  atone 

For  all  my  sin "     In  vain;  stroke,  stroke, 

Oo  Bide  and  shoulder,  quick  as  mill-wheels  broko, 
0 
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Quick  as  the  patient  8  pu>se,  who  trembling  cried 
And  still  the  parent  with  a  stroke  replied; 
Till  all  the  medicine  he  prepared  was  dealt 
And  every  bone  the  |)recious  influence  felt; 
Till  all  the  panting  flesh  was  red  and  raw, 
And  every  thought  was  turn'd  to  fear  and  awa- 
Till  every  doubt  to  due  respect  gave  place — 
Such  cures  are  done  when  doctors  know  the  caM. 

"Oh!  I  shall  die — my  father!  do  receive 
My  dying  words;  indeed  I  do  bcheve; 
The  books  are  lying  books,  I  know  it  well, 
There  is  a  devil,  oh!  there  is  a  hell: 
And  I'm  a  sinner:  spare  me,  I  am  young 
My  sinful  words  were  only  on  my  tongue; 
My  heart  consented  not:    t  is  all  a  lie: 
Oh!  spare  me  then,  I'm  not  prepared  to  die." 

"  Vain,  worthless,  stupid  wretch!  '  the  Father  cn«d. 
"  Dost  thou  presume  to  teach?  art  thou  a  guide? 
Driveller  and  dog,  it  gave  the  mind  distress 
To  hear  thy  thoughts  in  their  religious  dress, 
Thy  pious  folly  moved  my  strong  disdain, 
Yet  I  forgave  thee  for  thy  want  of  brain: 
But  Job  in  patience  must  the  man  exceed 
Who  could  endure  thee  in  thy  present  creed; 
Is  it  for  thee,  thou  idiot,  to  pretend 
The  wicked  cause  a  helping  hand  to  lend? 
('anst  thou  a  judge  in  any  question  be? 
Atheists  themselves  would  scorn  a  friend  like  thee.— 

•'  Lo!  yonder  blaze  thy  worthies:  in  one  heap 
Thy  scoundrel-favourites  must  for  ever  sleep: 
Each  yields  its  poison  to  the  flame  in  turn, 
SVhere  whores  and  iniidels  are  doom  d  to  burn; 
Two  noble  faggots  made  the  flame  you  see, 
Reserving  only  two  fair  twigs  for  thee ; 
Tnat  in  thy  view  the  instruments  may  stand, 
And  be  in  future  ready  for  my  hand: 
Alie  just  mementos  that,  though  silent,  show 
Whence  thy  correction  and  improvements  flow; 
Beholding  these,  thou  wilt  confess  their  power, 
And  feel  the  sliame  of  this  important  hour 

"  Hadst  thou  been  humble,  I  had  first  designVi 
By  care  from  folly  to  have  freed  thy  mind ; 
And  when  a  clean  foundation  had  been  laid. 
Our  priest,  more  able,  would  have  lent  his  aid: 
But  thou  art  weak,  and  force  must  folly  guide, 
And  thou  art  vain,  and  pain  must  humble  pride; 
Teachers  men  honour,  learners  liiey  allure; 
But  learners  teaching,  of  contempt  are  sure; 
Seem  is  their  certain  meed,  aad  smart  their  ooljr  can!' 
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Books  afford  consolation  to  the  tronbled  Mind,  by  sabstitntina 
a  Ughter  Kind  of  Distress  for  its  ovrn— They  are  productive  of 
other  advantages— An  Author's  Uope  of  beiiij;  Kuowii  in  dis- 
taut  Times— Arrangement  of  the  Library— Size  and  fomi  of 
the  Volumes— The  ancient  folio,  clasped  and  chained— Fashion 
prevalent  even  in  this  Place— The  mode  of  publiahin;;  in  Nuin- 

bers,  Pamphlets,  &c.— Subjects  of  the  different  Clauses • 

Divinity— Controversy— The  Friends  of  Religion  often  more 
dangerous  than  her  Foes  — Sceptical  Authors  — Reaion  too 
much  rejected  by  the  former  Converts;  exclusively  rehed 
upon  by  the  latter— Philosophy  ascending  through  the  Scale 
of  Being  to  moral  Subjects —  Hooks  of  Medicine;  their 
Variety,  Variance,  and  Proneness  to  Syitem ;  the  Evil  of 
this,  and  the  DitUculty  it  causes— Farewell  to  this  Study- 
Law  :  the  increasing' Number  of  its  Volumes  — Supj:osed 
happy  State  of  Man  without  Laws— Progress  of  Society- 
Historians  :  their  Subjects— Dramatic  Authors,  Tragic  and 
Comic— Ancient  Romances- The  Captive  Heroine— Happi- 
ness in  the  Perusal  of  such  Books:  why— Criticism— Appre- 
hensions of  the  Author  :  removed  by  the  Appearance  of  the 
Genius  of  the  Place ;  whose  Beasoning  and  Admonitioa 
conclude  the  Subject. 


When  the  sad  soul,  by  care  ana  grief  oppress 'd. 

Looks  roHnd  the  world,  but  looks  in  vain  for  rest; 

\Vlien  every  object  that  appears  in  view, 

Partakes  her  gloom  and  seems  dejected  too. 

Where  shall  aifliction  from  itself  retire? 

Where  fade  away  and  placidly  expire? 

Alas!  we  fly  to  silent  scenes  in  vain-, 

Care  blasts  the  honours  of  the  flow'rj'  pliun; 

Care  veils  in  clouds  the  sun's  meridian  beam, 

Sighs  through  the  grove,  and  murmurs  in  the  stroam; 

For  when  the  soul  is  labouring  in  despair 

In  vain  the  body  breathes  a  purer  air. 

No  storm-tost  sftilor  sighs  for  slumbering  seas, — 

He  dreads  the  tempest,  but  invokes  tlie  breeze; 

On  the  smooth  mirror  of  the  deep  resides 

Reflect*  d  woe,  and  o  er  unruffled  tides 

The  gliost  of  every  former  danger  glides. 

Thus,  in  the  calms  of  life,  we  only  see 

A  steadier  image  of  our  misery; 

But  lively  gales  and  gently  cloii4|id  skle» 

Dis  perse  the  sad  reflections  as  they  riae; 
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And  lasy  thonglits  and  little  cares  avail 
To  ease  the  mind,  when  rest  and  reason  falL 
When  the  dull  thought,  by  no  designs  eniploy'd, 
Dwells  on  the  past  or  suffer 'd  or  enjoy 'd. 
We  bleed  anew  in  every  former  grief 
And  joys  departed  furnish  no  relief. 

Not  Hope  herself,  witii  all  her  flattenng  art, 
Ca:i  cure  this  stubborn  sickness  of  the  heart: 
The  soul  disdains  each  comfort  she  prepares, 
And  anxious  searches  for  congenial  cares; 
Those  lenient  cares,  which,  with  our  own  combined. 
By  mix  d  sensations  ease  th'  afflicted  mind, 
And  steal  our  grief  away,  and  leave  their  own  behind 
A  ligiiter  grief!  which  feeling  hearts  endure 
Without  regret,  nor  e'en  demand  a  cure. 

Hut  what  strange  art,  what  iiisigic  can  dispose 
The  troubled  mind  to  change  its  native  woes? 
Or  lead  us  willing  from  ourselves,  to  see 
Others  more  wretched,  more  undone  than  we? 
This,  Books  can  do; — nor  this  alone;  they  give 
New  views  to  life,  and  teach  us  how  to  live; 
They  soothe  the  grieved,  the  stubborn  they  cliaslise. 
Fools  they  admonish,  and  confirm  the  wise: 
Their  aid  they  yield  to  all:  they  never  shun 
The  man  of  sorrow,  nor  the  wretch  undone: 
Unlike  the  hard,  the  selfish,  and  the  proud, 
They  fly  not  sullen  from  the  suppliant  crowd; 
Nor  tell  to  various  people  various  things, 
But  show  to  subjects,  what  they  show  to  kings. 

Come,  Child  of  Care,  to  make  thy  soul  serene 
Approach  the  treasures  of  this  tranquil  scene* 
Survey  the  dome,  and,  as  the  doors  unfold. 
The  soul's  best  cure,  in  all  her  cares,  behold! 
Where  mental  wealth  the  poor  in  thought  may  find 
And  mental  physic  the  diseased  in  mind: 
See  here  the  balms  that  passion's  wounds  assuage; 
See  coolers  here,  that  damp  the  fire  of  rage, 
Here  alt'ratives,  by  slow  degrees  control 
The  chronic  habits  of  the  sickly  soul 
And  round  the  ijeart  and  o'er  the  acliing  bead, 
Mild  opiates  here  their  sober  influence  slied. 
Now  bid  thy  soul  man's  busy  scenes  exclude, 
And  view  composed  tliis  silent  multitude: — 
Silent  they  are — but,  though  deprived  of  sound, 
Here  all  the  living  languages  abound- 
Here  all  that  live  no  more;  preser%'ed  they  lie, 
In  tombs  that  oi>en  to  the  curious  eye. 

Blest  be  the  gracious  Power,  who  tanght  mankind 
To  stamp  a  la'ting  image  of  the  mindl 
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Beasls  may  convey,  and  tuneful  birds  may  sn/?, 
Their  mutual  feelings,  in  the  oi)ening  spring; 
But  Man  alone  has  skill  and  power  to  send 
The  heart's  warm  dictates  to  the  distant  friend; 
'Tis  his  alone  to  please,  instruct,  advise 
Ages  remote,  and  nations  yet  to  rise. 

In  sweet  repose,  when  Labour's  children  >lMp^ 
When  Joy  forgets  to  smile  and  Care  to  weep, 
When  Passion  slumbers  in  the  lover's  breast. 
And  Fear  and  Guilt  partake  the  balm  of  rest, 
Why  then  denies  the  studious  man  to  siiare 
Man's  common  good,  who  feels  his  common  careP 

Hecause  the  hope  is  his,  that  bids  him  (iy 
Night's  soft  rep<.>se,  and  sleep's  mild  power  defy, 
That  after-ages  may  repeat  his  pniise. 
And  fame  s  fair  meed  be  his,  for  length  of  days. 
Delightful  prospect!  when  we  leave  behind 
A  worthy  ollspriug  of  the  fruitful  mind! 
Which,  horn  and  nursed  throush  many  an  anxioUB  iaf 
Shall  all  OUT  labour,  all  our  care  rejiay. 

Yet  all  are  not  these  births  of  noble  kind, 
Not  all  the  children  of  a  vigorous  mind; 
Not  where  the  wisest  should  alone  preside. 
The  weak  would  rule  us,  and  the  blind  would  guide, 
Nay,  man's  be>t  efforts  ta>te  of  man,  and  sliow 
The  pottr  and  troubled  source  from  which  they  flow: 
Where  most  he  triumphs,  we  his  wants  perccirc, 
And  for  his  weakness  in  his  wisdom  grieve. 
But  though  imperfect  all;  yet  wisdom  loves 
This  seat  serene,  and  virtue's  self  approves. — 
Here  come  the  grieved,  a  change  of  thought  to  find, 
The  curious  here  to  feed  a  craving  mind : 
Here  the  devout  their  peaceful  temple  choose; 
And  here  the  poet  meets  his  favouring  muse. 

With  awe,  around  these  silent  walks  I  tread; 
These  are  the  lasting  mansions  of  the  dead : — 
"  The  dead!"  methinks  a  tiiousand  tongues  repljj 
"  These  arc  the  tombs  of  such  .as  cannot  diel 
Crown'd  with  eternal  fame,  tiiey  sit  sublime, 
And  laugh  at  all  the  little  strife  of  time." 

Hiul,  then,  immortals!  ye  who  shine  above. 
Each,  in  his  sphere,  tlie  liten.'y  Jove; 
And  ye  the  common  people  ot'  these  skies, 
A  humbler  crowd  of  nameless  deities; 
Whether  tis  yours  to  Iciid  the  willing  mmd 
Through  History's  miues,  and  the  turnings  &ad^ 
Or  vhetlicr,  led  by  Science,  ye  retire, 
Lost  and  beTilder'd  in  the  vast  deeirej 
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Whether  the  Muse  invites  you  to  her  bowers. 
And  crown  your  placid  brows  with  living  flowers 
Or  godlike  wisdom  teaches  you  to  show 
The  noblest  road  to  happiness  below; 
Or  men  and  manners  prompt  the  easy  page 
To  mark  the  flying  follies  of  the  age; 
Whatever  good  ye  boast,  that  good  impart 
Inform  the  head  and  rectify  the  heart. 

Lo,  all  in  silence,  all  in  order  stand, 
And  mighty  folios  first,  a  lordly  band; 
Then  quartos  their  well-order  d  ranks  m^ntaiilf 
And  light  octavos  fill  a  spacious  plain: 
See  yonder,  ranged  in  more  frequented  rows, 
A  humbler  band  of  duodecimos; 
While  undistinguished  trifles  swell  the  scene, 
The  last  new  play  and  fritter'd  magazine. 
Thus  'tis  in  life,  where  first  the  proud,  the  great 
In  leagued  assembly  keep  their  cumbrous  state, 
Heavy  and  huge,  they  fill  the  world  with  dread. 
Are  much  admired,  and  are  but  little  read: 
The  commons  next,  a  middle  rank,  are  found; 
Professions  fruitful  pour  their  offspring  round; 
Reasoners  and  wits  are  next  their  pkice  allow'd. 
And  last,  of  vulgar  tribes  a  countless  crowd. 

First,  let  us  view  the  form,  the  size,  the  dress; 
For  these  the  manners,  nay  the  mind  express; 
That  weight  of  wood,  with  leathern  coat  overlaid; 
Those  ample  clasps,  of  solid  metal  made; 
The  close-press'd  leaves,  unclosed  for  many  an  agv; 
The  dull  red  edging  of  the  well-fill  d  page; 
On  the  broad  back  tbe  stubborn  ridges  roU'd 
Where  yet  the  title  stands  in  tarnish'd  gold; 
These  all  a  sage  and  labour'd  work  proclaim., 
A  painful  candidate  for  lasting  fame; 
No  idle  wit,  no  trifling  verse  can  lurk 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  that  weighty  work; 
No  playful  tiioughts  degi-ade  the  .solemn  style, 
Nor  one  light  sentence  claims  a  transient  smile. 

Hence  in  these  times,  untouch  d  the  pages  Uf 
And  slumber  out  their  immortality; 
Thsy  had  their  day,  when,  after  all  his  toil, 
His  morning  study,  and  his  midnight  oil, 
At  length  an  author's  one  great  work  appear'd, 
P>y  patient  hope,  and  length  of  days  endear 'd: 
Expecting  nations  hail'd  it  from  the  press; 
Poetic  friends  prefix 'd  each  kind  addiess; 
Princes  and  kings  received  the  pondrous  pft, 
And  Jjdies  read  the  work  thoy  could  not  lilt^ 
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Fashion,  though  FoTly  s  child,  and  guide  of  fooli, 
Rules  e'en  tlio  wisest,  and  in  Icaniing  rules: 
From  crowds  and  courts  to  WisdomH  st-iit  she  gov 
And  reigns  triuniphiint  oVj-  her  mother's  fojs. 
For  lo!  tlicse  I'av'rites  of  the  anciont  mixle 
Lie  ;ill  neglected  like  the  Birthday  Ode. 

All  I  needless  now  this  weight  of  n;as«y  chain; 
S.ifi-  in  llieinselves,  the  ouce-loved  works  reniiun; 
No  rc-.vJcr8  now  invade  their  still  retreat. 
None  try  to  steal  them  from  their  parent-seat; 
Like  ancient  beauties,  they  may  now  discard 
Ch;iins,  holts,  and  locks,  and  lie  without  a  guard. 

Our  patii'iit  lathers  trlHing  themes  laid  l)y. 
And  roUM,  »  er  lanuur  d  work*,  th'  ittcntive  eye: 
Page  after  p;ige,  the  niucli-enduring  men 
Explord,  the  deeps  and  shallows  of  the  pen; 
Till,  every  former  note  and  connnent  known, 
I'liey  mark  (1  the  8|)acious  margin  with  their  own: 
Xlinute  corrections  proved  their  studious  care; 
The  liitle  index,  pointing,  told  u^  where; 
And  many  an  emendation  show'd  the  age 
Look  <l  far  beyond  the  rubric  title-page. 

<»ur  nicer  palate-  lighter  labours  seek. 
Cloy  il  with  a  {\>l\u-.\'uiulM;r  once  a  week: 
Bible.-,  with  <:ut»  luid  commen^js.  thus  go  down: 
Een  light  Voltaire  is  number  d  througli  the  triimi 
Thus  physic  Hies  abroad,  and  thus  the  law, 
^  rom  men  of  study,  ami  from  men  of  straw ; 
Abstracts,  abridgments,  ph-.i-so  the  Kckle  timej, 
Pamphlets  and  jilays,  and  [wlitics  and  rhyme«: 
But  though  to  write  Im-  now  a  task  of  ea.se, 
The  task  is  hard  by  manly  ans  to  please, 
When  all  our  weakness  is  exposeil  to  view. 
And  half  our  judges  are  our  rivals  too. 

Amid  these  works  on  which  the  eiis^er  eye 
Delights  to  fix,  (»r  glides  reluctant  by, 
When  all  combined,  their  decent  [>oinp  display. 
Where  shall  wo  first  our  early  offering  pay? — 

To  thee,  Divinitt!  to  thee,  the  light  ' 
And  guide,  of  mortals,  through  their  mental  nij/jt; 
By  whom  we  lean-  our  hopes  and  fears  to  guide; 
To  l^ar  with  pain,  and  to  contend  witb  prido- 
When  grieved,  to  pray;  when  injured,  to  forgive: 
And  witli  the  world  in  charity  to  live. 

Not  truths  like  these  inspired  that  numerous  raot 
Whose  pious  labours  fill  this  ample  spLice; 
But  questions  nie<.,  where  doubt  on  doubt  arose, 
Awaked  to   var  ilie  Ir-ig  cont^ndinj;  fiiei*. 


S26  THE    MBRABT. 

Foi'  dubious  meanings,  leam'd  polemics  stroro^ 
And  wars  on  faith  prevented  works  of  love; 
The  brands  of  discord  far  around  were  hurl'd. 
And  holy  wrath  inflamed  a  sinful  world: — 
Dull  though  impatient,  peevish  thou.i;h  devout, 
With  wit  disgusting,  and  despised  without; 
Siints  in  design,  in  execution  men. 
Peace  in  their  looks,  and  vengeance  in  their  pen. 

Methinks  I  see,  and  sicken  at  the  sight. 
Spirits  of  spleen  from  yonder  pile  aliglit; 
Sfiirits  who  prompted  every  damning  i)age, 
With  pontiff  pride  and  still-increasing  rage: 
Lo!  how  they  stretch  their  gloomy  wings  around 
And  lash  with  furious  strokes  the  trembling  ground  I 
They  pray,  they  fight,  they  murder,  and  they  weep,— 
Wolves  in  their  vengeance,  in  their  manners  sheep; 
Too  well  they  act  the  prophet's  fatal  part, 
Denouncing  evil  with  a  zealous  heart; 
And  each,  like  Jonah,  is  displeased  if  God 
Repent  his  anger,  or  withhold  bis  rod. 

But  here  the  dormant  fury  rests  nnsonght. 
And  Zeal  sleeps  sonndly  by  the  foes  she  fought; 
Here  ?.il  £l»  rage  of  controversy  ends, 
And  rival  zealots  rest  like  br)som-friends: 
An  Athanasian  here,  in  deep  rejiose. 
Sleeps  with  the  fiercest  of  his  Arian  foes, 
Socinians  here  with  Calvinists  abide. 
And  thin  partitions  angry  chiefs  divide; 
Here  wily  Jesuits  simple  Quakers  meet, 
And  Bcllarmine  has  rest  at  Luther's  feet. 
Great  authors,  for  the  church's  glory  fired. 
Are  for  the  church's  peace,  to  rest  retired; 
And  close  beside,  a  mystic,  maudlin  race. 
Lie  "  Crumbs  of  Comfort  for  the  Babes  of  Grace." 

Against  Iter  foes  Religion  well  defends 
Her  sacred  truths,  but  often  fears  her  friends; 
If  leam'd,  their  pride,  if  weak,  their  zeal  she  dreads, 
And  their  hearts'  weakness,  who  have  soundest  heads; 
But  most  she  fears  the  controversial  pen. 
The  holy  strife  of  disputatious  men; 
Who  the  blest  Gospel's  peaceful  page  explore, 
Only  to  fight  against  its  precepts  more. 

Near  to  these  seats,  behold  yon  slender  frames. 
All  closely  fill'd  and  mark'd  with  modern  names; 
Where  no  fair  science  ever  shows  her  face. 
Few  sparks  of  genius,  and  no  spark  of  grace: 
There  sceptics  rest,  a  still-increasing  throng. 
AaI  stretch  their  widening  wings  ten  thousand  stroogt 
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Some  in  clo«o  fi^ht  tReir  dubious  claims  iniuntain ; 
Some  skirmish  liglitly,  fly  and  fight  again; 
Coldly  prol'iuic,  and  impiously  pay 
Their  cn<l  tiie  same,  tlioujjh  various  m  their  way. 

Wiicu  first  Ueli<;ion  came  to  hless  the  land, 
Her  friends  were  then  a  firm  believing  band, 
To  doubt  was  then  to  plunge  in  guilt  extreme, 
Aiu\  all  was  gos[)i;l  that  a  monk  could  dream; 
Insulted  I{e!vs>jn  lleil  the  gnov'lin;?  soul, 
For  Fear  to  guide,  and  visions  to  control: 
But  now,  when  Ileason  has  assumed  her  throne, 
She,  in  her  turn  deuia.id?  to  reign  alone; 
Rejecting  all  that  lii-s  b'.-yon.l  her  view, 
And,  being  Judje,  will  be  a  witness  too: 
Insulted  Faith  tlien  leaves  the  doubtl'ul  mind, 
To  seek  the  truth,  without  a  power  to  find; 
Ah!  when  will  both  in  friendly  beams  unite. 
And  [lour  on  erring  man  resistless  light? 

Next  t>>  the  seats,  well  stored  with  works  diviiMl| 
An  aini)le  space,  Piunworiivl  is  thine. 
Our  reason's  guide,  by  wh(jsc  assisting  light 
We  trace  the  moral  bounds  of  wrong  and  right; 
Our  guiile  through  nature,  from  the  sterile  clay. 
To  tlie  bright  orbs  of  you  celestial  way! 
'T  is  thine,  tiie  great,  the  golden  chain  to  trace. 
Which  runs  through  all,  connecting  race  with  rac»: 
Save  where  those  puzzling,  stubborn  links  remain 
Which  thy  inferior  light  pursues  in  vain: — 

How  vice  and  virtue  in  the  soul  contend; 
IIow  wiilely  ditl'er,  yet  how  nearly  blend; 
What  V!U-ious  passions  war  on  eitlier  part. 
And  nowconfinn,  now  melt  the  yielding  heart: 
How  Fancy  loves  around  the  world  to  stray, 
While  Judgment  slowly  picks  his  sober  way; 
The  stores  of  memory,  anil  the  Hights  sublime 
Of  genius,  bound  by  neither  space  nor  time;— 
All  these  divine  Philosophy  explores. 
Till,  lost  in  awe,  she  wonder  and  atlores. 

From  these,  descending  to  the  earth,  she  tnms, 
And  matter,  in  its  various  form,  discerns: 
She  parts  the  beamy  light  with  skill  profound. 
Metes  the  thin  air,  and  weighs  the  Hying  sound; 
T  is  hers  the  ligbtnnig  from  the  clouds  to  call, 
And  teach  the  fiery  mischief  where  to  fall. 

Yet  more  her  volumes  leach. — on  these  we  look 
Ab  abstracts  drawn  from  Natures  larger  book: 
Here,  first  described,  the  torpid  earth  appear* 
And  i'e'<t  tlie  veajtable    <>be  it  wears; 
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WTiere  flow'ry  tnhes,  in  valleys,  fields,  anJ  groves, 
Nurse  the  still  flame,  and  feed  the  silent  loves; 
Loves,  where  no  grief,  nor  joy,  nor  bliss,  nor  pain, 
Warm  the  glad  heart  or  vex  the  labouring  brain; 
But  as  the  green  blood  moves  along  the  blade, 
The  bed  of  Flora  on  the  branch  is  made; 
Where,  without  passion,  love  instinctive  lives, 
And  gives  new  life,  unconscious  that  it  gives. 
Advancing  still  in  Nature's  maze,  we  trace. 
In  dens  and  burning  plains,  her  savage  race; 
With  those  tame  tribes  who  on  tlieir  lord  attend, 
And  find,  in  man,  a  master  and  a  friend; 
Man  crowns  the  scene,  a  world  of  wonders  new, 
A  moral  world,  that  well  demaiuls  our  view. 

This  world  is  here:  for,  of  more  lofty  kind. 
These  neighbouring  volumes  reason  on  the  mind; 
They  paint  the  state  of  man  ere  yet  endued 
With  knowledge; — man,  poor,  ignorant,  and  mde 
Then,  as  his  state  improves,  their  pages  swell, 
And  all  its  cares,  and  all  its  comfwts,  tell: 
Here  we  behold  how  inexperience  buys, 
At  little  price,  the  wisdom  of  the  wise; 
Without  the  troubles  of  an  active  state, 
Witliout  the  cares  and  dangers  of  the  great. 
Without  the  miseries  of  tlie  poor,  we  know 
What  wisdom,  wealth,  and  poverty  bestow; 
We  see  how  reason  calms  the  raging  mind, 
Ajid  how  contending  passions  urge  mankind: 
Some,  won  by  virtue,  glow  with  sacred  tire; 
Some,  lured  by  vice,  indulge  the  low  desire; 
Whilst  others,  won  by  either,  now  pursue 
The  guilty  chase,  now  keep  the  good  in  view; 
For  ever  wretched,  with  themselves  at  strife, 
They  lead  a  puzzled,  vex'd  uncertain  life; 
For  transient  vice  bequeaths  a  lingering  pain, 
vV'hich  transient  virtue  seeks  to  cure  in  vain. 

Whilst  thus  engaged,  high  views  enlarge  the  aoo], 
New  interests  draw,  new  principles  control: 
Nor  thus  the  soul  alone  resigns  her  grief, 
But  heie  the  tortured  body  finds  relief; 
For  see  where  yonder  sage  Arachuc  shapes 
Her  subtle  gin,  tKat  not  a  fly  escapes! 
There  FiiYSic  fills  the  space,  and  fir  around, 
Pile  above  pile  her  learned  works  abound: 
Glorious  their  aim — to  ease  the  labouring  heart; 
To  war  with  death,  and  stop  his  Hying  aart; 
10  trace  the  source  whence  the  fierce  contest  grew 
And  lifes  short  lease  on  easier  terms  renew; 
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To  caJi.i  the  phrensy  of  the  biiniing  brain, 

To  heal  tlie  tortures  of  iniploriiiK  |>;iin; 

Or,  when  more  powerful  ills  all  cll'orts  brave, 

To  ease  the  victim  no  device  can  save, 

And  smooth  the  stormy  piv-sage  to  the  grave. 

But  man,  who  knows  no  gf)od  unmix'd  and  pua, 
Oft  finds  a  jxiison  whcr3  he  sought  a  cur«; 
For  grave  deceivers  lodp  their  labours  here. 
And  cloud  the  science  they  pretend  to  cle;ir: 
Scourges  for  sin,  the  solemn  tribe  are  sent; 
Lilic  fire  and  storms,  they  call  us  to  repent; 
But  storms  subside,  and  Jires  forget  to  rage. 
These  are  eternal  scourges  of  the  age: 
'T  is  not  enough  tliat  each  terrific  hand 
Spreads  desolation  round  a  guilty  land; 
But  train'd  to  ill,  and  haidend  by  its  crimes. 
Their  pen  relentless  kills  through  future  limes, 

Say  ye,  who  search  these  records  of  the  dead — 
Who  read  huge  works,  to  boa--t  what  ye  have  read. 
Call  all  the  real  knowledge  ye  pos-sess. 
Or  those — if  such  there  arc — who  more  than  gueu, 
Atone  for  each  im|>ostor"8  wild  mistakes, 
Aiid  mend  the  blunders  pride  and  lolly  m.akes 

What  thought  so  wild,  whiit  airy  dream  60  light 
That  will  not  pron)])t  a  theorist  to  write? 
What  art  so  jirevaieiit,  what  proof  so  strong, 
Tliat  will  convince  him  his  attempt  is  wrong? 
One  in  the  solids  finds  each  lurking  ill. 
Nor  grants  the  passive  fluids  powci  to  kill- 
A  learned  friend  some  subtler  rea-tm  brings. 
Absolves  the  chaimels,  but  condeuins  their  s])ringa| 
The  subtle  nerves,  tliat  sliun  the  doctors  eye. 
Escape  no  more  his  subtler  theory 
The  vital  heat,  that  w;iruis  the  labouring  heait, 
I.«nds  a  fair  system  to  these  sfms  of  ait; 
The  ntJii  air,  a  i)ure  aud  subtle  stream, 
Scrs'es  a  foundation  for  an  airy  scheme, 
Assists  the  doctor,  and  supports  his  dream. 
Some  have  their  favourite  ills,  imd  each  diseaM 
Is  but  a  younger  branch  that  kills  fmni  these: 
Due  to  the  gout  contracts  all  human  pain; 
He  views  it  raging  in  the  frantic  brain; 
Finds  it  in  fevers  all  his  efibrts  mar, 
And  sees  it  lurking  in  the  cold  catarrh: 
Bilious  by  some,  by  others  nervous  seeo, 
Rage  the  fantastic  demons  of  the  spleen; 
And  every  symptom  of  the  strange  diatiw 
Witl  every  syami  of  the  sage  agrees. 
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Ye  frijifl  tribe,  on  wliom  I  wnsterl  long 
The  tci]ious  hours,  and  ne'er  indulged  in  song; 
Ye  first  seducers  of  my  easy  heart, 
VViio  promised  knowiedije  ye  could  not  impart, 
Ye  dull  deluders,  truth's  di-stnictive  foes; 
Ye  sons  of  fiction,  clad  in  stupid  prose; 
Ye  treacherous  leaders,  who,  yourselves  in  doubt, 
Liirlit  up  false  fires,  and  send  us  far  anout: — 
Still  may  yon  spider  round  your  pases  spia 
Subtle  and  slow,  her  emblematic  gin! 
Buried  in  dust  and  lost  in  silence,  dwell, 
Most  fKiteiit,  grave,  and  reverend  friends— farewell! 

Near  these,  and  where  the  setting  sun  displays, 
Through  the  dim  window,  his  departing  raj's. 
And  gilds  yon  columns,  there,  on  either  side. 
The  huge  Abridgments  of  the  Law  abirle; 
Fruitful  as  vice  the  dread  correctors  stand, 
And  spread  their  guardian  terrors  round  the  land; 
Yet,  as  the  best  that  hiunan  care  can  do, 
Is  niix'd  with  error,  oft  with  evil  too, 
Skill'd  in  deceit,  and  practised  to  evade, 
Knaves  stand  secure,  for  whom  these  laws  were  made 
And  justice  vainly  each  expedient  tries. 
While  art  eludes  it,  or  while  power  defies. 
"  Ah !  happy  age,"  the  youthful  pwt  sings, 
When  the  free  nations  knew  not  laws  nor  kings; 
WHien  all  wer"  blest  to  share  a  common  store, 
And  none  were  ^  .-oud  of  wealth,  for  none  were  poor 
No  wars  nor  tumults  vex'd  each  still  domain, 
No  thirst  of  empire,  no  desire  of  gain ; 
No  proud  great  man,  nor  one  who  would  be  great, 
Drove  modest  merit  from  its  proper  state; 
Nor  into  distant  climes  would  Avarice  roam, 
To  fetch  delights  for  Luxury  at  home: 
Bound  by  no  tics  which  keiJt  the  soul  in  awe. 
They  dwelt  at  liberty,  and  love  was  law!" 

"  Mistaken  youth!  each  nation  first  was  rude, 
Each  man  a  cheerless  son  of  solitude. 
To  whom  no  joys  of  social  life  were  known, 
None  felt  a  care  that  was  not  all  his  own; 
Or  in  some  languid  clime  his  abject  soul 
Bow'd  to  a  little  tjTant's  stern  control; 
A  slave,  with  slaves  his  monarch's  throne  he  raised, 
And  in  nide  song  his  ruder  idol  praised; 
The  meaner  cares  of  life  were  all  he  knew; 
Bounded  his  pleasures,  and  his  wishes  few: 
But  when  by  slow  degrees  the  Arts  arose, 
And  Science  waken 'd  from  her  long  repose { 
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When  roitinierc€,  rlsmj;  ftxim  tli'-  he^  of  eue 
Ran  round  tlic  land,  and  [Kiinted  to  the  seas; 
When  Kinulation,  born  with  jealous  pye, 
And  Av;irice,  lent  their  spurs  to  industry; 
Then  one  by  one  the  tiuinerous  Uws  were  made, 
Those  to  control,  and  t!ic;MJ  to  succour  trade: 
To  curb  the  insolence  of  mde  command. 
To  Hiint4'.h  the  victim  from  the  usurer's  hand; 
To  awe  the  Iwld,  to  yield  the  wrong'd  redrese, 
And  feed  the  poor  with  Luxury's  excess." 

Like  some  vast  tloo<l,  unbounded,  fierce,  and  strong, 
His  nature  leads  unpovern'd  man  along; 
Like  mighty  bulwarks  made  to  stem  that  tide, 
The  laws  are  foTmd,  and  place<l  on  ev'ry  side: 
Whene'er  it  breaks  the  Uiunds  by  these  decreed. 
New  statutes  rise,  and  stronger  laws  succeed; 
Mure  and  more  gentle  grows  the  dying  stream. 
More  and  more  strong  the  rising  bulwarks  seem; 
Till,  like  a  miner  working  sure  and  slow, 
Luxury  creeps  on,  and  ruins  all  l>clow; 
The  l):usis  sinks,  the  ample  piles  decay; 
The  stately  fabric  shakos  and  falls  away; 
Primeval  want  and  ignorance  come  on, 
But  Freedom,  that  exalts  the  savage  state,  is  gone. 

Next,  History  ranks; — there  full  in  front  she  lie*, 
And  every  nation  her  dread  tale  supplies: 
Yet  Histiiry  has  her  doubts,  and  every  age 
With  sceptic  queries  marks  the  parsing  page; 
Records  of  old  nor  later  date  are  clear. 
Too  distant  those,  and  these  are  placed  too  nea« , 
There  time  conceals  the  objects  from  our  view, 
Here  our  own  pas-ions  and  a  writer's  too: 
Yet,  in  these  volumes,  see  how  stsites  arose! 
Guarded  by  \nrtuc  from  surroundini:  foes, 
Their  virtue  lost,  and  of  their  triuin|ihs  vain, 
Lo!  how  they  sunk  to  slavery  again! 
Satiate  with  power,  of  fame  and  wealth  posaess'd, 
A  nation  grows  tix)  gloriou«  to  be  blest; 
Oonsjiicuous  made,  she  stands  the  mark  of  all, 
And  foes  join  foes  to  triumph  in  her  fall. 

Thus  speaks  the  page  that  paints  ambition's  raoa 
The  monarch's  pride,  his  glory,  his  disgrace; 
The  headlong  course,  that  madd'ning  heroes  run, 
How  soon  triumphant,  and  how  soon  undone; 
How  slaves,  tum'd  tyrants,  otfer  crowns  to  sale, 
And  each  fall'n  nation's  melancholy  tale. 

Lo!  wliere  of  late  the  Book  of  MartjTs  stood 
Old  pioua   racts,  and  Bibles  bound  in  wood. 
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There,  such  the  taste  of  our  degenerate  a^ 
Stand  the  profane  delusions  of  the  Stage: 
Yft  virtue  owns  the  Tragic  Muse  a  tneud, 
Fahle  her  means,  niorahty  her  end; 
For  this  she  rules  all  passions  in  their  turns, 
And  now  the  bosom  bleeds,  and  now  it  burns; 
Pity  with  weeping  eye  surveys  her  bowl, 
Her  anger  swells,  her  terror  chills  the  soul; 
She  makes  the  vile  to  virtue  yield  applause, 
And  own  her  sceptre  while  they  break  her  laws* 
P'or  vice  in  otiiers  is  abhnrr'd  of  all. 
And  villains  triumph  when  the  worthless  falL 

Not  thus  her  sister  Comedy  prevails, 
Who  shoots  at  Folly,  for  her  arrow  fails; 
Folly,  by  Dulness  arni'd,  eludes  the  wound, 
And  harmlcj^s  sees  the  feather d  shafts  rebound; 
Unhurt  she  stands,  applauds  the  archers  skill. 
Laughs  at  her  malice,  and  is  Folly  still. 
Yet  well  the  Muse  [)C)rtr;iys,  in  fancied  scenes, 
What  pride  will  stoop  to,  what  profession  meacB 
How  formiil  f(H)ls  the  farce  of  state  applaud; 
How  caution  watches  at  the  lips  of  fraud; 
The  wordy  variance  of  domestic  life; 
The  tyrant  husband,  the  retorting  wife; 
The  snares  tor  innocence,  tiie  lie  "f  trade. 
And  the  smooth  tongue  s  habitual  masiiiierade 

With  her  the  Virtues  too  obtain  a  place, 
Each  gentle  passion,  each  becoming  grace; 
The  social  joy  in  life's  securer  road, 
Its  easy  pleasure,  its  substantial  good ; 
The  happy  thought  that  conscious  virtue  gives. 
And  all  that  ought  to  live,  and  all  that  lives. 

But  who  are  these?  Methinks  a  noble  mien 
And  awful  gi-andeur  in  their  form  are  seen, 
Now  in  disgrace:  what  though  by  time  is  spread 
Polluting  dust  o'er  every  reverend  head; 
What  though  beneath  j-on  gilded  tribe  they  lie. 
And  dull  observers  pass  insulting  hy  -. 
Forbid  it  shame,  forbid  it  decent  av/e, 
What  seems  so  grave,  should  no  attention  draw! 
Come,  let  us  then  with  reverend  step  advance, 
And  gi-eet — the  ancient  worthies  of  Romance. 

Hence,  ye  profane !  I  feel  a  former  dread, 
A  thousand  visions  float  around  my  head: 
Hark !  hollow  blasts  through  empty  courts  resound 
Acd  shadowy  forms  with  staring  eyes  stalk  rouna^ 
See!  moats  and  bridges,  walls  and  castles  rise, 
p-hosts,  fairies,  demtns,  danco  before  our  eyes* 
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jo\  maRic  verse  inscribed  on  golden  gKta, 
And  bltxidy  hand  that  beckons  on  to  fate : — 
"And  who  art  thou,  thou  httle  pa;,'c,  unfold? 
Say,  doth  my  lord  my  ClarilKil  withhold? 
Go  tell  hiin  stniKlit,  Sir  Knight,  thou  must  nrf    t 
The  captive  (jucon ; — for  Claribel  is  mine.' 
Away  he  llies;  and  now  for  bloo<iy  lieeds. 
Black  Kuits  of  armour,  masks,  and  foaming  rteeds; 
The  giant  falls;  his  recreant  thrait  1  Miize, 
And  from  his  corset  take  the  ma.ssy  kevh: — 
Dukes,  lords,  and  knights  in  long  pn>ccssiou  move, 
Releast-d  from  bondage  with  my  virgin  love: — 
She  comes!  she  coniesi  in  all  the  charms  of  youlh 
Unequall'd  love  ind  unsusjiected  truth! 

Ah  happy  he  who  thus,  in  magic  themes. 
O'er  worlds  bewitch'd,  in  early  rupture  dreiuns, 
Where  wild  Knchantmcnt  waves  her  fKJtent  wanl, 
And  Fancy's  beauties  till  her  fairy  land; 
Where  doubtful  objects  strange  desires  excite, 
And  Fear  and  Ignorance  alford  delight. 

But  lost,  for  over  lost,  to  me  these  joys. 
Which  Keason  scatters,  and  which  Time  destroys, 
Too  dearly  bought:  maturer  judgment  c;ilU 
Jfy  busied  inin<l  from  tales  and  mailrigals; 
My  doughty  giants  all  are  slain  or  Hed, 
And  all  my  knights — blue,  green,  and  yellcw — dc&d! 
No  more  the  mi(iuight  fairy  tribe  I  view, 
All  in  the  merry  nvKnisliitie  tippling  dew; 
E'en  the  last  liugcrmg  nciion  oi  the  uruin. 
The  churchyard  ghost,  is  now  at  rest  again; 
And  all  the.se  wayward  wanderings  of  my  youlh 
Fly  Ueasou's  jKiwer,  and  shun  the  light  of  Truth. 

With  fiction  then  does  real  joy  resiide, 
And  is  our  reason  the  delusive  guide? 
Is  it  then  right  to  dream  the  syrens  sing? 
Or  mount  enraptured  on  the  dragon's  wing? 
No;  'tis  the  infant  mind,  to  care  unknown. 
That  makes  th'  imagined  paradise  its  own; 
Soon  as  roHections  in  the  bosom  rise, 
Light  slumbers  vanish,  from  the  clouded  eyea: 
The  tear  and  smile,  that  once  together  rose, 
Are  then  divorced;  the  head  and  heart  are  foes: 
Enchantment  bows  to  Wisdom's  serious  plan, 
And  Pain  and  Prudence  make  and  mar  the  man. 

While  thus,  of  power  and  fancied  empire  vain, 
With  various  thoughts  my  mind  I  entertain; 
While  books,  my  slaves,  with  tyrant  hand  I  seize. 
Please  1  with  tlie  pride  that  wili  not  let  them  pletuei 
x3 
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Sndden  1  finl  terrific  tiioiiirlits  ;iri>e. 

A.ud  synipatlietic  •;orrow  Klls  my  eyes; 

For,  lo!  while  yet  my  heart  admits  the  wound, 

I  see  the  Ckitic  unny  ranged  around, 

Foes  to  our  race!  if  ever  ye  liave  known 
A  fiitiier's  fears  for  offspring  of  your  own ; 
If  ever,  smiling  o'er  a  lucky  line. 
Ye  tliought  the  sudden  sentiment  divine, 
Then  paused  and  doubted,  and  then,  tired  of  icabt^ 
With  rage  as  sudden  dash'd  the  stanza  out; — 
If,  after  fearing  much  and  causing  long, 
Ye  ventured  on  the  world  your  labour'd  song, 
And  from  the  crusty  critics  of  those  days 
Implored  the  feeble  tribute  of  their  praise. 
Remember  now  the  fears  that  moved  you  then, 
And,  spite  of  truth,  let  mercy  guide  your  pen. 

What  vent'rous  race  are  ours  I  what  mighty  foes 
Lie  waiting  all  around  them  to  oppose! 
What  treacherous  friends  betray  them  to  the  fight. 
What  dangers  tlireaten  them! — yet  still  they  write: 
A  hajjless  tribe!  to  every  esnl  born, 
Whom  villains  hate,  and  fools  affect  to  scorn: 
Strangers  tliey  come,  amid  a  world  of  woe. 
And  taste  the  largest  portion  ere  they  go. 

Pensive  I  spoke,  and  cast  mine  eyes  around; 
The  roof,  methoughl,  return'd  a  solemn  sound; 
Each  colunni  seem'd  to  shake,  and  clouds  like  smoke^ 
From  dusty  piles  and  ancient  volumes  broke; 
Gathering  above,  like  mists  condensed  they  seem, 
Exhaled  in  summer  from  the  rushy  stream. 
Like  flowing  robes  they  now  appear,  and  twine 
Kound  the  large  members  of  a  form  divine; 
His  silver  beard,  that  swept  his  aged  breast. 
His  piercing  eye,  that  inward  light  express'd, 
Were  seen, — but  clouds  and  darkness  veil'd  the  rest. 
Fear  chill'd  my  heart;  to  one  of  mortal  race, 
How  awful  seem'd  the  Genius  of  the  place! 
So  in  Cimmerian  shores,  Ulysses  saw 
Hij  parent-shade,  and  shrunk  in  pious  awe; 
Like  him  I  stood,  and  wrapt  in  thought  profound, 
VVlieii  from  the  pitying  power  broke  forth  a  solemn  sound  >■ 

"  Care  lives  v;ith  all;  no  rules,  no  precepts  save 
The  wise  from  woe,  no  fortitude  the  brave; 
Grief  is  to  man  as  certain  as  the  gra\e: 
Tempests  and  storms  in  life's  whole  progress  rise, 
And  hope  shines  dimly  through  o'erclouded  skies* 
Some  drops  of  comfort  on  the  fiivour'd  fall. 
But  showers  of  sorrow  are  the  lot  of  all: 
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Partial  to  talents,  then,  sliull  Heav'n  witlidraw 
Th'  afflicting  rod,  or  break  the  general  law? 
Shall  he  who  soars,  insjiired  by  loftier  views, 
Life's  little  cares  and  little  paiiii>  refuse? 
Shall  he  not  nulier  feel  a  double  shara 
Of  mortJil  woo,  when  doubly  arm'd  to  bear? 

"  Hard  is  his  fate  who  builds  his  peace  of  mind 
On  the  ])recarious  nierey  of  mankind; 
Who  hof>es  for  wild  and  visionary  things, 
And  mounts  oer  unknown  sea"  with  vent'rou*  wlugt: 
But  as,  of  various  evils  tlint  befall 
The  human  nice,  some  jwrtion  gm-s  to  all; 
To  him  [K-rhaps  the  milder  lot's  asoign'd, 
Who  feels  his  consolation  in  his  mind; 
And  l<H-k'd  within  his  bosom,  bears  about 
A  mental  chann  for  every  care  without. 
E'en  in  the  pangs  of  each  domestic  grief, 
Or  health  or  vigorous  hope  allords  relief; 
And  every  wound  the  tortured  bosom  feel«, 
Or  virtue  bears,  or  some  preserver  heals; 
Some  generous  friend,  of  ample  power  pijssew'd; 
Some  feeling  heart,  tlmt  bleeds  for  the  distress 'd. 
Some  brca.-t  that  glows  with  virtues  all  divine; 
Some  noble  UU  rL.\ND.  misery's  friend  and  lblD« 

"  Nor  sjiy,  the  Muse  s  song,  the  I'oet's  pen. 
Merit  the  scorn  they  meet  from  little  men. 
With  cautious  fi-eodom  if  the  numbers  tiow, 
Not  wildly  high,  nor  pitifully  low; 
If  nee  alone  their  honest  aims  oppose, 
Why  so  a-iliHined  their  friends,  so  loud  their  foes? 
Happy  for  men  in  every  age  and  clime. 
If  all  the  sons  of  vision  dealt  in  rhyme. 
Goon,  then.  Sou  of  Vision!  still  pursue 
Thy  airy  dreams;  the  world  is  dreaming  toa 
Ambition's  lofty  views,  the  pomp  of  state, 
The  pride  of  wealth,  the  splendour  of  the  great, 
Stripp'd  of  their  mask,  their  cares  and  troubles  kncwii 
Are  visions  far  less  h:i[>[)y  than  thy  own: 
Go  on!  and.  while  the  sons  ot  care  cumplaio, 
Be  wisely  gay  and  innocently  vain; 
While  serious  souls  are  by  their  fears  undone, 
Blow  sportive  bladders  in  the  beamy  sun. 
And  call  them  worlds!  and  bid  the  greatest  show 
More  radiant  colours  in  tlieir  worlds  below: 
Then,  as  they  break,  the  slaves  of  care  reprove, 
And  tell  them  iuch  arr  all  the  toys  tbe.y  lov%* 
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BOOK  I. 

The  Village  Life,  and  every  care  that  reigns 
O'er  youthful  peasants  and  declining  swains; 
What  labour  jnelds,  and  what,  that  labour  ^jasl, 
Age,  in  its  hour  of  languor,  finds  at  last; 
What  form  the  real  Picture  of  the  Poor, 
Demand  a  song — the  Mus^e  can  give  no  more. 

Fled  are  those  times,  when,  in  harmonious  strains. 
The  rustic  poet  praised  his  native  plains; 
No  shepherds  now,  in  smooth  alternate  verse. 
Their  country's  beauty  or  their  nymphs'  rehearse; 
Yet  still  for  these  we  frame  the  tender  strain, 
Still  in  our  lays  fond  Corydons  complain. 
And  shepherds'  boys  their  amorous  pains  reveal, 
The  only  pains  alas!  they  never  feel. 

On  Mincio's  banks,  in  Caesar's  bounteous  reign. 
If  Tityrus  found  the  Golden  Age  again, 
Must  sleepy  bards  the  flattering  dream  prolong, 
Mechanic  echoes  of  the  Mantuan  song'? 
From  Truth  and  Nature  shall  we  widely  stray, 
Where  Virgil,  not  wliere  Fancy,  leads  the  way? 

Ye=,  thus  the  Muses  sing  of  happy  swains, 
Because  the  Muses  never  knew  their  pains: 
They  boast  their  peasants'  pipes;  but  peasants  now 
Resign  their  pipes  and  plod  behind  the  plough; 
And  few,  amid  the  rural-tribe,  have  time 
To  number  syllables,  and  play  with  rhyoio; 
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Savp  honest  DrcK,  what  son  of  verse  'lonJd  shan 
riie  poet's  rapture  and  the  peasant's  care? 
Or  tiic  preat  lalioiirs  of  the  field  dc;;rade. 
With  tlic  new  peril  of  a  poorer  tnide?  3  * 

From  this  chief  cause  tlicse  idle  praises  spring, 
That  themes  so  easy  few  forbear  to  sinp; 
For  no  deep  thought  the  trlHing  suhjects  ask; 
To  sintj  of  slicpherds  is  an  easy  task : 
The  happy  youth  assumes  the  common  strain, 
A  nymph  his  mistress,  aim  himself  a  swain; 
VVitii  no  sad  scenes  he  clAtids  his  tuneful  prayer, 
Rut  all.  to  look  like  her,  is  painted  fair. 

I  grant  indeed  that  fields  and  Hocks  have  chamu 
For  him  that  grazes  or  lor  liini  that  farms; 
I'ut  when  amid  such  ple.asing  scenes  I  trace 
The  poor  laborious  natives  of  tht-  place, 
And  see  the  mid-day  >»un,  with  fervid  ray, 
ftn  their  hare  beads  and  dewy  temples  jilay; 
While  some,  with  feebler  head-*  and  fainter  hearts, 
Deplore  their  fortune,  yet  sus-tain  their  part* — 
Then  shall  I  dare  these  real  ills  to  hide 
In  tinsel  tnippings  of  [)oetic  pride? 

No;  cast  by  Fortune  on  a  frowning  coa.st, 
Wliich  neither  groves  nor  happy  valleys  boast; 
Where  other  cares  than  those  the  Muse  relates. 
And  other  shefihcnls  dwell  with  other  mates; 
But  such  examples  taught,  I  jiaint  the  ("ot, 
As  Truth  will  paint  it,  and  as  Hards  will  not: 
Nor  you,  ye  Poor,  of  letter'd  scorn  complain, 
To  you  the  .smoothest  song  is  smooth  in  vain; 
O'ercome  by  lalwur,  and  Ixnv'd  down  by  time. 
Feel  you  the  barren  Hattery  of  a  rhyme? 
Can  poets  soothe  you,  when  you  pine  for  bread. 
By  winding  myrtles  round  yotir  ruin'd  shed? 
Can  their  light  t;iles  your  weighty  griefs  o'erpower, 
Or  glad  with  airy  mirth  the  toilsome  hour? 

Lo!  where  the  lieath.  with  withering  brake  grown  "  ta 
Lends  the  light  turf  that  warms  the  neighlwuring  poor; 
From  thence  a  length  of  burning  sand  appears, 
Where  the  thin  harvest  waves  its  wither'd  ears; 
Rank  weeds,  tliat  every  art  and  care  defy, 
Reign'd  o'er  the  land,  and  rob  the  blighted  rye. 
There  thistles  .stretch  their  prickly  arms  af;ir, 
And  to  the  ragged  infant  threaten  war; 
There  poppies  nodding,  mock  the  ho|>e  or  toil; 
There  the  blue  bugloss  paints  the  -terile  soil; 
Hardy  and  high,  above  the  slender  sheaf, 
The  slimy  mallow  waves  her  silky  leaf; 
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\  O'er  the  yoting  short  the  charlock  throws  a  shade, 
(And  clasping  tares  cling  round  the  sickly  blade; 
With  mingled  tints  the  rocky  coast  abound, 
And  a  sad  splendour  vainly  shines  around. 
So  looks  the  nymph  whom  \vTetched  arts  adorn, 
Betray 'd  by  man,  then  left  for  man  to  scorn ;      s;  ^ 
Whose  cheek  in  vain  assumes  the  mimic  rose, 
While  her  sad  eyes  the  troubled  breast  disclose; 
Whose  outward  siilendour  is  but  folly's  dress, 
Exposing  most,  when  most  it  gilds  distress. 

H«re  joyless  roam  a  wild  amphibious  race, 
With  sullen  woe  display 'd  in  every  face; 
Who,  far  fi'om  civil  arts  and  s(x;ial  H}', 
And  scowl  at  strangers  with  sus])icious  eye. 

Here  too  the  lawless  merchant  of  the  main 
Draws  from  his  plough  th'  intoxicated  swain;  ' 
Want  only  claim'd  the  labour  of  the  day, 
Rut  vice  now  steals  his  nightly  rest  away. 

■^''■ffr*  1^9  •'■»  r»-ojn,«j  who,  daily  labour  done. 
With  rural  games  piay «'  down  the  .setting  sun; 
Who  stiiick  with  match.ess  force  the  bounding  half, 
Or  made  the  pondVous  quoit  obliquely  fall; 
While  .some  huge  Ajax,  terrible  and  strong. 
Engaged  some  artful  stripling  of  the  throng, 
And  fell  beneath  him,  foil'd,. while  far  armind 
Hoarse  triumph  rose,  and  rocks  return'd  the  sound?    f  » 
Wiiere  now  are  these? — Beneath  yon  cliff  they  stand, 
To  show  the  freighted  pinnace  where  to  land; 
To  load  the  ready  .steed  witii  guilty  haste, 
To  fly  in  terror  o'er  the  pathless  waste, 
Or,  when  detected,  in  their  straggling  course. 
To  foil  their  foes  by  cunning  or  by  force; 
Or,  yielding  part  (which  equal  knaves  demand), 
To  gain  a  lawless  pas.sport  Jhrough  the  land. 

Here,  wand'ring  long,  amid  these  frowning  fields, 
I  sought  the  simple  life  that  Nature  yields; 
Rapine  and  Wrong  and  Fear  usurp'd  her  place, 
And  a  bold,  artful,  surly,  savage  race; 
Who,  only  skill'd  to  take  the  finny  tribe 
The  yearly  dinner,  or  septennial  bribe. 
Wait  on  the  shore,  and  as  the  waves  run  high, 
On  the  tost  vessel  bend  their  eager  eye, 
Which  to  their  coast  directs  its  vent  rous  way; 
Theirs,  or  the  ocean's,  miserable  prey. 

As  on  their  neighbouring  hciich  yon  swallows  stand, 
And  wait  for  favouring  winds  to  leave  the  land; 
While  still  for  flight  the  ready  wing  is  spread; 
9o  waited  1  the  favoming  hour  and  Hed' 
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TleA  from  these  shore*  where  Ruilt  and  famine  reign, 

And  cried,  AliI  ha|)le8s  tliey  who  still  reniaia; 

W'lio  Rtill  retniiin  to  hoar  the  oesaxn  roar, 

Whose  ^rrecny  wiivps  devojir  the  l<Msciiin(?  shore; 

Till  K»ino  fierce  ti<lc,  wltli  more  iiii|>erioii8  swajr, 

Sweeps  the  low  hut  and  hII  it  lioliLs  awiiy: 

When  the  sivl  tenant  wt^-ps  Cfdin  'lonr  to  door; 

Aii'i  Vx^-rs  a  [i<)<)r  pri)te<-lii>n  Iroiii  the  po<jr!  I  3    0 

But  thoM;  are  scenes  where  Nature  s  niggard  bniW 
(lavo  a  spare  (Mrtion  to  the  t'nn)if>h'd  land; 
iler  »  is  the  fault,  if  here  mankind  complain 
Of  fruitlcfis  loil  and  lal>oitr  s|)ent  in  vain; 
But  yet  in  other  scenes  more  fair  in  view. 
When  Plenty  smiles — alas  I   she  smiles  for  few- 
Ami  tliose  who  taste  not,  yet  Itehold  her  store. 
Are  as  the  slaves  that  di;j  the  f;ol(ien  ore — 
The  weitlth  around  them  makes  them  douhly  poor. 

Or  will  you  deem  them  amjily  paid  in  health, 
Lahour's  fair  child,  that  lanjjuishcs  with  wealth? 
(jo  then!  and  see  them  rising  with  the  sun. 
ThrouL;h  a  long  course  of  daily  toil  to  run; 
■See  them  l>eneath  the  dog-star's  ni;,'ing  l»eat, 
Wheti  the  knees  tremble  and  the  temples  beat; 
Behold  them,  leaning  on  their  scytlies,  look  o'er 
The  labour  past,  and  toils  to  come  explore; 
See  them  alternate  suns  and  showers  engage. 
And  hoard  up  aches  and  anguish  for  their  age; 
Through  fens  and  marshy  moors  their  steps  purso* 
When  their  wann  pores  imliil>e  the  evening  dew; 
Then  own  that  labour  may  as  fatal  be 
To  these  thy  slaves,  as  thino  excess  to  thee. 

Amid  tliis  tribe  too  oft  a  manly  pride 
Strives  in  strong  toil  the  fainting  iieart  to  hide 
There  may  you  see  the  youth  of  slender  trams 
Contend  with  weakness,  weariness,  and  shame, 
Yet  urged  along,  and  proudly  loth  to  yieio. 
He  strives  to  join  his  fellows  of  the  field: 
Till  long-contending  nature  droops  at  last, 
Declining  health  rejects  his  poor  repast. 
His  cheerless  spouse  the  coming  danger  sees 
Aiid  iiiutunl  murmurs  urge  the  slow  disease. 

Yet  grant  tliein  health,  'tis  not  for  us  to  tell. 
Though  the  head  droops  not,  that  the  heart  is  well, 
Or  will  you  praise  that  homely,  healthy  Hire, 
Plenteous  and  plain,  that  happy  peas:ints  sliarol 
Oh!  trifle  not  with  wants  you  cannot  feel. 
Nor  mock  the  misery  of  a  stinted  meal ; 
Homely,  not  wholesome,  plain,  not  plenteous,  sacli 
As  you  who  pr\ise  would  never  deigi.  to  toucb 
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Ye  gentle  souls,  who  dream  of  rural  ease, 
Whom  the  smooth  stream  and  smoother  sonnet  please 
Go!  if  the  peaceful  cot  your  praises  share, 
Go  look  within,  and  ask  if  peace  be  there; 
If  pea<^e  be  his — that  droopinj;  weary  sire, 
Or  theirs,  that  offsprinj;  round  their  feeble  fire; 
Or  hers,  that  matron  pale,  whose  trembHng  hand 
Turns  on  the  wretched  hearth  th'  expiring  brandl 

Xcr  yet  can  Time  itself  obtain  for  these  [  '>■« 

Life's  latest  comforts,  due  respect  and  ease; 
For  yonder  see  that  hoary  swain,  whose  age 
Can  with  no  cares  except  its  own  engage; 
Who,  propt  on  that  rude  staff,  looks  up  to  see 
The  bare  arms  broken  from  the  witiiering  tree. 
On  which,  a  boy,  he  climb'd  tlie  loftiest  bough. 
Then  his  first  joy,  but  his  sad  emblem  now. 

He  once  was  chief  in  all  the  rustic  trade; 
His  steady  hand  the  straightest  furrow  made; 
Full  many  a  prize  he  won,  and  still  is  proud      '  ^  !> 
To  find  the  triumphs  of  his  youth  allow'd; 
A  transient  pleasure  sparkles  in  his  eyes. 
He  hears  and  smiles,  then  thinks  again  and  sighs: 
For  now  he  journeys  to  his  grave  in  pain; 
The  rich  disdain  him:  nay,  the  poor  disdain: 
Alternate  masters  now  their  slave  command, 
Urge  the  weak  efforts  of  his  feeble  hand. 
And,  when  his  age  attempts  its  task  in  vain, 
With  ruthless  taunts,  of  lazy  poor  complain. 

Oft  may  you  see  him,  when  he  tends  the  sheep,      '■ 
His  winter  charge,  beneath  the  hillock  weep: 
Oft  hear  him  murmur  to  the  winds  that  blow 
O'er  his  white  locks  and  bury  them  in  snow, 
When,  roused  by  rage  and  muttering  in  the  mom 
He  mends  the  broken  hedge  with  icy  thorn: — 

"  Why  do  I  live,  when  I  desire  to  be 
At  once  from  life  and  life's  long  labour  frew»? 
Like  leaves  in  spring,  the  young  are  blown  away, 
Without  the  sorrows  of  a  slow  decay; 
I,  like  yon  wither'd  leaf  remain  behind. 
Nipt  by  the  frost,  and  shivering  in  the  wind; 
There  it  abides  till  younger  buds  come  on. 
As  J,  now  all  my  fellow-swains  are  gone; 
Tlifii,  from  the  rising  generation  thrust. 
It  f;ilh.  like  me,  unnoticed  to  the  dust. 

"  These  fruitful  Helds.  these  numerous  flock»  I  see^ 
Are  others'  gain,  but  kilUng  cares  to  me; 
To  me  the  children  of  my  youth  are  lords. 
Cool  in  their  Iix)ks.  but  hasty  in  their  words: 
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Wants  of  tlieir  owrrdemaml  their  care;  knd  who     Z  '  ^' 

Fe'jls  his  own  want  and  succours  others  too? 

A  lonely,  wretched  man,  in  pain  I  go, 

None  need  my  help,  and  none  relieve  my  woe; 

Then  let  my  bones  beneath  the  turf  be  laid, 

And  men  forget  the  wretch  they  would  not  aid." 

Thus  groan  the  old,  till  by  disease  opjiressu. 
They  taste  a  final  woe,  and  then  tlioy  rei^t. 

Theirs  is  yon  l{ou.<<e  that  holds  the  p:irish  poor, 
Whose  walls  of  mud  scirce  bear  the  broken  door; 
There,  where  the  putrid  vajwurs,  flagging,  play, 
And  the  dull  wheel  hums  doleful  through  the  day^ 
There  children  dwell  who  know  no  parent's  care; 
Parents,  who  know  no  children's  love,  dwell  tberel 
Heart-broken  matrons  on  their  joyless  bed, 
Forsiiken  wives,  and  mothers  never  wed 
Dejected  widows  with  unheeded  tears. 
And  crippled  age  with  more  than  childhood  fears: 
The  lame,  the  blind,  and,  far  the  happiest  they  I 
The  moping  idiot,  and  the  madm:in  gay. 

Here  too  the  sick  their  final  doom  receive. 
Here  brought,  amid  the  scenes  of  grief,  to  grieve. 
Where  the  loud  groans  froni  some  Mid  chainlwr  flow 
Mixt  with  the  clamours  of  the  crowd  below; 
Here,  sorrowing,  they  each  kindred  sorrow  scan. 
And  the  cold  charities  of  man  to  man: 
Whose  laws  indeed  for  ruin d  af;e  provide. 
And  strong  compulsion  plucks  the  scrip  from  prida* 
But  still  that  scrap  is  bought  with  many  a  sigh. 
And  pride  embitters  what  it  can  t  deny. 

Say,  ye,  opprest  by  some  fantastic  woes, 
'Some  jsirring  nerve  that  baffles  your  repose; 
Who  prens  the  downy  couch,  while  slaves  adTanoe 
•With  timid  eye  to  read  the  distant  glance; 
Who  with  sad  prayers  the  weary  doctor  tease, 
To  name  the  nameless  ever-new  disease: 
Who  with  mock  |>atieuce  dire  complaints  endara, 
Which  real  pain  and  that  alone  can  cure; 
How  would  ye  bear  in  real  pain  to  lie. 
Despised,  neglected,  left  alone  to  die? 
How  w^ould  ye  bear  to  draw  your  latest  breath. 
Where  all  that's  wretched  paves  the  way  for  death? 

Such  is  that  room  which  one  rude  beam  divides, 
And  naked  niftcrs  lorm  the  sloping  sides; 
Where  the  vile  tands  that  bind  the  thatch  are  seen. 
And  lath  and  mud  are  all  that  lie  between; 
Save  one  dull  pane,  that,  ccarsely  patch'd,  gives  waj 
To  the  rude  tempest,  yet  bxcludos  tlie  day: 
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Here,  on  a  matted  flock,  with  dust  o'erspread. 
The  drooping  wretch  reclines  his  languid  head, 
For  him  no  hand  the  cordial  cup  applies 
Or  wipes  the  tear  that  stagnates  in  liis  eyes; 
No  friends  with  soft  discourse  his  pain  bcgaiio^ 
Or  promise  hope,  till  sickness  wears  a  sniile. 

But  soon  a  loud  and  hasty  summons  calls, 
Shakes  the  thin  roof,  and  echoes  round  the  walk; 
Anon,  a  figure  enters,  quaintly  neat, 
All  pride  and  business,  bustle  and  conceit; 
With  looks  unalter'd  by  these  scenes  of  woe, 
With  speed  that,  entering,  speaks  his  baste  to  go, 
He  bids  the  gazing  throng  around  him  fly,    t  ^  ^ 
And  caiTies  fate  and  physic  in  his  eye : 
A  potent  quack,  long  versed  in  human  ills. 
Who  first  insults  the  victim  whom  lie  kills; 
Whose  murdVous  hand  a  drowsy  Bench  protect. 
And  whose  most  tender  mercy  is  neglect. 

Paid  by  the  parish  for  attendai>ce  here. 
He  wears  contempt  upon  his  sapient  sneer; 
In  haste  he  seeks  the  bed  wlicre  Misery  lies, 
impatience  mavk'd  in  liis  averted  eyes; 
And,  some  habitual  queries  hurried  o  er,     *•      * 
Without  reply,  he  rushes  on  the  door: 
His  drooping  patient,  long  inured  to  pain, 
And  long  unheeded,  knows  remonstrance  vaio; 
He  ceases  now  the  feeble  help  to  crave 
Of  man;  and  silent  sinks  into  tlie  grave. 

But  ere  his  death  some  pious  doubts  arise. 
Some  simple  fears,  which  '•  bold  bad  "  men  despiM 
Fain  would  he  ask  the  parish  priest  to  prove 
His  title  certain  to  the  joys  above: 

For  this  he  sends  the  murmuring  nurse,  who  a%  j  i  »  ^ 
The  holy  stranger  to  these  dismal  walls: 
And  doth  not  he,  the  pious  man,  appear. 
He,  "  passing  rich  wirh  forty  pounds  a  year?" 
Ah!  no;  a  shepherd  of  a  diflierent  stock. 
And  far  unlike  him,  feeds  tliis  little  flock: 
A  jovial  youth,  who  thinks  his  Sunday's  task 
As  much  as  God  or  man  can  fairly  ask: 
The  rest  he  gives  to  loves  and  labours  light, 
To  fields  the  morning,  and  to  feasts  the  night; 
None  better  skill  d  tlie  noi.<y  pack  to  guide,     Z  '  "^ 
To  urge  their  chase,  to  cheer  them  or  to  chide; 
A  sportsman  keen,  he  shoots  througii  half  the  daj 
A.nd,  skill  d  at  whist,  devotes  the  night  to  play: 
Then,  while  such  honours  bloom  around  his  head, 
Sliall  he  sit  sadly  by  the  sick  ixun's  bed. 
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To  raise^he  hope  ho  feels  not,  or  with  real 
To  combat  fears  tliat  e'en  the  pious  feci? 

Now  once  again  the  gloomy  scene  exjilore, 
Less  gloomy  now;  the  bitter  hour  is  o  er, 
The  man  of  many  sorrows  sighs  no  more. —      ■  ^  ^ 
Up  yonder  hill,  behold  how  sadly  slow 
Tlie  bier  moves  winding  from  the  vale  l)elow: 
I  There  lie  the  hap[py  dead,  from  trouble  free, 
/And  the  glad  parish  pays  the  frugal  fee: 
No  more,  <J  iJeath!  tiiy  victim  starts  to  liear 
Churchwarden  stern,  or  kingly  overseer; 
No  more  the  farnier  claims  Ills  hundile  l)OW, 
Thou  art  his  lord,  the  best  of  tjTauts  thou! 

Now  to  the  clmrch  behold  tlip.  mourners  coiM 
Sedately  torpid  and  devoutly  dumb;  ■<  ' 

The  village  children  now  their  games  suspend, 
To  see  the  bier  that  bears  their  ancient  triend: 
For  he  wiis  one  in  all  their  idle  sport. 
And  like  a  monarch  ruled  their  little  court; 
The  pliant  bow  he  form'd,  the  flying  bull. 
The  bat,  tlie  wicket,  were  his  labours  all; 
Him  now  they  follow  to  his  grave,  and  sUnd, 
Silent  and  sad,  and  gazing,  hand  in  hand; 
While  bending  low,  their  eager  eyes  explore 
The  mingled  relics  of  the  parish  \mot. 
The  bell  tolls  late,  the  moping  owl  flies  round. 
Fear  m:u-ks  the  (light  and  magnifies  the  sound; 
The  busy  priest,  deuiiu'd  by  weightier  care, 
Defers  his  duty  till  the  day  of  prayer; 
Ajid,  waiting  long,  the  crowd  retire  distrest, 
Tc  t>'i"lt  a  poor  man*  booes  sbomd  lie 
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There  are  fonnd,  amid  the  Evils  of  a  laborious  Life,  aomt 
Views  of  Tranquillity  and  Happiness — The  Kpposo  and  Plea- 
sure of  a  Suminer  Sabbath  :  interrupted  by  Intoiiration  and 
Dispute — Villat;e  Detraction — Complaints  of  the  'Squire — 
The  Evening  Riots — Justice — Reasons  for  this  unpleasant 
View  of  Rustic  Life:  the  Effect  it  should  have  upon  the 
Lower  Classes ;  and  the  Higher — Those  last  have  their  pecu- 
liar Distresses:  ExempUlied  in  the  Life  and  heroic  Death  o£ 
Lord  Robert  Manners — Concluding  Address  to  His  Grace  the 
Duko  of  Rutland. 


No  longer  truth,  though  shown  in  verse,  disdain, 

But  own  the  Village  Life  a  life  of  pain: 

I  too  must  yield,  that  oft  amid  these  woes 

Are  gleams  of  transient  mirth  and  iiours  of  sweet  repoflO^ 

Such  as  you  Kud  on  yonder  sportive  Green, 

The  'squire's  tall  gate  and  churchway-walk  hetween; 

Where  loitering  stray  a  little  trihe  of  friends, 

On  a  fair  Sunday  when  the  Sermon  ends: 

Then  rural  heanx  their  best  attire  put  on, 

To  win  their  nymphs,  as  other  nymphs  are  won,     /  0 

While  those  long  wed  go  plain,  and  by  defrn-es, 

Like  other  Ini^liaiids,  cpiit  their  care  to  [ilease. 

Some  of  the  sermon  talk,  a  sober  crowd. 

And  loudly  praise,  if  it  were  preach'd  aloud; 

Some  on  the  labuur.s  of  the  week  look  round, 

Feel  their  own  worth,  and  think  their  toil  renown'dj 

While  some,  whose  hopes  to  no  renown  extend, 

Are  only  pleased  to  find  their  labours  end. 

Thus,  as  their  hours  glide  on,  with  (ileasure  franght 
Their  careful  masters  brood  the  painful  thought;      \v) 
Much  in  their  mind  they  murmur  and  lament. 
That  one  fair  day  should  be  so  idly  sfient; 
And  think  that  Ilcaven  deals  hard,  to  tithe  their  storo 
And  tax  their  time  lor  preachers  and  the  pr>or. 

Yet  .still,  ye  humbler  friends,  enjoy  your  hour, 
This  is  your  portion,  yet  unclaim'd  of  power; 
This  is  Heaven's  gift  to  weary  men  oppress'd, 
And  seems  the  type  of  their  expected  rest: 
But  yours,  al.a-s!  are  joys  that  soon  decay; 
Frail  joys,  begun  and  ended  with  the  day; 
Or  yet,  while  day  permits  those  joys  to  reiga, 
The  village  vices  drive  them  from  the  plain. 

See  the  stout  churl.  in'Hrunken  fury  great, 
Strike  the  bare  bosom  of  hi-  teeiiing   n.itpl 
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His  naked  vices,  rude  and  unrefined, 
Exert  their  open  tinipire  o'er  the  mind: 
But  can  we  less  tlie  senseless  r:i<je  despi§e, 
Because  tlio  savasje  acts  witiiout  disj;uise? 

Yet  here  Disguise,  tlie  city's  vice,  is  s(<cn, 
And  Slaiider  steals  alonj;  and  taints  the  (Jreoa. 
At  her  approach  domestic  peace  is  L'one, 
Domestic  broils  at  her  approach  come  on; 
She  to  the  wife  the  husband's  crime  conveys, 
She  tells  the  husband  when  his  consort  strays; 
Her  busy  tongue,  through  nil  the  little  state. 
Diffuses  doubt,  sus|)icion,  and  debate; 
Peace,  tim'rous  gcxldess!  quits  her  old  Jomaii), 
In  sentiment  and  long  content  to  reign. 

Nor  are  the  nymphs  that  breathe  the  rui-a?  air 
So  fair  as  Cynthia's  nor  so  cluustc  as  fail': 
Thes<!  to  the  town  afford  each  fresher  face, 
And  the  clown's  trull  receives  the  i)eer's  embrace; 
i'"rom  whom,  should  chance  again  convey  her  down, 
The  peer's  diswise  in  turn  att;tcks  the  clown. 

Here  too  the  's(]uire,  or  'squire-like  farmer,  talk, 
How  round  their  regions  nightly  pilferers  walk; 
How  from  their  ponds  the  tish  are  liorne,  and  all 
I'lui  rip'ning  treasures  from  their  lofty  wallj 
How  meaner  rivals  in  their  sports  <lelight. 
Just  right  enough  to  claim  a  doubtful  right;        (c>  ^ 
Who  take  a  licence  round  their  iields  to  stray, 
A  mongrel  nice!  the  poachers  of  the  day. 

And  hark!  the  riots  of  the  Green  begin, 
That  sprang  at  first  from  yonder  noisy  inn; 
What  time  the  weekly  pay  w.is  vanish'd  all. 
Anil  the  slow  hostess  scored  the  threat  ning  wall; 
What  time  they  ask  d,  their  I'riendly  feast  to  close, 
A  final  cup,  and  that  will  make  them  foes; 
When  blows  ensue  that  break  the  ami  of  toil, 
And  rustic  battle  ends  the  boobies'  broil.  "Y  ^ 

Save  when  to  yonder  Hall  they  bend  tlieir  way 
Whore  the  grave  Justice  ends  the  grievous  fray; 
He  who  recites,  to  keep  the  poor  in  awe, 
The  law's  last  volume — for  he  knows  the  law: — 
To  him  with  anger  or  with  shame  repair 
The  injured  peasant  and  deluded  f;ur. 

Lo!  at  his  throne  the  silent  nymph  appears. 
Frail  by  her  shape,  but  modest  in  her  tears: 
And  while  slie  stands  abash'd,  with  co:iscious  eye 
Some  favourite  female  of  her  judge  glides  by,  S  ^ 

VVho  views  with  scornful  glance  the  stnnnpet's  fat*, 
And  thanks  the  stars  that  made  her  keeper  great: 
t3 
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Ke:ir  hci  liie  swain,  about  to  hear  for  lift 
One  certain  evil,  doubts  'twixt  war  am!  wife. 
But,  wliile  tlie  taitriiig  damsel  takes  her  f)ath. 
Consents  to  wed,  and  so  secures  tlieni  botli. 

Yet  why,  you  ask,  these  humble  crimes  relate, 
Why  make  the  Poor  as  guilty  as  the  Great? 
To  show  the  great,  those  mightier  sons  of  pride. 
How  near  in  vice  the  lowest  are  allied;  ^'^ 

Such  are  their  natures  and  their  passions  such, 
But  these  disguise  too  little,  those  too  much: 
So  shall  the  man  of  power  and  plesisnre  see 
In  his  own  slave  as  vile  a  wretch  as  he; 
l;i  his  luxurious  lord  the  servant  find 
His  own  low  pleasures  and  degenerate  mind: 
And  eacli  in  all  the  kindred  vices  trace, 
Of  a  poor,  blind,  bewilder'd,  erring  race, 
Who,  a  short  time  in  varied  fortune  past, 
Die,  and  are  equal  in  the  dust  at  last.  •   " 

And  yon,  ye  Poor,  who  still  lament  your  fate. 
Forbear  to  envy  those  you  call  the  Great; 
And  know,  amid  those  blessings  they  possess, 
They  are,  like  you,  the  victims  of  distress; 
While  Sloth  with  many  a  pang  tonnents  her  slave, 
Fears  waits  on  guilt,  and  Danger  shakes  the  brave. 

Oh!  if  in  life  one  noble  chief  appears, 
Great  in  his  name,  while  blooming  in  his  years; 
Born  to  enjoy  wliate'cr  delights  mankind. 
And  yet  to  all  you  feel  or  fear  resign  d;  ' 

W^ho  gave  up  joys  and  hopes  to  you  unknown, 
For  pains  and  dangers  greater  than  your  own: 
If  such  there  be,  then  let  your  murmurs  cease. 
Think,  think  of  him,  and  take  your  lot  in  peace. 

And  such  there  was: — Oh!  grief  that  checks  our  priia 
Weeping  we  say  there  was, — for  Manners  died: 
Beloved  of  Heaven,  these  humble  lines  forgive, 
That  sing  of  Thee,  and  thus  aspire  to  live. 
As  the  tall  oak,  whose  vigorous  branches  form 
An  ample  sTiade  and  brave  the  wildest  storm, 
High  o'er  the  subject  wood  is  seen  to  grow, 
The  guard  and  glory  of  the  trees  below; 
Till  on  its  head  the  fiery  bolt  descends, 
And  o'er  the  plain  the  shatter  d  trunk  extends; 
Yet  then  it  lies,  all  wond'rous  as  before, 
Aiid  still  the  glory,  though  they  guard  no  more: 
So  THOO,  when  every  virtue,  every  grace, 
Rose  in  thy  soul,  or  shone  within  thy  face; 
When,  though  the  Son  of  Granby,  thou  wert  known 
Less  by  thj  VJier's  glory  thau  thy  own; 
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Wln-n  IloTiour  luve3  and  ^ave  tliee  ev«  ry  charm. 
Fire  to  thy  eye  and  vii^our  to  tliy  arm; 
Then  from  our  killy  bodies  and  lonfring  eyes, 
Fate  and  tliy  virtnes  calld  tlioe  to  tlie  skiea; 
Yet  still  w€  wonder  at  tliy  tow'ring  fame. 
And,  losing  thee,  still  dwell  upon  thy  name. 

Oil!  ever  honour'd,  ever  valued!  say, 
What  verse  can  praise  thee,  or  what  work  nfpajf 
Yet  verse  (in  all  we  can)  thy  worth  repays. 
Nor  tmsts  the  tardy  zeal  of  future  days; 
Honouis  for  thee  thy  country  ^hall  prepare, 
Thee  iu  their  hearts,  the  pood,  tlte  brave  shall  beat 
To  deeds  like  thine  shall  iK)bli»st  chiefs  a«pire, 
The  Mu^  shall  mourn  tlioe,  and  the  worM  aiitnirSb 

In  future  times,  wlien  smit  with  Glory's  arms, 
The  untried  youth  <irrt  quits  a  father's  charms ;— 
■'  Oh!  he  like  him,"  the  weeping  sire  shall  say; 
"  Like  Maknkks  walk,  who  walk  d  in  Honour '•  mf 
In  daiiper  foremost,  yet  in  death  solate, 
Oh!  l>e  like  him  in  all  things,  but  his  fate!" 

If  for  that  fate  «ich  public  tears  l>e  shed. 
That  Victory  seems  to  die  now  thod  art  dead; 
How  sliall  a  friend  his  nearer  ho])e  resi;jti, 
That  friend  a  brotljcr,  and  wuose  soul  was  thine? 
By  what  liold  lines  shall  we  his  prief  express. 
Or  by  what  soothini;  iiumi>ers  make  it  less? 

'Tis  not,  I  know,  the  chimin^  of  a  song, 
Nor  all  the  powers  that  to  tlie  Muse  belong. 
Words  aptly  cull  d.  and  meaniugs  well  express'd. 
Can  calm  the  sorrows  of  a  wounded  breast; 
But  Virtue,  soother  of  the  fiercest  pains. 
Shall  heal  tJiat  l>osoin,  Kutlakd,  where  she  reigns 

'i'et  hard  tlie  task  to  heel  the  bleeding  heart. 
To  bid  the  still  recurring  thoufihts  depart, 
Taine  the  tierce  grief  and  stem  the  rising  sigh. 
And  curb  relK'llious  |>a«sioii,  with  reply; 
Calujly  to  dwell  on  all  that  pleased  before, 
And  yet  to  know  that  all  shall  please  no  more; — 
Oh!  glorious  lal>our  of  the  soul,  to  save 
Her  captive  powers,  niul  bravely  mourn  the  brave. 

To  such  tl'.ese  tlwughts  will  lasting  comfort  giT»^ 
Life  it  not  n»eas*ired  by  the  time  we  live: 
Tis  not  an  even  course  of  threescore  years, — 
A  life  of  narrow  views  and  paltry  fears, 
Grey  hairs  and  wrinkles  and  the  cares  they  brin^ 
That  take  from  Death  the  terrors  or  the  sting; 
But  'tis  the  gen'rous  spirit,  mounting  high. 
Above  the  world,  that  native  of  the  sky; 
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Tne  noole  spirit,  tliat,  in  dangers  brave, 
Calmly  looks  on,  or  looks  beyond  the  grave: — 
Such  Manners  was,  so  he  resign'd  his  breath, 
If  in  a  glorious,  then  a  timely  death. 

Cease  then  that  grief,  and  let  those  tears  Bubeidti 
If  Passion  rule  us,  be  that  passion  pride; 
If  Reason,  reason  bids  us  strive  to  raise 
Our  fallen  hearts,  and  be  like  him  we  praise; 
Or  if  Affection  still  the  soul  subdue, 
Bring  all  his  virtues,  all  his  worth  in  view, 
And  let  affection  find  its  comfort  too: 
For  how  can  gi-ief  so  deeply  wound  the  heart. 
When  Admiration  claims  so  large  a  part? 

Grief  is  a  foe — expel  him  then  thy  soul; 
Let  nobler  thouglits  the  nearer  views  control! 
Oh!  make  the  age  to  come  thy  better  care. 
See  other  Rutlands,  other  Granbys  there! 
And,  as  thy  thoughts  through  streaming  ages  gli^ 
See  other  heroes  die  as  Manners  died: 
And  flora  their  fate,  thy  race  sliall  nobler  grow 
As  trees  shoot  upwards  that  are  pruned  below; 
Qc-asjelJ^Tliaines,  borne  down  with  decent  prid& 
Sees  his  young  streams  run  warbling  at  his  side; 
Though  some,  by  art  cut  off,  no  longer  run. 
And  some  are  lost  beneath  the  summer  sun — 
Yet.  ihe  pure  stream  moves  on,  and,  as  it  movtiS, 
Its  power  increases,  and  its  use  improves; 
Willie  plenty  round  its  spacious  waves  beatov, 
Still  it  fiowe  cm,  tuid  ^hall  for  ever  &cr». 
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rhii  not  a  Time  f»vonral>le  to  poetical  Compo«ition:  »nd  why  — 
Ni;wapnppr»  enemies  to  I.iternture,  and  their  pcrifiiJ  In- 
fluence— Their  Numbers— The  Sumiay  Monitor— Their  cene- 
ral  Character— Their  KlTect  upon  Indivulu-il*— upon  Society 
—in  the  Country— The  Village  Freeholder— What  kind  ol 
Composition  n  Newspaper  is;  and  the  AnuuemeDt  it  afTordi 
—Of  what  I'arls  it  is  chiefly  composed  -Articles  of  Intelli- 
(fence:  Adv.Ttisementt:  Tlie  Sta^e:  Quacts:  Pufflnu—Th* 
Correspondents  to  a  Newspaper,  political  and  poetical- 
Advice  to  the  latter— Conclusion. 


A  TiMR  like  this,  n  busy,  Imstlin}*  tinin, 
Suits  ill  witli  writers,  very  ill  with  rhyme: 
Unlieanl  we  sinj;,  when  ps.rty-rapo  runs  strong, 
And  mi'.'hticr  mjidncss  clicokr.  tho  flowing  song: 
Or.  should  v.c  force  the  pe.iceful  Muse  to  wield 
Her  f'lvMe  arms  amid  the  furious  field. 
Where  party-pens  a  worily  war  maintain, 
I'oor  is  her  aiiper,  ami  her  friendship  vain; 
And  oft  the  foes  who  feel  her  sting,  combine 
Till  serious  venjjeance  pays  an  idle  line: 
For  party-poets  are  like  wasps,  who  dart 
Deatli  to  themselves.  an<l  to  tlii-ir  foes  but  smart 

Hard  then  our  fate:  if  genenil  tiicmes  we  ciiOCd 
Neplect  awaits  the  song,  and  chills  the  Muse; 
Or  should  we  sinsr  the  siilyect  of  the  day. 
To-morrows  wonder  pull's  our  pniise  away. 
More  blest  the  bards  of  that  poetic  time, 
\Vlieii  all  found  renders  who  could  find  a  rhjine; 
Green  <jrcw  the  liays  on  every  teiiming  head. 
And  fibber  was  enthroned.  :ind  .Settle  read. 
Sinj;.  drooping  Muse,  the  cause  of  thy  decline: 
Why  reign  no  more  the  once-triumphant  Nine? 
Alas!  new  charms  the  wavering  many  gain. 
And  rival  sheets  the  reader's  eye  detain; 
A  d:iily  sw.inn.  that  banish  everj'  Muse, 
Come  Hying  fortli,  and  mortals  c-Ul  them  NewI; 
For  these,  unread,  the  noblest  volumes  lie; 
For  these,  in  sheets,  unsoil'd.  the  Muses  die; 
Unbouglit,  tiublest,  the  virgin  copies  wait 
lu  vain  foi  fame,  aud  sink,  unseen,  to  fato. 
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Since  t/ien,  the   Town  torsakes  us  for  ou.'  ft«* 
Tlie  smoothest  numbers  for  the  harshest  prosef 
Let  us,  with  generous  scorn,  the  taste  Heride, 
And  sing  our  rivals  with  a  rival's  pride. 

Ye  gentle  poets,  who  so  oft  complain 
That  foul  neglect  is  all  your  labours  gain; 
That  pity  only  checks  your  growing  spite 
To  erring  man,  and  prompts  you  still  to  write, 
That  your  choice  works  on  humble  stalls  are  laid, 
Or  vainly  grace  the  windows  of  the  trade; 
Be  ye  my  friends,  if  friendship  e'er  can  warm 
Those  rival  bosoms  whom  the  Muses  charm : 
Think  of  the  common  cause  wherein  we  go, 
Like  gallant  Greeks  against  the  Trojan  foe; 
Nor  let  one  peevish  chief  his  leader  blame. 
Till,  crown'd  with  conquest,  we  regain  our  fame; 
And  let  us  join  our  forces  to  subdue. 
This  bold  assuming  but  successful  crew. 
I  smg  of  News,  and  all  those  vapid  sheets 
The  rattling  hawker  vends  through  gaping  streets^ 
Whate'er  their  name,  wliate'er  the  time  they  fly 
Damp  from  the  press,  to  charm  the  reader's  eye; 
For,  soon  as  Morning  dawns  with  roseate  hue, 
The  Herald  of  the  Morn  arises  too; 
Post  after  Post  succeeds,  and,  all  day  long, 
Gazettes  and  Ledgeks  swarm,  a  noisy  throng. 
When  evening  conies,  she  comes  with  all  her  train 
Of  Ledgers,  Ciiuonici.es,  and  Posts  again, 
Like  bats,  appearing,  when  the  sun  goes  down, 
From  holes  obscure  and  corners  of  the  town. 
Of  all  these  triflers,  all  like  these,  I  write; 
Oh!  like  my  subject  could  my  song  delight, 
The  crowd  of  Lloyd's  one  poet's  name  should  raise, 
And  all  the  Alley  echo  to  his  ])raisc. 

In  shoals  the  liours  their  constant  numbers  brings 
Like  insects  waking  to  tli'  advancing  spring; 
Which  take  their  rise  from  grubs  oliscene  that  lie 
In  shallow  pools,  or  thence  ascend  the  sky: 
Such  are  these  base  ephemeras,  so  born 
To  die  before  the  next  revolving  morn. 

Yet  thus  thoy  differ:  insect-tribes  are  lost 
In  the  first  risit  of  a  winter's  frost; 
While  these  remain,  a  base  but  constant  breed, 
Whose  swarming  sons  their  sl.ort-lived  sires  suooMdIf 
No  dunging  season  makes  their  number  less, 
Nor  Sunday  shines  a  sabbath  on  the  press! 

Then  lo!  the  sainted  Mositor  is  born. 
Whose  pioub  face  sonae  sacred  texts  adorn  *, 
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As  artfal  sinners  cloak  the  secret  i«in, 

To  veil  witli  scemini,'  prure  the  giiile  witlun; 

So  Ml  mil  Kssays  on  his  front  appear. 

Bat  all  iiis  eiriml  Imsiness  in  the  rear; 

Tho  fri'sh-ooiri'd  lie.  the  secrfit  whi»i)erd  last, 

An  I  all  the  (gleanings  of  the  six  duys  post. 

With  these  retireil,  through  half  the  Sabbath-day 
The  London  lounger  yawns  his  hours  away- 
Not  9.,  my  little  flock!  your  preacher  fly, 
Nor  waste  the  time  no  worldly  wealth  can  buy; 
But  let  the  decent  miiid  and  sober  clown 
Pray  for  these  idlers  of  the  sinful  town: 
This  day,  at  least,  on  nobler  themes  bestow, 
Nor  give  to  Wookkall,  or  the  world  below. 

But,  Sunday  pa*t,  what  numbers  flourish  then, 
What  womlrous  labours  of  the  press  and  pea! 
Diurnal  most,  some  thrice  each  week  afl'ords, 
Some  only  once, — O  avarice  of  words! 
When  thousand  starving  minds  such  manna  seek 
To  drop  the  precious  fo<xl  but  once  a  week. 
Endless  it  were  to  sing  the  powers  of  all, 
Tlieir  names,  their  nimibcrs;  how  they  rise  and  &llt 
Like  baneful  herbs  the  gazer's  eye  tlicy  seize. 
Hush  to  the  head,  and  |)oisr..n  where  they  please: 
Like  iille  flies,  a  busy,  buzzing  tniin, 
Tliey  drop  their  maggots  in  the  trifler's  brain: 
That  genial  soil  receives  the  fniitful  store. 
And  there  they  grow,  and  breed  a  thousand  more. 

Now  be  their  arU  display 'd,  how  first  they  choose 
A  cause  ami  party,  as  tlie  bard  his  muse; 
Inspired  by  these,  with  clamorous  zeal  they  cry, 
And  through  the  town  their  dreams  and  omens  fly. 
So  the  Sibylline  leaves  were  blown  about; 
Disjointed  scraps  of  fate  involved  in  doubt; 
So  idle  dreams,  the  journals  of  the  night,  [right- 

Are  right  and  wrong  by  turns,  and  mingle  wrong  w;tk 
Some  champions  for  the  rights  that  prop  the  crown, 
Some  sturdy  [latriots,  sworn  to  pull  them  down; 
Some  neutral  powers,  with  secret  forces  fniught, 
Wivhing  for  war,  but  willing  to  be  bought: 
While  some  to  every  side  and  party  go, 
S'.iift  every  friend,  and  join  with  every  foe; 
Like  sturdy  rogues  in  privateers,  they  strike 
This  side  and  that,  the  foes  of  both  alike; 
A  traitor-crew,  who  thrive  in  troubled  times. 
Fear  d  for  their  force,  and  courted  for  their  crimet. 

Cliief  to  the  prosperous  side  the  numbe's  sail, 
Fickle  and  false,  they  veer  witL  every  gale; 
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As  birds  that  migrate  from  a  fr^'fz'ng  shore, 

In  search  of  warmer  climes  come  i^kimming  o'er 

Some  bold  adventurers  Hrst  jirepare  to  try 

The  douljtful  sunshine  nf  the  distant  sky; 

But  soon  the  growing  Summer's  certain  sun 

Wins  more  and  more,  till  all  at  last  are  won: 

So,  on  the  early  pro-^pect  of  disgrace, 

Fly  in  vast  troops  tiiis  apprehensive  race; 

Instinctive  tribes  I  their  failing  food  tiiey  dread. 

And  buy,  with  timely  change,  their  future  bread. 
Such  are  our  guides:  how  many  a  peaceful  head, 

Born  to  be  still,  have  they  to  wrangling  led! 

How  many  an  honest  zealot  stol'n  from  trade 

And  factious  tools  of  pious  pastors  made! 

With  clews  like  these  they  thread  the  maze  of  state 

These  oracles  exjdore,  to  learn  our  f:\te; 

Pleased  with  the  guides  who  can  so  well  deceive, 

Who  cannot  lie  so  fist  as  they  believe. 

Oft  lend  I,  loth,  to  some  sage  friend  an  ear, 

(For  we  who  will  not  speak  are  doom'd  to  hear); 

While  he,  bewilderd,  tells  his  anxious  thought, 

Infectious  fear  from  tainted  scribblers  caugnt, 

Or  idiot  hope;  for  each  his  mind  assails. 

As  Lloyd's  court-light  or  Stockuale's  gloom  prcvaili 

Yet  stand  I  patient  while  but  one  declaims. 

Or  gives  dull  comments  on  the  speech  he  maims: 

But  oh !  ye  Muses,  keep  your  votary's  feet 

From  tavern-haunts  where  politicians  meet; 

Where  rector,  doctor,  and  attorney  pause, 

First  on  each  parish,  then  each  public  cause: 

Indited  roads,  and  rates  that  still  increase; 

The  murmuring  poor,  who  will  not  fast  in  p)cace; 

Election  zeal  and  friendship,  since  declined; 

A  tax  commuted,  or  a  tithe  in  kind; 

The  Dutch  and  Germans  kindling  into  strife; 

Dull  port  and  poachers  vile!  the  serious  ills  of  life. 

Here  comes  the  neighbouring  Justice,  pleased  to  guide 
His  little  club,  and  in  the  chair  preside, 
In  private  business  his  commands  prevail, 
On  public  themes  his  reasoning  turns  the  scale; 
Assenting  silence  soothes  his  happy  ear. 
And,  in  or  out,  his  party  triumphs  here. 

Nor  there  th'  infectious  rage  for  party  stops, 
But  flits  along  from  palaces  to  shops; 
Our  weekly  journals  o'er  the  land  abound. 
And  spread  their  plague  and  influenzas  round; 
The  village,  too,  the  peaceful,  pleasant  plain. 
Breeds  the  Whig  farmer  au<l  the  Tory  swain} 
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Brooks'  and  St.  Albun  i  boasta  not,  but  instwi'l. 

Stares  tlio  Red  Ruin,  and  swings  the  Rodneys  Ue«d.— « 

Hither,  with  all  a  piitriot's  care,  comes  ho 

Who  owns  the  little  hut  that  makes  him  free; 

Whose  yeiiry  forty  6liillin;;s  buy  the  smile 

Of  inji^htier  men,  and  never  wajite  the  while; 

Who  feels  his  freehold's  worth,  and  looks  elata, 

A  little  prop  and  jiillar  of  the  state. 

Here  he  delights  tlie  weekly  news  to  con, 

And  mingle  comnR'uts  ii.s  he  blunders  on; 

To  swallow  all  their  varying  aiitlmrs  teach, 

To  spell  a  title,  and  confound  a  speech: 

Till  with  a  nniddled  mind  he  quit.*  the  news, 

And  claims  his  nation's  license  to  abuse; 

Then  joins  the  cry.  "  That  all  tlie  courtly  nioe 

Are  venial  Gindidjites  fur  jwwer  and  place;" 

Yet  feels  some  joy,  amid  the  general  vice. 

That  his  own  vote  will  bring  its  woiited  price. 

These  are  the  ills  the  teeming  I'res<  supplies, 
The  poisonous  spriufis  from  learnin>;'s  fountain  rise: 
Not  there  the  wise  alone  their  entrance  Knd, 
Imparting  useful  lights  to  mortals  blind; 
But,  blind  themselves,  these  erring  guides  hold  out 
Alluring  lights  to  lead  us  far  uImjuI; 
Screen'd  by  such  means,  here  ."^caudal  whets  her  quill, 
Here  Slander  shoots  unseen,  whcne  er  she  will; 
Here  Fraud  and  FalseluxMl  labour  to  deceive, 
And  Folly  aids  them  both,  impatient  to  believe 

Such,  sons  of  Britain!  are  the  guides  ye  trust: 
So  wise  their  counsel,  their  reports  so  just! 
Yet,  though  we  cannot  call  their  morals  pure. 
Their  judgment  nice,  or  their  deci>ioiis  sure; 
Merit  they  have  to  mightier  works  unknown, 
A  style,  a  manner,  and  a  fate  their  own. 

We,  who  for  longer  fame  with  labour  strive, 
Are  pain'd  to  keep  our  sickly  works  alive; 
Studious  we  toil,  with  patient  care  refme. 
Nor  let  our  love  protect  one  languid  line. 
Severe  ourselves,  at  last  our  works  appear. 
When,  ah!  we  find  our  reaiJers  more  severe; 
For,  after  all  our  care  and  pains,  how  few 
Acquire  apjiLiuse,  or  keep  it  if  they  do! — 
Not  so  these  sheets,  ord.ain'd  to  haj)pier  fate. 
Praised  througii  their  day.  and  but  that  day  thw  date 
Their  .careless  authors  only  strive  to  join 
As  many  words  as  make  an  even  line; 
As  many  lines  as  fill  a  row  complete; 
\s  «naiy  rows  as  furrish  up  a  ^hoei: 
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From  Bide  to  side,  with  ready  types  they  ruu, 
The  measure's  ended,  and  the  work  is  done; 
Oh,  born  with  ease,  liow  envied  and  how  blest  I 
Your  fate  to-day  and  your  to-morrow's  rest. 
To  you  all  readers  turn,  and  they  can  look 
Pleased  on  a  paper,  who  abhor  a  book, 
Those  who  ne'er  deign'd  their  Bible  to  peruse, 
Would  think  it  hard  to  be  denied  their  News; 
Sinners  and  saints,  the  wisest  with  the  weak, 
Here  mingle  tastes,  and  one  amusement  seek; 
This,  like  the  public  inn,  provides  a  treat. 
Where  each  promiscuous  guest  sits  down  to  eat^ 
And  such  this  mental  food,  as  we  may  call 
.Something  to  all  men,  and  to  some  men  all. 

Next,  in  what  rare  production  shall  we  trace 
Such  various  subjects  in  so  small  a  space? 
As  the  first  ship  upon  the  waters  bore 
Incongruous  kinds  who  never  met  before; 
Or  as  some  curious  virtuoso  joins. 
In  oue  small  room,  moths,  minerals,  and  coin&, 
Birds,  beasts,  and  fishes;  nor  refuses  place 
To  serpents,  toads,  and  all  the  reptile  race; 
So  here,  compress'd  within  a  single  sheet, 
Great  things  and  small,  the  mean  and  mighty  mrjet 
'Tis  tills  which  makes  all  Europe  s  business  knowa 
Yet  here  a  private  man  may  place  his  own ; 
And,  where  he  reads  of  Lords  and  Commons,  hu 
May  tell  their  honours  that  he  sells  rappee. 

Add  next  th'  amusement  which  the  motley  page 
Aflfords  to  either  sex  and  every  age: 
Lo!  where  it  cornes  before  the  cheerful  fire, — 
Damps  from  the  press  in  smoky  curls  aspire 
(As  from  tlie  earth  the  sun  exhales  the  dew), 
Ere  we  can  read  the  wonders  that  ensue: 
Then  eager  every  eye  surveys  the  jmrt, 
That  brings  its  favourite  subject  to  the  heart 
Grave  politicians  look  for  facts  alone, 
And  gravely  add  conjectures  of  their  owu: 
The  spriglitly  n^-mph,  who  never  broke  her  rest, 
For  tottering  crowns,  or  mighty  lands  oppress  d, 
Fuids  brcils  and  battles,  but  neglects  them  all 
For  songs  and  suits,  a  birth-day,  or  a  ball : 
The  keen  warm  man  o'erlooks  each  idle  tale 
For  "  Monies  wanted,"  and  "  Estates  on  Sale;" 
While  some  with  equal  minds  to  all  attend. 
Pleased  with  each  part,  and  grie%'ed  to  find  au  end. 

So  charm  the  News;  but  we,  who  far  from  town 
Wait  till  the  postmaa  brings  the  packet  dowu. 
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Once  in  the  week,  a  vacant  day  behold, 
And  stay  for  tidings,  till  they're  tliree  days  oldj 
That  day  arrives;  no  wclcoine  post  appears, 
But  the  dull  morn  a  sullen  aspect  wears: 
We  meet,  but  ah!  without  our  wanted  smile, 
To  talk  of  hea<!achc8,  and  comphiiii  of  bile; 
Sullen  we  i)onder  o'er  a  dull  repast, 
Kor  feast  the  body  wliile  the  mind  must  fast. 

A  master-passion  is  the  love  of  news, 
Kot  music  so  commands,  nor  so  the  Muse: 
Give  poets  claret,  they  grow  idle  soon: 
Feed  the  nmsiciiin,  and  he's  out  of  tune; 
But  the  sick  mind,  of  this  diM;:ise  posses'd, 
Flies  from  all  cure,  and  sickens  wlien  at  rest. 

New  sin.',  my  Muse,  what  various  parts  comfxMe 
These  rival  sheets  of  jKilitics  and  proso. 

First,  from  each  brother's  hoard  a  part  they  draw 
A  mutual  theft  that  never  fear'd  a  law; 
Whate'er  they  gain,  to  each  man's  pnjrtion  fall. 
And  read  it  once,  you  read  it  through  them  all: 
For  this  their  runners  rumble  day  and  night, 
To  drag  each  lurking  deep  to  o|K'n  light; 
For  daily  bread  the  <lirty  tnwle  th^y  ply, 
Coin  their  fresh  tales,  and  live  upon  the  lie: 
Like  bees  for  honey,  forth  for  news  they  spring, — 
Industrious  creatures!  ever  ou  the  wing; 
Home  to  their  several  cells  they  bear  the  store, 
Cull'd  of  all  kinds,  then  roam  abroiul  for  more 

No  anxious  virgin  (lies  to  "  fair  Tweed-side;" 
No  injured  husband  mourns  his  faithless  bride: 
No  duel  dooms  the  fiery  youth  to  bleed; 
But  through  the  town  transpires  each  vent'rons  deed 
Should  some  fair  frail-one  drive  her  pi-.incing  pivir 
Where  rival  peers  contend  to  please  the  fair; 
When,  with  new  force,  she  aids  her  conquering  eyea, 
And  beauty  decks,  with  all  that  beauty  buys; 
Quickly  we  learn  whose  heart  her  influence  feels 
\\  hose  acres  melt  before  her  glowing  wheels. 
To  these  a  thousand  idle  themes  succeed, 
Deeds  of  all  kinds,  and  comments  to  wich  deed. 
Here  stocks,  the  state-baionieters,  we  view 
That  rise  or  fall,  by  causes  known  to  few; 
Promotion's  ladder  who  goes  up  or  down; 
'Who  wed,  or  who  seduced,  anmse  the  town; 
What  new-born  heir  h;is  made  his  father  blest; 
What  heir  exults,  his  father  now  at  rest; 
That  ample  list  the  Tyburn-herald  gives. 
And  each  known  knave,  who  s,till  for  rybirn  live* 
i-2 
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So  grows  the  work,  and  uow  the  printer  tries 
His  powers  no  more,  but  leans  on  liis  allies. 

When  lo!  the  advertising  tribe  succeed, 
Pay  to  be  read,  yet  find  but  few  will  read; 
And  chief  th'  illustrious  race,  whose  drops  and  pDIi 
Have  patent  powers  to  vanquish  human  ills: 
These,  with  their  cin-es,  a  constant  aid  remain, 
To  bless  tiie  pale  composer's  fertile  brain ; 
Fertile  it  is,  but  still  the  noblest  soil 
Requires  some  pause,  some  Intervals  from  toil; 
And  they  at  least  a  certain  ease  obtain 
From  Katterfelto's  skill,  and  Graham's  glowing  Btraio 

I  too  must  aid,  and  pay  to  see  my  name 
Hung  in  these  dirty  avenues  to  fame; 
Nor  pay  in  vain,  if  aught  the  Muse  has  seen, 
And  sung,  could  make  these  avenues  more  clean: 
Could  stop  one  slander  ere  it  found  its  way, 
And  gave  to  public  scorn  its  helpless  prey: 
By  the  same  aid,  the  Stage  invites  her  friends, 
And  kindly  tells  the  banquet  she  intends; 
Thither  from  real  life  the  many  run. 
With  Siddons  weep,  or  laugh  with  Abingdon; 
Pleased  in  fictitious  joy  or  grief,  to  see 
The  mimic  passion  with  their  own  agree; 
To  steal  a  few  enchanted  hours  away 
From  self,  and  drop  the  curtain  on  the  day. 

But  who  can  steal  from  self  that  wretched  wight 
Whose  darling  work  is  tried,  some  fatal  night? 
Host  wretched  man!  when,  bane  to  every  bliss. 
He  hears  the  serpent-critic's  rising  hiss; 
Th3n  groans  succeed;  nor  traitors  on  tho  wheel 
Can  feel  like  him,  or  have  such  pangs  to  feel. 
No?  end  they  here:  next  day  he  reads  his  fall 
In  eve'j'  paper;  critics  are  they  all: 
He  see?  Lis  branded  name,  with  wild  afiVight, 
And  hea'-&  attain  the  cat-calls  of  the  night. 

Such  h"!i,i  ihe  stage  affords:  a  larger  spao< 
Is  fiU'd  by  P'Ji'FS  and  all  the  puffing  race. 
Physic  had  OLce  alone  the  lofty  style, 
The  well-known  boart,  that  ce.ased  to  raise  a  slm' 
Now  all  the  piOviice  of  that  tribe  invrde, 
And  we  abound  in  quacks  of  every  trade. 

The  simple  ba^-bo.i,  once  an  honest  name, 
Cervantes  founded,  yi>lding  raised  his  fame: 
Barber  no  more — a  g.\y  perfuTier  comes. 
On  whose  soft  cheek  h's  owi  cosmetic  bloonoAi 
Here  he  appears,  each  s'tt)!',  iilni   o  move, 
^d  advertises  beauty,  ^"a."*  \v^  1  vv 
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— "  Come,  faded  belles,  wlio  would  yonr  yonth  rpnow, 

And  learn  the  wonders  of  Olympian  dew; 

Restore  the  roses  that  begin  to  faint. 

Nor  think  celestinl  washes  vulpir  paint; 

Your  former  fciitures,  «irs,  and  arts  nsMume, 

Cin-a-isian  virtues,  witli  Circassian  bloom. 

Coniu.  battered  l>eaux,  whose  locks  ere  turrfd  to  grey 

Aiu  crop  Discretion's  Iving  badge  away! 

Rt'Mil  where  they  vend  tlifsc  smart  engaging  thingv, 

i'hf-H'  Jiaxen  frontlets  with  elastic  springs; 

No  I'cviali!  eye  the  fair  deception  sees. 

Kill  Nature's  self  so  natunl  as  these." 

Siicli  aie  thi-ir  arts,  but  not  confined  to  them, 
'i'lii-  Muse  iiii|iartial  nm.'^t  her  sons  condemn: 
For  tliey,  de;;eneraiel  join  the  venil  throng, 
Aiirl  putf  H  lazy  i'egnstis  along: 
More  guilty  these,  by  Nature  less  dcsign'd 
i-or  little  arts  that  suit  the  vulgar  kind. 
That  barber  s  l)oys,  who  would  to  tnide  advance. 
Wish  M>  t<»  call  them,  smart  Friscurs  from  France; 
rii'il  lie  who  builds  a  chop-house,  on  his  door 
I'liiiits  •'  The  true  old  original  Blue  lioar!" — 

'I'liese  are  the  arts  by  which  a  thousand  live. 
Where  Truth  may  smile,  and  Justice  may  forgnr»»>« 
Hut  when,  amidst  this  rabble  ro>it,  we  find 
A  pulling jHx;t  to  his  honour  blind: 
Wiio  slily  drops  quotitions  all  about 
I'acket  or  I'ost,  and  |Kiiuts  their  merit  out; 
Who  advertises  wiiat  reviewers  say. 
With  sham  editions  every  second  day; 
Who  dares  not  trust  his  praises  out  of  sight, 
Hut  hurriej<  into  fame  with  all  his  might; 
Althiiugh  the  verse  some  transient  jiraise  obtain*, 
Contempt  is  all  the  anxious  poet  pains. 

Now  Puri's  exhausted.  Advertisements  past, 
Their  Correspondents  stand  ex[>osed  at  last; 
These  are  a  numerous  tribe,  to  fame  unknown. 
Who  for  the  public  good  forego  their  own; 
Who  volunteers  in  pa]>er-war  engage, 
With  double  portion  of  their  party's  rage: 
Such  are  the  Hruti,  Decii,  who  appear 
Wooing  the  printer  for  admission  here; 
Whose  generous  souls  can  condescend  to  pray 
For  leave  to  throw  their  precious  time  away. 
Oh  I  cruel  Woodfall!  when  a  patriot  draws 
His  gi-ay -goose  quill  in  his  dear  country's  cause 
To  vex  and  maul  a  ministerial  race 
C-an  thy  stern  soul  relise  the  champion  place? 
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Alas!  thon  know'st  not  with  what  anxious  heart 
He  longs  his  best-loved  labours  to  impart; 
How  he  has  sent  them  to  thy  brethren  round. 
And  still  the  same  unkind  reception  found ; 
At  length  indignant  will  he  damn  the  state, 
Turn  to  his  trade,  and  leave  us  to  our  fate. 

These  Roman  souls,  like  Rome's  great  sons,  are  kiiowa 
To  live  in  cells  ou  labours  of  their  own. 
Thus  Milo,  could  we  see  the  noble  chief, 
Feeds,  lor  his  country's  good,  on  legs  of  beef: 
Camillus  copies  deeds  for  sordid  pay, 
Yet  fights  the  public  battles  twice  a  day; 
Een  now  the  godlike  Brutus  views  his  score 
Scroll'd  on  the  bar-board,  swinging  with  the  door; 
Where,  tippling  punch,  gi-ave  (Jato's  self  you  11  see, 
And  Amur  Put  rice  vending  smuggled  tea. 

L.ast  in  these  ranks,  and  least,  their  art's  disgraoa, 
Neglected  stand  the  Muses'  meanest  race; 
Scribblei-s  who  court  contempt,  whose  verse  the  eye 
Disdainful  views,  and  glances  swiftly  by: 
This  Poet's  Corner  is  the  place  they  choose, 
A  fatal  nursery  for  an  infant  Muse; 
Unlike  that  Corner  where  true  Poets  lie, 
These  tannot  live,  and  they  shall  never  die; 
Hapless  the  lad  whose  mind  such  dreams  invade, 
And  win  to  verse  the  talents  due  to  trade. 

Curb  then,  O  youth!  these  raptures  as  they  rise. 
Keep  down  the  e\al  spirit  and  be  wise; 
Follow  your  calling,  think  the  Muses  foes. 
Nor  lean  upon  the  pestle  and  comjiose. 

I  know  yonr  day-dreams,  and  I  kiiow  the  snare 
Hid  in  your  flow'ry  path,  and  cry  "  Beware!" 
Thoughtless  of  ill,  and  to  the  future  blind, 
A  sudden  couplet  rushes  on  your  mind ; 
Here  you  may  nameless  print  your  idle  rhymes. 
And  read  your  first-bom  work  a  tlxwsand  times; 
Th'  infection  spreads,  your  couplet  grows  apace, 
Stanzas  to  Delia's  dog  or  Celia's  face: 
You  take  a  name;  Philanders  odes  are  seen. 
Printed,  and  praised,  in  every  magiizine: 
Diurian  saj:es  gi-eet  their  brother  sage, 
And  your  dark  ]iages  please  th'  enlighten  i  age.— 
Al;is!  what  years  you  thus  consume  in  vain, 
Ruled  by  this  wretched  bia.s  of  the  brain! 

Go!  to  your  desks  and  counters  all  return; 
Your  sonnets  scatter,  your  acrostics  bum; 
Trade,  and  be  rich;  or,  should  your  careful  sire* 
Beq7eath  you  wealtli,  indulge  the  nobler  tires: 
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ShonM  lovo  of  faino  yom-  youthful  heart  betray 

Pursue  fair  fame,  but  in  a  glorious  way, 

Nor  in  tlie  idle  sceiu-s  of  Fancy's  painting  stray. 

Of  all  the  g<xxl  that  mortJiI  men  pursue, 
The  Muse  has  least  to  pive.  and  pives  to  lew; 
Like  some  co<iuettisli  fair,  she  leads  us  on, 
With  smiles  jind  hopes,  till  youth  and  peace  are  gtoej 
Then,  wed  fov  life,  the  wrestless  wrangling  pair 
Forget  how  constant  one,  and  one  how  fair: 
Meanwhile,  Ambition,  like  a  blooming  bride, 
Brings  power  and  wealth  to  grate  her  lover's  side; 
And  though  she  smiles  not  with  such  flattering  clianni 
The  brave  will  sooner  win  her  to  their  am:*. 

Then  wed  to  her,  if  Virttie  tie  the  hand?. 
Go  8j)read  your  country's  fame  in  hostile  lands; 
Her  court,  her  senate,  or  her  arms  adori^ 
And  let  her  foes  lament  that  you  were  bom: 
Or  weigh  her  laws,  their  ancient  rights  defend. 
Though  hosts  opfiose.  he  theirs  and  lloa-on's  friend; 
Arm'd  with  strong  powers,  in  tluir  deleni-e  engage, 
And  rise  the  Tbomlow  of  the  future  i^e. 


sso 


THE  PARISH  REGISIPR. 

IN   THREE  PABTS 


the*  ViUago  Reg  ater  considered,  as  containing  principally  1  \» 
Annak  of  the  Poor — State  of  the  Peasantry  as  mehoratea  Ly 
Frjgality  and  Industry — The  Cottage  of  an  Iiidu^trioiis  ''ea 
Bant;  its  Ornaments — Prints  and  Books — The  Garden j  its 
Satisfactions — The  State  of  the  Poor,  when  improvident  au> 
vicious — The  Row  or  Street,  and  its  inhabitants — The  Dwel- 
lings of  one  of  these — A  Public  House — Garden  and  itb 
Appendages — Gamesters;  Rustic  Sharpers,  4c. — Conclusion 
of  the  Introductory  Part. 


I'he  Child  of  the  Miller's  Daughter,  and  Relation  of  her  Mis- 
fortune— A  frugal  Couple:  their  Kind  of  Frugality— Plea  of 
the  Mother  of  a  Natural  Child:  her  Churching — Large  Family 
of  Gerard  Ablett:  his  Apprehensions:  Comparison  between 
his  State  and  that  of  the  wealthy  Farmer  his  master:  his 
Consolation  —  An  old  Man's  Anxiety  for  an  Ueir:  the  Jea- 
louaj  of  another  on  haTing  many — Characters  of  the  Grocer 
Dawkius  and  his  Friend;  their  dlil'erent  Kinds  of  Disappoint- 
ment— Three  Infants  named — An  Orphan  Girl  and  Village 
School-mistress — Gardener's  Child:  Pedantry  and  Conceit 
of  the  FathiT:  his  Botanical  Discourse:  Method  of  fixing 
the  Embryo-fruit  of  Cucumbers — Alisurd  elfects  of  Rustic 
Vanity:  observed  in  the  Names  of  their  Children — Relation 
of  the  Vestry  Debate  on  a  Foundling:  Sir  Kic'hard  Monday- 
Children  of  various  Inhabitants — The  Poor  Farmer — Claldrea 
of  a  Profligate :  his  Character  and  Fate — Coucluaion. 


PART  L 


The  year  revolves,  and  I  again  explore 
The  simple  Annals  of  my  Parish  poor; 
What  inthnt-members  ia  my  Hock  appear, 
What  Pairs  I  bless'd  in  the  departed  year; 
And  who,  of  Old  or  Young,  or  Nymphs  or  Swaina, 
Are  lost  to  Life,  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 
No  Muse  I  ask.  before  my  view  to  bring 
The  humble  actions  of  the  swains  I  sing, — 
How  pass'd  the  youthful,  how  tlie  old  their  days; 
Who  rank  in  slotli.  and  who  aspired  to  praise; 
Their  tempers,  manners,  morals,  customs,  arts, 
What  parts  they  had,  and  how  they  'mployed  their  parU 
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By  what  elated,  sootlicd,  seduced,  depiei«'d. 
Full  well  I  know  these  Records  give  the  rest 

Is  there  a  place,  sivc  one  the  poet  sees, 
A  Innd  of  love,  of  liberty  and  ease; 
AVhere  labour  wearies  not,  nor  cares  supjiress 
Th'  eternal  (low  of  rustic  happiness; 
Where  no  proud  mansion  frowns  in  awful  state, 
«Jr  keeps  tlie  sunshine  from  the  cotuige-piti-; 
Where  young,  and  old,  intent  on  pleasure,  throng. 
And  half  man's  life  is  holiday  and  song? 
Vain  searcli  for  scenes  like  these!  no  view  anjtcars. 
By  siglis  unruffled  or  sustain  d  by  tears; 
Since  vice  the  world  subdued  and  water:*  drownU, 
Auburn  and  Kdcn  can  no  more  l>e  found 

Hence  good  and  evil  mix'd,  but  m§n  lias  skill 
And  power  to  part  them  when  lie  tecls  the  will! 
Toil,  care,  and  patience  bless  tli'  abstcnni)us  few. 
Fear,  shame,  and  want  the  thoughtless  herd  pui'>ii(:. 

Behold  the  Cot!  where  thrive^  th'  indu,-.triou>  ^w-*jt| 
Source  of  his  jtride,  his  pleasure,  and  hi>  gain; 
Screened  from  the  winter's  wind,  the  suii  «  liu-t  ray 
Smiles  on  the  wind6w  and  prolongs  the  day; 
Projecting  thalch  the  woodbine's  branches  stop. 
And  turn  their  blossoms  to  the  casement's  top: 
All  need  requires  is  in  that  cot  contain'd. 
And  much  that  taste  untaught  and  unrestraiji'd 
Survey's  delighted;  there  she  love>  to  trace, 
In  one  gay  picture,  all  the  royal  race; 
Around  the  walls  are  heroes,  lovers,  kings: 
Tbe  print  that  shows  them  and  the  verse  that  sing*. 

Here  the  hist  Lewis  on  his  throne  is  seen. 
And  there  he  stands  imprison'd  and  his  (jueen; 
To  these  the  mother  takes  her  child,  and  sbowi 
What  grateful  duty  to  his  God  he  owes; 
Who  gives  to  him  a  happy  home,  where  he 
Lives  .111.1  enjoys  his  freedom  with  the  free; 
When  kings  and  queens,  dethruiied,  lUjulled,  tried, 
Are  all  iliese  blessings  of  the  po<ir  denied, 
There  is  King  Charles,  and  all  his  Golden  Rules, 
Who  proved  Mi^fortune's  was  the  b»i-t  of  scho<jls: 
And  there  his  Son,  who,  tried  by  years  zS  pain, 
Proved  that  misfortunes  may  be  sent  in  vain. 

'1  lie  Ma^ic-mill  that  grinds  the  gnm  uauis  youii^ 
^.....  at  tlie  si-'e  of  kind  Godiva  hung; 
Jihu,  ol  her  favourite  place  the  pride  and  joy, 
<)i'  charms  at  once  most  lavish  and  most  coy 
By  wanton  act  the  purest  fame  could  raise. 
And  gwe  the  boldest  dee<l  tLe  chastest  preiM. 
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Thr.re  stands  the  stoutest  Ox  in  England  fed; 
Tlierc  fights  the  holdest  Jew,  ^\'hitechapel  bred; 
And  hero  Saint  Monday':!  worthy  votaries  live, 
In  all  tlie  joys  that  ale  and  skittles  fiive. 

Now  io!  on  K<rypt's  poast  tliat  hostile  fleet. 
By  nations  dreaded  and  by  Nelson  beat: 
And  here  shall  soon  ancther  triumph  come, 
A  deed  of  glory  in  a  day  of  gloom; 
Distressing  glory!  grievous  boon  of  fate! 
Tlie  proude.it  conqjcst,  at  the  dearest  rate. 

On  sjielf  of  deal  beside  the  cuckoo-clock. 
Of  cottage-reading  rests  the  chosen  stock; 
Le  irning  we  lack,  not  books,  but  liav'e  a  kind 
For  all  our  wants,  a  meat  for  every  mind: 
The  tale  for  wondef  and  the  joke  for  wliim. 
The  half-sung  sermon  and  tlie  half-groan'd  hymn 

No  need  of  classing:  each  within  its  jilace, 
The  feeling  finger  in  the  dark  can  trace: 
'  First  from  tlie  corner,  farthest  from  the  wall,"* 
Such  all  the  rules,  and  they  suffice  for  all. 

There  pious  works  for  Sunday's  use  are  found; 
Companions  for  that  Hible  newly  Vjound; 
That  IJible,  bought  b}-  sixpence  wt-ekly  saved, 
Has  choicest  prints  by  fiimous  hand>  engraved; 
Has  choicest  notes  by  many  a  famous  head, 
Such  as  to  doubt,  have  rustic  leaders  led: 
Have  made  them  stop  to  reason  why!  and  howl 
And,  where  they  f)nce  agreed,  to  cavil  now. 
Oh!  rather  give  me  commentators  plain. 
Who  with  no  deep  researches  vex  the  brain; 
Who  from  the  dark  and  doubtful  love  to  run, 
And  hold  their  glimmering  tapers  to  the  sun; 
Who  simple  truth  with  nine-fold  reasons  back, 
And  guard  the  point  no  enemies  attack 

Bunyan  s  famed  Pilgrim  rests  that  shelf  open, 
A  genius  rare  but  rude  v.'as  honest  John; 
Not  one  who,  early  by  the  Muse  beguiled. 
Drank  from  her  well  the  waters  undefiled; 
Not  one  wlio  slowly  gain'd  the  hill  sublime, 
Then  often  sipp'd  and  little  at  a  time; 
But  one  who  dabbled  in  the  sacred  springs. 
And  drank  them  nniddy,  mix'd  with  baser  things. 
Here  to  interpret  dreams  we  read  the  rules, 
Science  our  own!  and  never  taught  in  schools; 
In  moles  and  specks  we  Fortune's  gifts  discern, 
And  Fate's  fix'd  will  from  Nature's  wanderings  lewxk 

Of  Hermit  Quarll  we  read,  in  island  rare, 
Far  &ME  mankind  aad  seeming  far  from  care, 
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Safe  from  all  wmit.  aii<l  «oiiiifl  in  even,'  limh: 
Yes!  there  wsis  lie,  and  tlicre  was  care  witli  him, 

Uiil>onnil  and  lieap'd,  tliCM-  valued  toinr--  Ix'fiida, 
Lay  humbler  works,  the  pedliir's  pack  supplied; 
Yet  these.  Ions;  since,  have  all  :ic<iiiired  a  name; 
The  \Viit;dering  .lew  iias  found  his  way  to  fame; 
And  face,  denied  to  many  a  lal>f)iir'd  son^, 
Crowes  Thumb  the  Great,  and  Hickathritl  the  strong 

There  too  is  he,  hy  wizard-power  upheld, 
Jack,  by  whose  arm  the  piant-brood  were  quell'd: 
His  shoes  of  swiftness  on  his  feet  he  placed; 
His  coat  of  darkness  on  his  loins  he  braced. 
His  sword  of  sharpness  in  his  hand  he  took. 
And  off  the  heads  of  doughty  piants  stroke: 
Their  glaring  eyes  t-chehl  no  raortJil  near; 
No  sound  of  feet  alarm'd  the  drowsy  ear: 
No  Knglish  blood  their  pagan  sense  could  smell. 
But  heaiis  dropt  heswllong,  wondering  why  they  fell 

These  are  the  Peasjint's  joy.  when  placed  at  ease 
Half  his  delighted  oiTspring  mount  his  knees. 

To  every  cot  the  lord's  indulgent  mind 
Has  a  small  space  for  garden-grouml  assign  d; 
Here — till  return  of  morn  diSmiss'd  the  firm — 
Tlie  careful  peasant  plies  the  sinewy  ami, 
M'arm'd  as  he  works,  and  ca-sts  his  look  around 
On  every  foot  of  that  improving  ground: 
It  is  his  own  he  sees;  his  niiistcrs  eye 
Peers  not  about,  some  secret  fault  to  spy : 
Nor  voice  severe  is  there,  nor  ceustire  known; — 
Hope,  profit,  ple.asure, — they  are  all  his  own. 
Here  grow  the  humble  cives,  and.  hard  by  them, 
The  leek  with  crown  globose  and  reedy  stem; 
High  climb  his  pulse  in  many  an  even  row, 
Dk^p  strike  the  ponderous  roots  in  soil  below; 
And  herbs  of  potent  smell  and  pungent  Uiste, 
Give  a  warm  relish  to  the  night's  repast. 

Apples  and  cherries  gr;ifted  by  bis  hand. 
And  cluster'd  nuts  for  neighbouring  market  stand 

Nor  thus  concludes  his  lat)onr;  near  the  cot. 
The  recxl-fcnce  ri.ses  round  some  fav'rite  spot; 
Where  rich  carnations,  pinks  with  purple  eyes, 
Proud  hyacinths,  the  le.ost  some  Horist's  prize. 
Tulips  tall-stemm'd  and  pounced  auriculas  rise. 

Here  on  a  Sunday-eve,  when  service  ends. 
Meet  and  rejoice  a  family  of  friends; 
All  speak  aloud,  are  happy  and  are  tree, 
And  glad  they  seem,  and  gaily  they  agree. 

What,  though  fastidious  ears  may  shun  the  speeoa 
Where  all  are  talkers,  and  where  none  can  te-och; 
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Where  still  the  welcome  and  the  words  are  old. 
And  the  same  stories  are  for  ever  told ; 
Yet  theirb  is  joy  that,  bursting  from  the  lieart, 
Prompts  the  glad  tongue  these  nothings  to  impart 
That  forms  these  tones  of  gladness  we  despise, 
That  lifts  their  steps,  that  sparkles  in  tiieir  eyes; 
That  talks  or  laughs  or  runs  or  shouts  or  plays, 
And  speaks  in  all  their  looks  and  all  their  ways. 

Fair  scenes  of  peace!  ye  might  detain  us  long, 
But  vice  and  misery  now  demand  the  song: 
An  1  turn  our  view  from  dwellings  simply  neat, 
To  this  infected  Row,  we  term  our  Street. 

Here,  in  cahal,  a  disputatious  crew 
Each  evening  meet;  the  sot,  the  cheat,  the  shrew: 
Riots  are  nightly  heard : — the  curse,  the  cries 
Of  heaten  wife,  perverse  in  her  replies; 
While  shrieking  children  hold  each  threat'ning  hai»d 
An<l  sometimes  life,  and  sometimes  food  demand- 
Boys,  in  the  r  first  stol'ti  rags,  to  swear  begin, 
And  girls,  who  heed  not  dress,  are  skilfd  in  gin* 
Snarcrs  and  smugglers  here  their  gains  divide; 
Ensraring  females  here  their  victims  hide; 
And  lierc  is  one,  the  Sihyl  of  the  Row, 
Who  knows  all  sec^'t^  "r  affects  to  know. 
Seeking  their  fate,  to  !.cr  the  simple  run, 
'J'o  her  the  guilty,  theirs  awhile  ti>  shun; 
Mistress  of  worthless  arts,  depraved  in  will, 
Her  Ciire  unblest  and  unrepaid  her  skill. 
Slave  to  the  tribe,  to  whose  commands  slie  stoops. 
And  poorer  than  the  poorest  maid  she  dupes. 

Between  the  road-way  and  the  walls,  offence 
Ittvades  all  eyes  and  strikes  on  every  >enbe: 
There  lie,  ob.scene,  at  every  operw  door, 
Heaps  from  the  hearth  and  sweepings  from  the  floor 
And  day  by  day  the  mingled  masses  grow, 
As  sinks  are  disembogued  and  kennels  flow. 

There  hungry  dogs  from  hungry  children  steal; 
There  pigs  and  chickens  quarrel  for  a  meal. 
There  dropsied  infants  wail  without  redress. 
And  all  is  want  and  woe  and  wretchedness: 
Yet  should  these  boys,  with  bodies  bronzed  and  bar* 
High-swoln  and  hard,  outlive  that  lack  of  caje — 
Forced  on  so«ne  farm,  the  unexerted  strength. 
Though  loth  to  action,  is  compell'd  at  length, 
When  wann'd  by  he;iltli,  as  serpents  in  the  spring, 
Aside  their  slough  of  indolence  they  fling. 
Yet,  ere  they  go,  a  greater  evil  comes — 
See    crowded  beds  in  those  contiguous  rooms: 


INlUUDUCTIOIf.  2Ci 

Beds  but  ill  pnrted,  by-«  pal  fry  screen 
Of  papcr'd  lath  or  curtiiin  dropt  between; 
Daughters  and  sons  to  yon  compartments  creep, 
And  parents  here  beside  their  children  sleep: 
Ye  who  liave  power,  these  thou;;htlcss  jKiople  part, 
Nor  let  tlie  car  he  first  to  taint  the  heart. 

Cornel  senrcli  within,  nor  sijiht  nor  smell  ri'^ard; 
The  tnie  physician  walks  the  foulest  ward. 
See!  on  the  floor,  what  frousy  patches  rest! 
What  nauseous  fra^niients  on  yon  fractured  chesti 
What  downy  dust  beneath  yon  win<low-seat ! 
And  round  these  [wsts  that  serve  this  bed  for  feel: 
This  bed  where  all  those  tntter'd  garments  lie, 
Worn  by  each  se.x,  aud  now  [jerforce  thrown  byl 

See!  as  we  gaze,  an  infant  lifts  its  head, 
Left  by  neglect  and  burrow'd  in  that  bed; 
The  Mother-gossip  has  the  love  supj)res8'd 
An  infant's  cry  once  w.akcn'd  in  her  breast; 
And  daily  prattles,  as  her  round  she  takes, 
(With  strong  resentment)  of  the  want  she  maker 

Whence  all  these  woes? — From  want  of  virtuooi  trill 
Of  honest  shame,  of  time  improving  skill; 
From  want  of  care  t*  employ  the  vacjiiit  iiour, 
Aiid  want  of  cv'ry  kind  but  want  of  power. 

Ili're  are  no  wheels  for  either  wool  or  flax. 
But  packs  of  cards — m.ide  up  of  sundry  packs; 
Here  is  no  clock,  nor  will  they  turn  the  glass. 
And  see  how  swill  th'  imfxirtant  moments  pass; 
Here  are  no  books,  but  ballads  on  the  wall, 
Aie  some  abusive,  and  indecent  all; 
Piitols  are  here,  unpair"d;  with  nets  and  hooks, 
Of  every  kind,  for  rivers,  ponds,  and  brooks; 
An  ample  llask,  that  nightly  rovers  fill 
With  recent  poison  from  the  Dutchman's  still; 
A  box  of  tools,  with  wires  of  various  size, 
Frocks,  wigs,  and  hats,  for  night  or  day  disguise 
And  bludgeons  stout  to  gain  or  guard  a  prize. 

To  every  house  belongs  a  space  of  ground, 
Of  equal  size,  once  fenced  with  paling  round; 
That  paling  now  by  slothful  waste  destroy 'd, 
Dead  gorse  and  stumps  of  elder  fill  the  void; 
Save  in  the  centre-spot,  whose  walls  of  clay 
Hide  sots  and  striplings  at  their  drink  or  play; 
Within,  a  board,  beneath  a  tiled  retreat, 
Allures  tlie  bubble  and  m,aintp?ns  the  cheat; 
Where  heavy  ale  in  spots  like  varnish  show% 
Where  ohalky  tallijs  yet  remain  in  row*; 
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Black  pipes  and  broken  jugs  the  seats  Hnfile, 

The  Willis  and  windows,  rhymes  and  rock'nings  Tfle; 

Prints  of  the  meanest  kind  disgrace  tlie  df)or. 

And  cards,  in  curses  torn,  lie  fragments  on  tlie  floor 

Here  iiis  poor  bird  th'  inhuman  Cocker  brings, 
Arms  his  hard  heel  and  clips  his  golden  wings; 
With  spicy  food  th'  impatient  spirit  feeds, 
And  shouts  and  curses  as  the  battle  bleeds. 
Struck  through  the  brain,  deprived  of  both  his  eye« 
The  vanquish'd  bird  must  combat  till  he  dies; 
Must  faintly  peck  at  his  victorious  foe. 
And  reel  and  stagger  at  each  feeble  blow: 
When  fallen,  the  savage  grasps  his  dabbled  plumes, 
His  blood- stain'd  arms,  for  ottier  deaths  assumes: 
And  damns  the  craven-fowl,  that  lost  his  stake. 
And  only  bled  and  perish'd  for  his  sake. 

Such  are  our  Peasants,  those  to  whom  we  yield 
Praise  with  relief,  the  fathers  of  the  field ; 
And  these  who  take  from  our  reluctant  hands, 
What  Burn  advises  or  the  Bench  commands. 

Our  Farmers  ronnd,  well  pleased  with  constant  gWE, 
Like  other  farmers,  flourish  and  complain. — 
These  are  our  groups;  our  Portraits  next  app)€ar. 
And  close  our  Exhibition  for  the  year. 


With  evil  omen  we  that  year  begin: 
A  Child  of  Shame, — stem  Justice  adds,  of  Sin, 
Is  first  recorded ; — I  would  hide  the  deed. 
Bit  vain  the  wish;  1  sigh  and  I  proceed: 
And  could  I  well  th'  instructive  truth  convey, 
'T would  warn  the  giddy  and  awake  the  gay. 

Of  all  the  nymphs  who  gave  our  village  grace, 
The  Miller's  daughter  had  tiie  fairest  face: 
Proud  was  the  .Miller;  money  was  his  pride; 
He  rode  to  market,  as  our  farmers  ride, 
And  'twas  his  boast,  inspired  by  .spirits,  there, 
His  favourite  Lucy  should  be  rich  as  fair; 
But  she  must  meek  and  still  obedient  prove, 
And  r,o;  presume,  without  his  leave,  to  love. 

A  youthful  Sailor  heard  him; — "  Ila!"  quoth  ha, 
"  This  Miller's  maiden  is  a  prize  for  me; 
Her  charms  I  love,  his  riches  1  desire, 
And  all  his  threats  but  fan  the  kindling  fire; 
My  ebbing  purse  no  more  the  foe  shall  fill, 
But  Love's  kind  act  and  Lucy  at  the  mill." 

Thus  thought  the  youth,  and  soon  the  chase  began, 
Stretch' i  all  hia  sail,  nor  thought  of  pause  or  plan* 


His  trusty  staff  in  his  bold  liand  he  took, 
Like  him  and  like  liis  fripite,  heart  of  oak; 
Fresh  were  his  features,  liis  attire  was  new; 
Clean  was  his  linen,  and  his  jjK^kct  blue: 
Of  finest  jean,  his  trowsers,  ti;;lit  and  trim, 
Brush'd  the  larpe  buckle  at  tlif  silver  rim. 

He  soon  arrived,  he  traced  the  villape-precn, 
There  s^aw  tlie  maid,  and  was  with  pleasure  seeix{ 
Then  talk'd  of  love,  till  Lucy's  yielding  lieart 
Confess'd  twas  painful,  though  'twas  right  to  part. 

"  For  ah!  my  father  has  a  haughty  soul; 
Whom  ho-'t  he  loves,  he  loves  but  to  control; 
Me  to  some  churl  in  bargain  he'll  consign, 
And  make  some  tynint  of  the  parish  mine: 
Cold  is  his  iieart,  and  he  with  looks  severe 
Has  often  forced  but  never  shed  the  tear; 
Save,  when  my  mother  died,  some  drops  expreaa'd 
A  kind  of  sorrow  for  a  wife  at  rest: — 
To  me  a  master's  stern  regard  is  shown, 
I'm  like  his  steed,  prized  highly  as  his  ownj 
Stroked  but  corrected,  threaten'd  wlii-ii  supphei 
His  slave  and  boast,  bis  victim  ano  his  pnde." 

"  Cheer  up,  my  lass!  I'll  to  thy  father  go. 
The  Miller  cannot  be  the  Stiilor's  f<>c; 
Both  live  by  Heaven'*  free  gale,  tliat  play*  aloud 
Fn  the  stretch  d  canva<s  and  the  piping  <liroud; 
The  rush  of  winds,  the  Happing  s;iil>  above. 
And  rattling  planks  within,  are  sounds  \re  love; 
Calms  are  our  dread:  when  tempests  plough  the  deep 
We  take  a  reef,  and  to  the  rocking  sleep." 

"  Hal  '  quoth  the  Miller,  moved  at  speech  so  rash, 
"  Art  thou  like  me?  tiien  where  thy  notes  and  cash? 
Away  to  Wapping,  ami  a  wife  command, 
With  all  thy  wealth,  a  guinea,  in  thine  hand; 
There  with  thy  messmates  qtiaff  tlie  muddy  cheer, 
Ajid  leave  my  Lucy  for  thy  betters  here." 

*'  llevenge !  revenge !  '  the  angry  lover  cried. 
Then  sought  the  nymph,  and  "  Be  thou  now  my  bridik 
Bride  had  she  been,  but  tliey  no  priest  could  move 
To  bin<l  in  law,  tlie  couple  bound  by  love. 

Wliat  sought  these  lovers  then  by  day,  by  night? 
But  stolen  moments  of  disturb'd  delight; 
Soft  trembling  tumults,  terrors  dearly  prized, 
Transports  that  paind,  and  joys  that  agonised. 
Till  the  fond  damsel,  pleased  with  lad  so  trim, 
Awed  by  her  parent,  and  enticed  by  Iiim, 
Her  lovely  form  from  savage  power  to  Siw'e, 
Gave — cot  her  hao  *• — ^but  all  she  could  she  gsTti 
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Tlieii  came  tlie  day  of  sliamc,  the  grievous  nignt, 
The  var3'ing  look,  the  waiiderinp;  ajppetitc; 
The  joy  assumed,  while  sorrow  dimm'd  the  eyes, 
The  forced  sad  smiles  that  follow'd  sudden  sighs; 
And  every  art,  long  used,  but  used  in  vain, 
To  hide  thy  progress.  Nature,  and  thy  pain. 

Too  eager  caution  sliows  some  danger's  near, 
The  bully's  bluster  proves  tlie  coward's  fear; 
His  sober  step  the  drunkard  vainly  tries. 
And  nymphs  expose  the  failings  they  disguise. 

First,  whispering  gossips  were  in  parties  seen, 
Tlien  louder  Scandal  wulk'd  the  village-green; 
Next  babbling  Folly  told  the  growing  ill, 
And  busy  Malice  dropp'd  it  at  the  mill. 

"  Go!  to  thy  curse  and  mine,"  the  Father  said, 
"  Strife  and  confusion  stalk  around  thy  bed; 
Want  and  a  wailing  brat  thy  j>ortion  be, 
Plague  to  thy  fondness,  as  thy  fault  to  me; — 

Where  skulks  the  villain  ?  " 

—  "  On  the  ocean  «id« 
My  William  seeks  a  portion  for  his  bride. —  " 

"  Vain  be  his  search!  but,  till  the  traitor  coine. 
The  higgler's  cottage  be  tliy  future  home; 
There  with  his  ancient  shrew  and  care  abide. 
And  hide  thy  head, — thy  shame  thou  canst  not  hide." 

Day  after  day  was  pass'd  in  pains  and  grief; 
Week  follow'd  week, — and  still  was  no  relief: 
Her  boy  was  born — no  lads  nor  lasses  e.ame 
To  grace  the  rite  or  give  tlie  child  a  name; 
Nor  grave  conceited  nurse,  of  oftice  proud. 
Bore  the  young  Christian  roaring  through  the  crowd: 
In  a  small  chamber  was  my  oftice  done. 
Where  blinks  through  paper'd  panes  the  setting  sun; 
Where  noisy  sparrows,  percli'd  on  penthouse  near. 
Chirp  tuneless  joy,  and  mock  the  frequent  tear; 
Bats  on  their  webby  wings  in  darkness  move, 
And  feebly  shriek  their  melancholy  love. 

Nil  Sailor  came;  tli«  months  in  terror  fled! 
Then  hews  arrived — he  fought,  and  he  was  dead  I 

At  the  lone  cott.age  Lucy  lives,  and  still 
Walks  for  her  weekly  pittance  to  the  mill; 
A  mean  seraglio  there  her  father  keeps, 
Whose  mirth  insults  her,  as  she  stands  and  weeps; 
And  sees  the  plenty,  while  compcU'd  to  stay, 
Her  father's  pride,  become  his  harlot's  prey. 

Throughout  the  lanes  she  glides,  at  evening's  oloM 
And  softly  lulls  her  infant  to  repose; 
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Tlien  sits  (ind  gnzos,  but  with  viewless  look, 

As  jrilds  tlie  moon  tUo  rippliiif;  of  the  brook; 

And  sings  lier  vespers,  but  in  voice  so  low, 

She  hears  tlieir  murmurs  as  the  waters  flow: 

And  siie  too  niurniurs.  and  begins  to  (ina 

Tiie  solemn  wandt-rings  of  a  woimded  mind: 

Visions  of  terror,  views  of  woe  succeed, 

Ths  mind's  impatience,  to  the  body's  need; 

Rv-  turns  to  that,  by  turns  to  this  a  prey.  [may. 

She  knows  wiiat  reason  yields,  and  dreads  what  n  adnes« 

Xext,  witli  their  boy,  a  decent  couple  came, 
Add  call  d  him  IJolwrt,  'twas  his  fatiier's  name; 
■|  hrec  girls  preceded,  all  by  lime  endear'J, 
An<l  i'uture  births  were  neither  ho|>ed  nor  fear'd: 
Ulest  in  each  other,  but  to  no  excess, 
Health,  quiet,  comfort,  form'd  their  happiness; 
i.ove  all  made  up  of  torture  and  delight, 
\\'i\s  but  mere  madness  in  this  couple's  sight: 
.*"usan  could  think,  though  not  without  a  sigh. 
It  she  were  gone,  who  should  her  place  supjilyt 
And  Robert,  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest, 
'lalk  of  her  spouse  when  he  should  be  at  rest: 
Yet  sti"ange  would  cither  think  it  to  be  tol<l. 
Their  love  was  cooling  or  their  hearts  were  cold. 
Few  were  their  acres, — but,  with  these  content. 
They  were,  each  pay-day,  ready  with  tben-  rent; 
And  few  their  wishes — what  their  farm  dc.iied. 
The  neighbouring  town,  at  trilling  cost,  supplied. 
If  at  the  draper's  window  Susan  cast 
A  longing  look,  as  with  her  goods  she  pas'**!. 
And,  with  the  produce  of  the  wheel  and  churn, 
Bougiit  her  a  Sunday-robe  on  her  return; 
True  to  her  maxiu),  she  would  take  no  rest, 
Till  care  repaid  that  portion  to  the  chest: 
Or  if,  when  loitering  at  the  Whitsun-fair, 
Her  Robert  spent  some  idle  shillings  there; 
Up  at  the  barn,  befor3  the  break  of  day, 
He  made  liis  labour  lor  th'  indulgence  pay: 
Thus  both — that  waste  itself  might  work  in  vain— 
Wrought  double  tides,  and  all  was  well  again. 

Yet,  though  so  prudent,  there  were  times  of  joy 
'The  day  they  wed,  the  christening  of  the  boy.) 
When  to  the  wealthier  farmers  there  was  shuvvu 
Welcome  unfeign'd,  and  plenty  like  their  own: 
For  Susan  served  the  great,  and  ha<l  some  urida 
Among  our  topmost  peoi)le  to  presitie; 
Yet  in  that  plenty,  in  that  welcome  fi"ee, 
There  was  the  guiding  .lice  fru-ralitv, 
*  <  H 
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That,  in  the  festal  as  the  frugal  flay, 

Has,  in  a  different  mode,  a  sovereign  sway; 

As  tides  the  same  attnictive  inliuence  IvDOW, 

In  the  least  ebb  and  in  tlieir  proudest  flow; 

The  wise  fnigality,  that  does  not  give 

A  life  to  saving,  but  that  saves  to  live; 

Sparing,  not  pinching,  mindful  though  not  mean, 

O'er  all  presiding,  yet  in  nothing  seen. 

Recorded  next  a"  babe  of  love  I  trace! 
(Jf  many  loves,  the  mother's  fresh  disgrace.— 

"  Again,  tiiou  harlot!  could  not  all  thy  pain.^ 
All  my  reproof  thy  wanton  thoughts  restrain?" 

"  Alas!  your  reverence,  wanton  tiionglits  I  grant, 
Were  once  my  motive,  now  the  thoughts  of  want; 
Women,  like  me,  as  ducks  in  a  decoy. 
Swim  down  a  stream,  and  seem  to  swim  in  joy: 
Your  sex  pursue  us,  and  our  own  disdain ; 
Retum  is  dreadful,  and  escape  is  vain. 
Would  men  forsake  us,  and  would  women  strive 
To  help  the  fallii,  their  virtue  might  revive." 

For  riglit  of  churching  soon  she  made  her  way, 
In  dre;wl  of  sciindal,  should  she  miss  tlie  day: — 
Two  matrons  came!  with  them  she  humbly  knelt, 
Their  action  copied  and  their  comforts  felt. 
From  that  great  pain  and  peril  to  be  free. 
Though  still  in  peril  of  that  pain  to  he; 
Alas!  what  numbers,  like  this  amorous  dame, 
Are  quick  to  censure,  but  are  dead  to  shame! 

Twin-infants  then  appear;  a  girl,  a  boy, 
Th"  oerriowing  cup  of  Gerard  Abletts  joy: 
One  harl  I  named  in  every  year  that  pass'd 
Since  Gerard  wed!  and  twins  behold  at  last! 
Well  pleased,  the  bridegroom  smiled  to  hear—"  A  vin« 
Fruitful  and  spreading  round  the  walls  be  thine. 
And  branch-like  be  thine  offspring!" — Gerard  then 
Look  d  joyful  love,  and  softly  said.  "  Amen." 
Now  of  that  vine  he'd  have  no  more  increase, 
Those  playful  bnvaches  now  disturb  his  peace. 
Them  he  "beholds  around  his  tables  spread, 
But  finds  the  more  the  branch,  the  le.ss  the  bread; 
And  while  they  run  his  humble  walls  about, 
They  keep  the'  sunsliiue  of  good  humour  out 

Cease,  man,  to  grieve!  thy  ma.^ters  lot  survey 
Whom  wife  and  cliildren,  thou  and  thine  obey; 
A  farmer  jiroud.  beyond  a  farmer's  pride. 
Of  all  around  the  envy  or  the  guide: 
Who  trots  to  market  on  a  steed  so  fine, 
That  when  1  meet  hkn,  I'm  ashamed  of  miiMi 
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Wliose  beard  is  Iiigh  up-heap'd  with  penerons  fart, 
\yhicli  five  stout  sons  nrnl  tliree  tall  daughters  shar«. 
Cease,  man,  to  p-ieve,  and  listen  to  his  care. 

A  few  years  Hed.  an.l  all  thy  hoys  shall  be 
I  ords  of  a  cot,  and  labourers  "likethee: 
Thy  girls  unportion'd  neiglibVing  youths  sliall  lead 
Brides  from  my  church,  and  tliencVforth  thou  art  tttil 
But  then  thy  master  shall  of  cares  complain, 
Care  after  care,  a  long  connected  train ; 
Ilis  sons  for  farms  shall  ask  a  large  supply, 
For  farmers'  .-ons  each  gentle  miss  shall  sigh; 
Thy  mistress,  reasoning  well  of  life's  dccav, 
Shall  ii.sk  a  chaise,  and  hardly  brook  delav; 
The  smart  young  cornet  who",  with  so  mu'cn  graca, 
Rode  in  the  ranks  and  betted  at  the  race, 
^Vhile  the  vex'd  parent  rails  at  deed  so  rash, 
Shall  d— n  his  luck,  and  stretch  his  hand  for  cash. 
Sad  troubles,  Gerard!   now  pertain  to  thee. 
When  tliy  rich  master  seems  from  trouble  free; 
But  'tis  one  fate  at  dill'erent  times  assign'd, 
And  thou  shalt  lose  the  cares  that  he  must  find- 

"  Ah!  "  quoth  our  village  Grocer,  rich  and  old, 
"  Would  I  might  one  such  cause  for  care  behold  I" 
To  whom  his  Friend,  "  Mine  greater  bliss  would  bo^ 
'Aould  Heav'n  take  those  my  sjiouse  assigns  to  me." 

Aged  were  both,  that  Dawkins,  Ditchcni  thi», 
.Vho  nmch  of  marriage  thought,  and  much  amiss; 
^th  would  delay,  the  one,  till — riches  gain'd, 
The  son  he  wish'd  laigUt  be  to  honour  tniin'd'; 
His  friend — lest  fierce  intruding  heirs  shoulo  coDM^ 
To  waste  his  hoard  and  vex  his  quiet  home. 

Dawkins,  a  dealer  once,  on  burthend  hack 
Bore  his  whole  substance  in  a  pedlar's  pack; 
To  dames  discreet,  the  duties  yet  unpaid. 
His  stores  of  lace  and  hyson  he  convey 'd: 
When  thus  enrich'd,  he  chose  at  home  to  stop 
And  fleece  his  neighbours  in  a  new-built  shop; 
Then  wood  a  spinster  blithe,  and  hoped,  when  w«^ 
For  Icve's  fair  favours  and  a  fruitful  bed. 

Xot  so  his  Friend; — on  widow  fair  and  staid 
He  fix'd  his  eye,  but  he  was  much  afraid; 
Yet  woo'd;  while  she  his  hair  of  silver  hue 
Demurely  noticed,  and  her  eye  withdrew: 
Doubtful  he  paused — "  Ah  I  were  I  sure,"  he  criaA, 
"  No  craving  children  would  my  gains  divide; 
Fair  as  she  is,  I  would  my  widow  take, 
And  live  more  largely  for  my  partner's  sak^* 


S7a  THE    PARISn    HEOISTRR. 

Witli  such  their  viowa  some  thoughtful  years  they  pui**^ 
And  hoping,  dreading,  they  were  bound  at  last. 
And  what  their  fate?     Observe  them  as  they  go. 
Comparing  fear  with  fear  ana  woe  with  wf)e. 
"  Humplu^ey!"  said  Dawkins,  "  envy  in  my  breast 
Sickens  to  see  tliee  in  tiiy  ciiildren  West; 
They  are  thy  joys,  wiiile  I  go  grieving  home 
To  a  sad  spouse,  and  our  cloiiiai  gloom: 
We  look  despondency;  no  infant  near, 
To  bless  the  eye  or  win  the  parent's  ear; 
Our  sudden  heats  and  quarrels  to  ailay, 
And  soothe  the  petty  sutferings  of  the  day . 
Alike  cur  want,  yet  both  the  want  reprove. 
Where  are,  I  cry,  these  pledges  of  our  love? 
When  she,  like  Jacob  s  wife,  makes  tierce  reply, 
Vet  fond — Oh!  give  me  ciiildren,  or  f  die: 
And  r  return — still  childless  doom'd  to  live, 
Like  the  vex'd  patriarch — Are  they  mine  to  give? 
Ah  I  much  I  envy  thee  thy  boys,  who  ride 
On  poplar  branch,  and  canter  at  thy  side; 
And  girls,  whose  cheeks  thy  chin  s  tierce  fondness  know 
And  with  fresh  beauty  at  the  contact  glow."  [gaii» 

'•  Oh!  simple  f-iend,'  said  Uitchem.  "  would'st  thou 
A  father  s  pleasure  by  a  husband's  pain? 
Alas!  what  pleasure — when  some  vig'rous  boy 
Should  swell  thy  pride,  some  rosy  girl  thy  joy; 
Is  it  tc  doubt  who  grafted  this  sweet  flower, 
Or  whence  arose  that  spirit  and  that  power? 

"  Four  years  I've  wed;  not  one  has  pass  d  in  vain 
Behold  the  Hfth!  behold  a  babe  again! 
My  wife's  gay  friends  th'  unwelcome  imp  admire, 
And  fill  the  room  with  gratulation  dire: 
'While  I  in  silence  sate,  revolving  all 
That  influence  ancient  men,  or  that  befall; 
A  gay  pert  guest — Heav'n  knows  his  business — came( 
"  A  glorious  boy,"  he  cried,  "  and  what  the  name?" 
Angry  I  growl'd, — My  spirit  cease  to  tease. 
Name  it  yourselves, — Cain,  Judas,  if  you  please; 
His  father's  give  him, — should  you  that  explore, 
The  devil's  or  yours: — I  said,  and  sought  the  door 
My  tender  partner  not  a  word  or  sigh 
Gives  to  my  wrath,  nor  to  my  speech  reply; 
But  takes  her  comforts,  triumphs  in  my  pain. 
And  looks  undaunted  for  a  birtii  iigain." 

Heirs  thus  denied  alHict  the  pining  heart. 
And  thus  afforded,  jesilous  pangs  impart; 
Let,  therefore,  none  avoid,  and  none  demand 
Thdae  arrows  number 'd  for  the  giant's  hand. 
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Then  with  their  infants  tliree,  tlie  parents  came, 
And  each  assign'J-^— 'twas  all  they  had — a  nam«; 
Names  of  no  mark  or  price;  of  tiiein  not  one 
Shall  court  our  view  on  the  sepulchral  stone. 
Or  stop  the  clerk,  th'  engraven  scrolls  to  spfill. 
Or  keep  the  sexton  from  the  sermon  bell. 

An  orphan-;;irl  succeeds:  ere  she  was  bora 
Hsr  father  died,  her  mother  on  that  morn; 
Tiie  pious  mistress  of  tlie  school  sustains 
Her  jtarcnts'  part,  nor  their  allection  fui>;n3, 
But  pitying  feels,   with  <lue  respect  and  joy, 
I  rr;tce  the  matron  at  her  loved  employ; 
Wliat  time  the  stripiingN,  wearied  e'e:i  with  play, 
I'art  at  the  closing  oC  ihe  sunnncr's  d:iy, 
And  e:u;b  by  dill'erent  p:ith  returns  tlie  well-known  wm^'^ 
Thru  1  beheld  her  at  her  cittage-door, 
Krugal  of  light: — her  Hible  laid  before, 
Whrn  on  her  double  duty  she  proceeds, 
Of  time  as  frugal — knitting  as  she  reads: 
Her  idle  neighbours,  who  ajiproach  to  tell 
Some  trifling  tale,  her  serious  looks  compe* 
To  hear  reluctaut, — while  the  lads  who  pass 
In  pure  respect,  walk  silent  on  the  grass: 
Then  sinks  to  day,  but  not  to  rest  she  goes. 
Till  solemn  prayers  the  daily  duties  close. 

But  1  digress,  and  lo;  an  infant  train 
Appear,  and  i-all  me  to  my  task  again 

"  Why  Loiiicera  wilt  thou  name  thy  child?" 
1  asked  the  (.Jardener  s  wife,  in  accents  mild: 

"  We  have  a  right,"  replieil  the  stunly  dame;— 
And  Lonicera  was  the  infant's  name. 
If  next  a  son  shall  3'ield  our  Gardener  joy, 
'I'hi'ii  llyacinthus  shall  be  that  fair  boy; 
And  if  a  girl,  they  will  at  kngth  agree. 
That  Helladoniia  that  fair  maid  shall  Ije. 

High  sounding  words  our  worthy  gardener  geti, 
And  at  his  club  to  wondering  swains  repeats; 
He  then  of  Rhus  and  Rhododendron  speaks, 
And  Allium  calls  his  onions  and  his  leeks; 
Nor  weeds  are  now,  for  whence  arose  the  weed. 
Scarce  plants,  fair  herbs,  and  curious  flowers  proo«ed| 
Where  Cuckoo-pints  and  Dandelions  sprung, 
((iross  names  had  they  our  plainer  sires  among,) 
There  Arums,  there  Leontodons  we  view, 
And  .\.rteinesia  grows,  where  Wormwood  grew. 

But  though  no  weed  exists  nis  garden  round. 
From  Rumex.  sti'ong  our  (jardener  frees  his  gTOiiB4, 
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Takes  sofl  Senecio  from  the  yielJinp  land, 
And  grasps  the  arm'd  Urtica  in  his  hiind. 

Not  I>ar\vin's  self  iiad  more  delight  to  sing 
Of  floral  conrtshi]),  in  tii'  awaken  d  Spring, 
Then  Peter  Pratt,  who  simpering  lovts  to  teQ 
How  rise  the  .Stamens,  as  the  Pistils  swell ; 
How  hend  and  curl  tlie  moist-top  to  the  spooa^ 
And  give  and  t.-ike  the  vegotible  vows; 
How  those  esteem'd  of  old  hut  tips  and  chivea^ 
Are  tender  husbiioda  and  obedient  wrves. 
Who  live  and  lore  within  the  sacred  bower, — 
That  bridal  bed,  the  vulgar  term  a  flower. 

Here  Peter  proudly,  to  some  bumble  friend, 
A  wondrous  secret,  in  his  science,  lead: — 
"  Would  ycu  iKlvance  the  nuptial  hour,  and  \yrrag 
The  frnit  of  Autumn  with  the  tiowers  of  Spring; 
View  that  light  frame  where  Cnctimis  lies  »pread| 
And  trace  the  husbands  in  their  golden  bed. 
Three  powderVl  Antliers; — tlien  no  more  delaj 
But  to  the  Stigma's  tip  their  dust  convey; 
Then  by  thyself,  from  prying  glanee  secure, 
Twirl  the  full  tip  and  make  your  purpose  sore; 
A  long-abiding  riK-e  the  deed  sliall  pay, 
Nor  one  unblest  abortion  fine  away." 

1    adiiiiri;  tueir  friend's  discourse  our  swains  agree, 
And  cjili  it  science  and  philosophy. 

"!'  is  good,  't  is  pleasant,  throjjgh  tli«  a'lvancing  jtm 
To  see  unuuniber'd  growing  fbnns  appejvr; 
What  leafy-life  from  Earth's  broad  bosom  rise! 
W  hat  insect-niyriafls  seek  the  summer  skies! 
What  scaly  tribes  in  every  streamlet  move; 
What  plumy  people  sing  in  every  grove! 
All  with  tlie  year  awaked  to  life,  delight  and  lore. 
'I'hen  names  are  good;  for  liow,  without  their  aid, 
Is  knowledge,  gain'd  by  man.  to  nwn  convey  d? 
But  from  that  source  sluill  all  our  pleasures  tk>w? 
Shall  all  our  knowledge  be  those  names  to  know? 
I'h.ei:  he,  with  menwry  blest,  shall  bear  away 
The  pai».-  from  Grew,  and  Miihlleton,  au<l  Haj: 
No!  let  us  rather  seek,  in  grove  and  tield. 
What  food  for  wonder,  what  fur  use  they  yield; 
Some  just  remark  from  Nature's  people  bring, 
And  some  new  source  of  liom.age  for  her  Kii\g. 

Pride  lives  with  all:  strange  names  our  rustics  gn« 
To  lielpless  infants,  that  tlK-ir  own  may  live; 
Pleased  to  be  known,  they'll  some  attention 
And  hnd  some  by-way  to  the  house  of  (aiax 


376 


The  Rtraightest  furrcnv  lifts  the  ploughman's  ar^ 
The  hat  he  giiin'd  has  warmth  for  head  and  heart; 
The  bowl  that  beats  the  greater  number  down 
Of  tottering  nine-pins,  gives  to  fame  the  clown; 
Or,  foil'd  in  these,  he  o^es  his  ample  jaws, 
And  let  a  frog  leap  down,  to  gain  applause; 
Or  ,;rius  for  hours,  or  tipples  for  a  week. 
Or  challenges  a  well-pinciid  pig  to  squeak; 
Some  idle  deed,  some  ciiild's  prei)osterous  name, 
ShMli  make  him  known,  and  give  his  folly  fame. 
To  name  an  infant  meet  our  village  sires, 
Assembled  all  as  sucli  event  requires; 
Frequent  and  full,  the  rural  sages  sate, 
And  speakers  many  urged  the  long  deliate, — 
Some  barden'd  knaves,  who  roved  the  country  rcimd 
ILid  left  a  Ivihe  within  the  parish-bound. — 
First,  of  the  fact  tliey  question  d — "  Wiw  it  true?" 
'llic  child  was  brought — "  Wiiat  then  reniainVI  to  do? 
"  Was  't  dead  or  living?  '     This  was  fairly  proved, — 
'Twas  pinclid,  it  roar  d,  and  every  doubt  removed, — 
'i'ben  by  what  name  th'  unwelcome  guest  to  call 
Was  long  a  question,  and  it  posed  th^m  all; 
For  he  who  lent  it  to  a  babe  uid<uown, 
C'»  nsorious  men  might  take  it  for  his  own: 
'liiey  lookd  about,  they  gmvely  s|)oke  to  all, 
And  not  one  Richard  answer  d  to  tlje  call. 
Next  they  enquired  the  day,  when,  pas.sing  by, 
'I'll'  nnhicky  jieasant  heard  the  stranger's  cry: 
Tills  known, — how  food  and  rainient  they  might  give^ 
Was  next  debated— for  liic  rogne  would  live; 
At  last,  with  all  tiieir  words  and  work  content, 
B;ick  to  their  homes  the  prudent  vestry  went, 
And  Richard  Monday  to  the  workhouse  sent. 

There  was  lie  pinch'd  and  pitied,  thump'd  and  fed« 
Vnd  duly  took  Jiis  beatings  and  his  bread; 
Patient  in  all  control,  in  all  abuse. 
He  found  contempt  and  kicking  have  their  use: 
Sad,  silent,  supple:  bending  to  the  blow, 
A  slave  of  slaves,  the  lowest  of  the  low; 
His  pliant  soul  gave  way  to  all  things  base, 
He  knew  no  shame,  he  dreaded  no  disgrace. 
It  secmd,  so  well  his  p.assions  he  suppress'd, 
Ko  feeling  stirr'd  his  ever-torpid  breast; 
Him  might  the  meanest  pauper  bruise  and  cheat 
He  was  a  footstool  for  the  begprar's  feet; 
His  were  the  legs  tii;it  ran  at  all  commands; 
They  used  on  all  oi;c:i>ions  liicluird's  hands*. 
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His  very  soul  was  not  his  own;  he  stole 

As  others  order'd,  and  without  a  dole; 

In  all  disputes,  on  either  part  he  lied. 

And  freely  pledged  his  oath  on  either  side; 

In  all  rehellions  Richard  join'd  the  rest, 

In  all  detections  IJicliard  first  confess'd: 

Yet,  though  disgraced,  he  watched  his  time  80  well 

lie  rose  in  favour,  when  in  fame  he  fell; 

Base  was  his  usage,  vile  his  whole  employ^ 

And  all  despised  and  fed  the  pliant  boy. 

At  length,  "   Tis  thne  he  should  abroad  be  sent," 

Was  whisper'd  near  him. — and  abroad  he  went; 

One  morn  they  call'd  him,  Richard  answer'd  not; 

'riiey  dcc'ii'd  him  hanging,  and  in  time  forgot, — 

Vet  miss'd  him  long,  as  each,  throughout  the  clan, 

found  he  "•  had  better  spared  a  better  man." 

Now  Richard  s  talents  for  the  world  were  fit, 
He'd  no  small  canning,  and  lia'i  some  small  wit; 
Had  that  calm  look  which  seem'd  to  all  iwsent, 
And  tiiat  complacent  speech  which  nothing  inemt 
He'd  but  one  care,  and  that  he  strove  to  hide, 
How  best  for  Richard  Monday  to  [irovide 
Steel,  through  opposing  plates,  the  magnet  draws, 
.\nd  steely  atoms  culls  from  dust  and  srraws; 
A:i  1  c iiu<  oiir  hero,  to  hi-  intore>t  true 
(ill!  I  t.iniu.'li  all  bars  and  Irom  each  ti'itie  drew, 
Hilt  still  nioic  •<iiri-ly  roinid  the  world  to  no. 
This  fortune's  cliilil  had  neither  IVieU'l  nor  foe. 

Long  lost  to  US,  at  hut  oar  man  we  trace. — 
"  Sir  Richard  Monday  died  at  Monday-place:'' 
His  lady  s  worth,  his  daughter's  we  |)eruse, 
And  lind  his  grandsons  all  as  rich  a,s  Jews: 
He  gave  reforming  charities  a  sum. 
And  bought  the  blessmgs  of  the  blind  and  dumb 
Bequeathed  to  missions  money  from  the  stocks 
Ajid  Hihles  issued  from  iiis  private  box; 
But  to  his  native  place  .severely  just, 
He  left  a  pittance  lioimd  in  rigid  trust; 
Two  paltry  pound.s,  on  every  quarter's-day, 
(At  clmrch  produced)  tor  forty  loaves  shi'tild  pay} 
A  stinted  gilt,  that  to  the  parish  shows 
He  kept  in  mind  their  bounty  and  their  llowsl 

To  farmers  three,  the  year  has  given  a  son, 
Finch  on  tlie  Moor,  and  French,  and  Mi>\ileUim, 
Twice  in  this  year  a  female  GiUi  I  st-e, 
A  SpaUling  once,  and  once  a  Bamahy: 
A  humble  man  is  Ae,  and  when  they  meet, 
J«i  I'd'-'acr.".  ^ni.  him  ou  a  dislaiU  seat; 
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Tliere  for  tlieir  wil  lie  sen'es  a  con^tniit  tlieme,— 

"  They  prniM'  liis  <lniry,  tliey  extol  Iiis  team, 

Tlipy  nvk  the  |  rice  of  each  uiiriv:ill'(l  steed, 

Aii'l  wlictu'e  his  >.hi'i'p,  thai  it-liiiinihk'  biveilf 

His  tlirivin^  arts  tliey  hej;  lie  would  explaia, 

And  where  he  imts  tiie  iiioiicy  he  niiisl  pain. 

Tncy  iiave  their  d.iiigiiters,  hut  tln-y  fear  tlieir  frien^ 

Vould  think  his  sftiis  too  niiich  would  con<ie>cend  > 

Tht-y  have  their  sons  who  woiilij  tlieir  fortunes  ti-y, 

But  fear  his  daiigliters  will  tlieir  suit  deny." 

So  runs  the  joke,  while  .InnieB,  with  sigh  profound. 

And  face  oir  care,  looks  moveless  on  the  ground; 

His  cares   his  siL'hs,  provoke  the  insult  more, 

And  point  the  jeit — for  Hainaby  is  poor. 

Last  in  my  list,  five  nntauj:ht  lufls  ajipenr; 
Their  father  dead,  compassion  sent  them  here^— 
For  still  that  rustic  infidel  denied 
To  have  their  names  with  solemn  rite  applied: 
His,  a  lone  house,  hy  Oeadnian's  I>vke-way  stood; 
And  his  a  nightly  Imuut.  in  Lonely-wcHxl: 
Each  villi\ge  inn  has  heard  the  nifllati  hoasl. 
That  he  he  it-vcd  ixi  neither  Cod  nor  ghost; 
That,  when  the  hxI  upon  the  sinner  press'd. 
He,  like  the  saint,  had  everlasting  rest; 
That  never  priest  bidicved  his  doetrine*  tnie, 
But  would,  for  profit,  own  himself  a  Jew 
Or  worslifj)  wtxid  and  stone,  as  honest  heathen  if> 
That  fools  alone  on  future  worhls  rely, 
And  all  who  die  for  faith,  deserve  to  die." 

These  maxims, — part  th'  Attorney's  Clerk  profeaa'd 
His  own  transcendent  genius  found  the  rest. 
Our  pious  matrons  heard,  and,  much  am:ued. 
Gazed  on  the  man,  and  trembled  ivs  they  giued; 
And  now  his  face  explored,  and  now  his  feet, 
Man's  dre.aded  foe,  in  this  bad  man,  to  meet: 
But  him  our  drunkards  as  their  champion  raised, 
Their  bishop  call'd.  and  as  their  hero  praised; 
Though  most,  when  so'ocr,  and  the  rest,  when  sick 
H.1'1  little  question  whence  his  bishojirick. 

But  he,  triumphant  spirit!  all  things  dared. 
He  poach'd  the  wood,  and  on  the  warren  snared; 
'Twas  his,  at  cards,  each  novice  to  trejan, 
And  call  the  want  of  rogues  "  the  rights  of  maa;" 
V  ild  as  the  winds,  he  let  his  offspring  rove. 
And  deem'd  the  marriage-bond  tlie  bane  of  lova 

What  age  and  sickness  for  a  man  so  bold, 
Ilad  doik^  we  know  not; — none  beheld  liim  oldi 
»-9 
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By  night,  as  business  urged,  he  sought  the  wood,— 
The  ditch  was  deep, — the  rain  Imd  caused  a  flood,— 
The  foot-bridge  Aiil  d, — lie  phiiiged  benciith  the  deep, 
And  slept,  if  truth  were  his,  th   eternal  .sleup. 

These  have  we  named;  on  life's  rougli  sea  they  eaO 
With  many  a  prosperous,  many  an  adverse  gale! 
Where  passion  soon,  like  powerful  winds,  will  rage, 
And  prudence,  wearied,  with  their  strength  engager 
Then  each,  in  aid,  shall  some  companion  a»k, 
For  help  or  comfort  in  the  tedious  task; 
And  what  that  help — what  joys  from  union  flow, 
What  good  or  ill,  we  next  prepare  to  show;  • 
And  row,  meantime,  our  wearj-  bark  ashore, 
A»  Spenser  his — but  not  with  Speoaer'B  oar 
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Previfni*  Con«i<lermticm  neo^Bsary :  yet  not  too  long  Delay— 
lmpriid<'iit  M.in-iage  of  old  Kirk  and  his  Servant — Cora- 
parisoB  bi'lween  an  iiiicient  «ud  youthful  F«rtii«T  to  a  voung 
Man— I'ruilciic.'  of  Donald  the  Gardener— rarisli  Wedding— 
till-  fOinpcUi-d  Hri'feurixmi :  Day  of  Marri.'ice,  how  •;»ent  — 
BelutiOH  of  the  Ac.oniplishmeoti  of  I'hoebe  Daw^n,  a  rustic 
Beauty:  her  Lovor  :  his  Courtship  :  their  M:irnij;e—Mi9<Ty 
of  Precipitation— 1  he  wealthy  Couple  :  Keluetauee  iii  tl»e 
Huslmnd;  whv  V— I'liuiualljr  fair  Sij;iii«tnrtM  in  th."  Uo^^isler: 
the  Coiiuuon  kind— Seduction  of  l.ucy  Collins  by  F«oliiian 
Dimiel:  her  rustic  Ix>Ter  :  her  Return  to  him— An  ancient 
Couple:  Conip:iri«on«  on  the  occanion— More  pleaunt  view 
of  \  lUape  Matriinouy  :  Farmers  cel.-hrafit.g  tlu-  Day  of  Mnr- 
ria;,-*:  their  Wives— Reuben  and  Ita.liel,  a  h.ippy  l':iir  ;  :in 
Eiitaaple  of  prudent  Delay— Kefleotions  on  th.tr  State  »hc 
were  not  ao  urudent,  and  its  uii|)roveincut  lo«ard!«  tl^ 
Termination  of  Life:  an  old  Man  so  circunisi.mced  -  \lieiii|* 
to  Seduce  a  Village  Beauty :  PerauaaioB  mod  Hcy[y  .  t  b^-  E  >  .•  a. 


OisrosKi)  to  wed  « "oil  while  youhHrten,  stay; 
There  b  jn"eat  advantage  in  a  small  delay: — 
Thus  Ovid  sang,  and  much  tlie  wise  api'rove 
This  prudent  maxim  of  ll»e  priest  of  I.ove: 
If  poor,  delay  for  future  want  prepares, 
And  ea.«es  humble  lil'o  of  halt  iu  cares; 
If  ricii.  delay  sliall  brace  the  thouglitful  mind, 
T'  endure  the  ills  that  e'en  the  hapjiiest  find: 
Delay  shall  knowledge  yield  on  either  part. 
And  show  tlie  value  of  the  vanquish  d  heart; 
The  humours,  passions,  merits,  failings  prove. 
And  gently  raise  the  veil  that's  worn  by  Love; 
Love,  that  impatient  guide! — too  proud  to  think 
Of  vulgar  wants,  of  clothing,  meat  and  drink, 
Urges  our  amorous  swains  their  joys  to  seize, 
And  then,  at  rags  and  hunger  frighten 'd,  fleea.— 
Yet  not  too  long  in  cold  debate  remain; 
Till  age  refrain  not — but  if  old,  refrain. 

By  no  such  rule  would  Gaffer  Kirk  be  tried; 
First  in  the  year  he  led  a  blooming  bride, 
Asd  stood  a  wither 'd  elder  at  her  ud«. 
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Oh!  Nathan!  NathaTiI  at  tliy  yeiiis  trepann'd, 

To  take  a  wanton  harlot  liy  the  hand! 

Thou,  who  wert  used  so  tartly  to  express 

Thy  sense  of  matrimonial  hapi)iness, 

Till  every  youth,  whose  bans  at  church  were  reaa. 

Strove  not  to  meet,  or  meeting,  hung  his  head; 

And  every  lass  forehore  at  tliec  to  look, 

A  sly  old  fish,  tOf>  cunning  for  the  hook: 

And  now  at  sixty,  tliat  pert  dame  to  see, 

Of  all  thy  savings  mistress,  and  ol'  tiiee; 

Kow  will  the  lads,  rtmemb'ring  ins^ults  past. 

Cry,  "  What,  the  wise  one  in  the  traj)  at  last!" 

Kie!  Nathan!  tie!  to  let  an  artful  jade 
The  close  recesses  of  thine  heart  invade: 
What  grievous  pangs!  what  sutlcring  i^lie  II  iiupait 
And  till  with  anguish  that  rehelliows  heart 
For  thou  wilt  strive  incessantly  in  vain. 
By  threatening  speech  thy  freedom  to  regain: 
But  she  for  conquest  married,  nor  will  prove 
A  dupe  to  thee,  tliino  anger  or  thy  love; 
Clamorous  her  tongue  wdi  be: — of  either  sex, 
She  11  gather  friends  around  thee  and  pei-plex 
Thy  doubtful  soul; — thy  money  she  will  wastek 
In  the  vain  ramblings  of  a  vulgar  taste; 
And  will  be  happy  to  exert  her  power. 
In  every  eye,  in  tliine,  at  every  hour. 

Then  wilt  thou  bluster — "  No!   I  will  not  rest. 
And  see  consumed  each  shilling  of  my  chest:" 
Thou  wilt  be  valiant, — "  \\  hen  thy  cousins  cjUI, 
1  will  abuse  and  shut  my  door  on  all:" 
Thou  wilt  be  cruel! — "  \Vh;it  the  law  allows, 
That  be  thy  portion,  my  ungratelul  spouse! 
Nor  other  shillings  shalt  tlii>u  then  receive. 
And  when  I  die — What!  may  1  this  believe? 
Are  these  true  tender  tears?  and  does  my  Kitty  grievel 
Ah!  crafty  vixen,  thine  old  man  has  fears; 
But  weep  no  more!  I'm  melted  by  thy  tears; 
Spare  but  my  money;  thou  shalt  rule  me  still. 
And  see  thy  cousins — there!   I  burn  the  wilL" 

Thus,  with  example  sad,  our  year  began, 
A  wanton  vixen  and  a  weary  man; 
"  But  had  this  tale  in  other  guise  been  told," 
Young  let  the  lover  be,  the  lady  old. 
And  that  disparity  of  years  shall  prove 
No  bane  of  peace,  although  some  bar  to  love; 
'Tis  not  the  worst,  our  nuptial  ties  among, 
That  joins  the  ancient  bride  and  bridegroom  young.— 
Voung  wives,  like  changing  winds,  their  power  OispUy 
Bj  sbifting  points  and  varying  day  by  day; 
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Now  zephyrs  mild,  now  whirlwinds  in  tlieir  'sroe, 
They  sometimes  speed,  but  often  tiiwart  our  course; 
And  nincii  cx])erienced  should  that  pilot  be, 
Who  sails  with  tliein  on  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
Kut  lilie  a  trade- wind  is  the  •.mcieat  diime, 
Mild  to  your  wish  and  every  day  the  same; 
Steady  as  time,  no  sudden  squalls  you  fear, 
But  set  full  sail  and  with  assurance  steer; 
Till  every  danger  in  your  way  be  past 
And  then  she  gently,  mildly  breathes  her  last; 
Rich  you  arrive,  in  port  awhile-  remain, 
And  for  a  second  ventme  -^ail  ajjain. 

For  this,  blithe  DonaM  southwjird  made  his  way, 
And  left  the  lasses  on  the  banks  of  Tay; 
Him  to  a  nci.2;bhourinj(  garden  fortune  sent, 
V\'hoin  we  beheld,  aspiriniily  content; 
Patient  and  mild  he  sougbt  the  dame  to  please, 
Who  rided  t!ie  kitchen  and  who  bore  the  keys. 
Fair  I-ucy  first,  the  laundry's  grace  and  i)ri<le, 
With  smiles  and  gracious  looks,  her  lortune  tried; 
But  all  in  vain  she  jiraisiil  his  "  i>awky  eyne," 
Where  never  fondness  was  for  l.ucy  seen: 
llim  tiie  mild  Susan,  boast  of  dairies,  loved. 
And  fonuil  him  civil,  cautious  and  immoved: 
From  many  a  fragrant  simple,  Catherine's  skill 
Drew  oil  and  essence  from  the  b«)iling  still; 
But  not  her  warmth,  nor  all  her  wimiing  ways 
From  his  cool  phlegm  could  Donald's  spirit  rai^e: 
(Jf  beauty  heedless,  with  the  merry  mute. 
To  Mistress  Dubson  he  jireferr'il  his  suit; 
There  proved  his  service,  there  adilress'd  his  vows. 
And  saw  her  mistress, — friend. —  protectress, — spouM| 
A  butler  now,  he  thanks  his  powerful  bride. 
And,  like  her  keys,  keeps  con^t.'int  at  her  side. 

Next  at  our  altar  stood  a  luckless  pair. 
Brought  by  strong  passions  ami  a  warrant  there. 
By  long  rent  cloak,  Imng  loosely,  strove  the  bride, 
From  every  eye,  what  all  perceived,  to  hide. 
While  the  boy -bridegroom,  shutHing  in  his  pace, 
Now  hid  awhile  and  then  exposed  his  face; 
As  shame  alternately  with  anger  strove, 
The  brain  confused  with  muddy  ale  to  move. 
In  haste  and  stanmiering  he  perform 'd  his  part, 
And  look'd  the  rage  that  rankled  in  his  heart; 
(So  will  each  lover  inly  curse  his  fate, 
Too  soon  made  hapi)y  and  made  wise  too  lata:) 
I  saw  his  features  take  a  savage  gloom. 
And  deeply  threaten  for  the  days  to  coma 
BBS 
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Low  F^jiake  the  I:i!>i>,  and  lisp'ii  and  minced  Lb«  «bfl4^ 
Look'd  on  the  lad,  and  faintly  tried  to  smile; 
A'itli  soften'd  speecii  and  lininblcd  tone  slie  strove 
fo  stir  the  embers  of  departed  hive: 
A'hilc  he,  a  tyrant,  frowninj;  walk'd  before, 
*'elt  the  poor  purse,  and  8<)u;,'ht  the  pul-iic  doer, 
jShe  sadly  following  in  submission  went. 
And  saw  the  final  shilling  foully  spent; 
Then  to  her  father's  hut  the  pair  withdrew, 
And  bade  to  love  and  comfort  long  adieu! 
All!  fly  tempUition,  youth,  refrain!  refraial 
I  preach  for  ever:  but  I  preach  in  vaiti! 
Two  summers  since  I  saw  at  Lammas  Fair, 
The  sweetest  flower  that  ever  blossom'd  there, 
When  Phoebe  Dawson  gaily  cross'd  the  Green 
In  haste  to  see  and  happy  to  be  seen : 
Her  air,  her  manners,  all  who  saw  admired; 
Courteous  though  coy,  and  gentle  though  retiied; 
The  joy  of  youth  and  health  her  eyes  display 'd, 
And  ease  of  heart  her  every  look  convey'd; 
A  native  skill  her  simple  roljcs  cxpress'd. 
As  with  untutor'd  elegance  she  dress'd; 
The  lads  around  admired  so  fair  a  sight. 
And  Phoebe  felt,  and  felt  she  gave,  delight 
Admirers  soon  of  every  age  she  gaia'd. 
Her  beauty  won  them  and  her  worth  retain'd; 
Envy  itself  could  no  contempt  display. 
They  wish'd  her  well,  whom  yet  they  wishM  away. 
Correct  in  thought,  she  judged  a  scrs'ant's  phice. 
Preserved  a  rustic  beauty  from  disgi-ace; 
But  yet  on  Suuday-eve,  in  freedom's  hour, 
Vith  secret  joy  she  felt  that  beauty's  power. 
When  some  proud  bliss  upon  the  heart  would  steal, 
That,  poor  or  rich,  a  beauty  still  must  feel. — 

At  length  the  youth  ordain'd  to  move  her  breast. 
Before  the  swains  with  bolder  spirit  press'd; 
With  looks  less  timid  made  his  passion  known. 
And  pleased  by  manners  most  unlike  her  own; 
Loud  thougli  in  love,  and  confident  though  young; 
Fierce  in  his  air,  and  voluble  of  tongue; 
By  trade  a  tailor,  though,  in  scorn  of  traae, 
He  served  the  'Squire,  and  brush'd  the  coat  he  made. 
Yet  now,  would  Plicebe  her  consent  afford. 
Her  slave  alone,  again  he'd  mount  the  board; 
With  her  should  years  of  growing  love  be  spent, 
And  growing  wealth : — she  sigh'd  and  look'd  coosent. 

Now,  through  the  lane,  up  hill,  and  'cross  the  gnm, 
(Seen  by  but  few,  and  blushing  to  be  seen — 
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Dejected,  tliouglitiul^jinxious,  and  afraid,) 
Led  by  the  loNtr,  walk'd  the  silent  nuiid, 
Slow  through  the  nie;ui()v»T  '•oved  tliey,  many  a  mila^ 
Toy"d  by  each  bunk,  and  tntled  at  each  slUe; 
Wliere,  as  he  painted  every  blissful  view, 
And  liiglily  colourd  wliat  lie  strongly  drew, 
The  pensive  damsel,  prone  to  tcmJer  fears, 
Dimni'd  the  false  prosj)ect  with  prophetic  tears. — 
Thus  pass'd  th"  allotted  hours,  till  lingeriutj  late, 
The  lover  loiter'd  at  the  master's  gate; 
There  he  pronounced  adieu!  and  yet  would  stay, 
fill  chidden — soothed — entreated — forced  away; 
Be  would  of  coldness,  though  indulged,  couiplain, 
And  oft  retire,  an<l  oft  return  agiiin; 
When,  if  his  teasing  vexd  her  gentle  mind. 
The  grief  assumed,  con)|)eird  her  to  be  kind! 
For  he  woidd  proof  of  i)lightcd  kindness  crave, 
That  she  resented  first  and  then  forgave. 
And  to  his  grief  and  penance  yielded  more 
Than  his  presumption  had  required  before.— 

Ah!  Hy  temptation,  youth ;  refrain!  refrain! 

Each  yielding  maid  and  ejieh  jiresuming  swainl 
Lo!  now  with  red  rent  cloak  and  bonnet  black. 
And  torn  green  gown  loose  hanging  at  her  back, 
One  who  au  infant  in  her  arms  sustains. 
And  seems  in  patience  striving  with  her  pains; 
Pinch'd  are  her  looks,  as  one  who  pines  for  bread. 
Whose  cares  are  growing  and  whose  hojies  are  Ued; 
Pale  her  parclfd  lijis,  her  heavy  eyes  sunk  low, 
And  tears  unnoticed  from  their  channels  How; 
Serene  her  manner,  till  s<ime  sudden  pain 
Frets  the  meek  soul,  and  then  she's  calm  again;— 
Her  broken  pitcher  to  the  pool  she  takes. 
And  every  step  with  cautious  terror  makes; 
For  not  alone  that  infant  in  her  arms. 
But  nearer  cause,  her  an.\ious  soul  alarms. 
With  water  burthen'd,  then  she  picks  her  way, 
Slowly  and  Cixutious,  in  the  clinging  clay: 
Till,  ill  mid-green,  she  trusts  a  place  unsound, 
And  deeply  plunges  in  th'  adhesive  ground; 
Thence,  but  with  pain,  her  slender  foot  she  takes. 
While  hope  the  mind  as  strength  the  frame  forsakatl 
For  when  so  full  the  cup  of  sorrow  grows, 
Add  but  a  dnjp,  it  instantly  o'erflows. 
And  now  her  path  but  not  her  peace  she  gains, 
Safe  from  her  task,  but  sliivering  with  her  pains* 
Her  home  she  reaches,  open  leaves  the  doP' 
And  placing  first  lier  iniuat  on  the  door, 
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She  bares  her  bosom  to  the  winil,  ami  situ, 
Anil  sobliing  struggles  with  t'lC  rising  fits: 
In  vain,  they  come,  slie  feels  the  inflating  grie( 
That  shuts  the  swelling  hosom  from  relief 
That  speaks  in  feehlc  cries  a  soul  distrcss'd, 
Or  the  sad  laugh  th:it  cannot  be  re])ress*d. 
The  neighbour-matron  leaves  her  wlieel  and  fliet 
With  all  the  aid  her  poverty  supplies; 
Unfee'd,  the  calls  of  Nature  she  obeys, 
Not  led  by  profit,  not  allured  by  [)raise; 
And  waiting  long,  till  these  contentions  cease, 
She  speaks  of  comfort,  and  departs  in  peace. 

Friend  of  distress!  the  mourner  feels  thy  aid. 
She  cannot  jjay  thee,  but  thou  wilt  be  paid. 

But  who  this  child  of  weakness,  want  and  care? 
'Tis  Phrehe  Dninxon,  pride  of  Latnmas  Fair: 
Who  took  her  lover  for  his  s[):irkling  eyes. 
Expressions  warm,  and  love-inspiring  lies: 
Compassion  first  ass.iil'd  her  gentle  heart. 
For  all  his  suffering,  all  his  bosom's  smart: 
"  And  then  his  prayers!  they  would  a  savage  move. 
And  win  the  coldest  of  the  sex  to  love:" — 
But  ah!  too  soon  his  looks  success  declared, 
Too  late  her  loss  the  marriage-  rite  repaird; 
The  faithless  Hatterer  then  his  vows  forgot, 
A  captious  tyrant  or  a  noisy  sot: 
If  present,  railing,  till  he  saw  her  pain'd: 
If  absent,  spending  what  tlieir  labours  gain'd; 
Till  that  fair  form  in  want  and  sickness  pined. 
And  hope  and  comfort  fled  that  gentle  mind. 

Then  fly  temptation,  youth:  resist,  refrain! 

Nor  let  me  preach  for  ever  and  in  vain ! 
Next  came  a  well-dress'd  pair,  who  left  their  coa  •!., 
And  made,  in  long  procession,  slow  approach: 
For  this  gay  bride  had  many  a  female  friend. 
And  youths  were  there,  this  favourd  youth  t"  attend 
Silent,  nor  wanting  due  respect,  the  crowd 
Staod  hum'  ly  round,  and  gratulation  bow'd; 
But  not  that  silent  crowd,  in  wonder  fix'd, 
Not  numerous  friends,  who  praise  and  envy  mix'd, 
Nor  nymphs  attending  near  to  swell  the  pride 
Of  one  more  fair,  the  ever-smiling  briile; 
Nor  that  gay  bride,  adorn'd  with  every  grace, 
Nor  love  nor  joy  triumphant  in  her  face. 
Could,  from  the  youth".*,  sad  si<;ns  of  sorrow  chase: 
Why  didst  thou  gi-ieve?  wealth,  pleasure,  freedom,  thiot 
Vex'd  it  thy  soul,  that  freedom  to  resipi? 
Spake  Scandal  truth?  "  Thou  didst  not  then  intend 
So  Boon  to  bring  thy  wooing  to  au  end?" 


MARRIAOEa.  IH 

Or,  was  it,  as  our  prating  rustics  say, 

To  end  as  soon,  but  in  a  didcrent  way? 

Tis  tolil  tby  Pliillis  is  a  skilful  dame, 

Who  play'ii  uninjured  witli  the  dangerous  flarje: 

That,  wiiile,  like  Lovelaci-.  tiiou  thy  coat  display'd, 

And  hid  the  ?nare  for  her  att'ection  Uiid, 

Thee,  with  her  net,  she  found  the  means  to  catch. 

And  at  the  amorous  see-saw,  won  the  match: 

Yet  others  tell,  the  captain  fixd  thy  doubt. 

He'd  call  thee  brotiier,  or  he'd  call  thee  out: — 

But  rest  the  motive — all  retreat  too  late, 

Joy  like  thy  briile's  should  on  thy  brow  have  sate; 

The  deed  had  then  appear'd  thine  own  intent, 

A  glorious  day,  by  gn.cious  fortune  sent, 

In  each  revoivini;  ye;tr  to  be  in  triumph  spent. 

Then  in  few  weeks  that  cloudy  brow  had  been 

Witliout  a  wonder  or  a  whisper  seen; 

And  none  had  been  so  weak  as  to  enquire, 

"  Why  pouts  my  Lady?"  or  "  wliy  frowns  the  Squire? 

How  fair  these  uauies,  liow  much  unlike  they  look 
To  all  the  blurrd  subscriptions  in  my  book: 
The  bridegrooui's  letters  stand  in  row  above, 
Taperinj;  yet  stout,  like  pine-trees  in  his  grove; 
While  free  and  rine  the  bride's  a[>[)ear  below, 
As  light  anil  slender  :is  her  jasmines  grow. 
Mark  now  in  what  confusion,  stoop  or  stind, 
The  crooked  scrawls  of  many  a  clownish  hand; 
Now  out,  now  in,  they  dmop.  they  fall,  they  rise, 
Like  raw  recruits  dniwu  forth  I'or  e\erci>e; 
Ere  yet  reform'd,  and  modell'd  by  the  drill, 
The  free-born  legs  stand  striding  as  they  wilL 

Much  hive  I  tried  to  guide  the  first  along, 
But  still  the  blunderers  placed  their  blottiugs  wrong:— • 
Behold  these  marks  uncouth!  how  strange  that  men 
Who  guide  the  plough,  should  fail  to  guide  the  pen; 
For  half  a  mile,  the  furrows  even  lie; 
For  half  an  inch  the  letters  stand  awTy; — 
Our  peasants,  strong  and  sturdy  in  the  field, 
Cannot  these  arms  of  idle  students  wield. 
Like  them,  in  feudal  days,  their  valiant  lords 
Resign'd  the  pen,  aud  grasp'd  their  conqu'ring  swordi; 
They  to  robed  clerks  aud  poor  dependent  men 
Left  the  light  duties  of  the  peaceful  pen; 
Nor  to  their  ladies  wrote,  but  sought  to  prove, 
By  deeds  of  death,  their  hearts  were  fiU'd  with  love 

But  yet,  small  arts  have  charms  for  feuuUe  eyes; 
Our  rustic  nymphs  the  beau  and  scholar  prize; 
Unletter'd  swains  and  ploughmen  coarse  they  slight, 
For  those  who  ilress.  and  amorous  scrolls  indite. 
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For  Lucy  Collins  happier  days  had  been, 
Had  Footman  Daniel  scorn'd  his  native  green; 
Or  when  he  came  an  idle  coxcomb  down, 
Had  he  his  love  reserved  for  lass  in  town; 
To  Stephen  Hill  she  then  had  pledged  her  truth,-^ 
A  sturdy,  sober,  kind,unpolish'd  youth; 
But  from  the  day,  that  fatal  day  she  spied 
The  pride  of  Daniel,  Daniel  was  her  pride. 
In  all  concerns  was  Stephen  just  and  true, 
But  coarse  his  doublet  was  and  patch'd  in  view, 
And  felt  his  stockings  were,  and  blacker  than  his  shoe; 
While  Daniel's  linen  all  was  fine  and  fair, — 
His  master  wore  it,  and  he  deign'd  to  wear: 
(To  wear  his  livery,  some  respect  might  proTe; 
To  wear  his  linen,  must  be  sign  of  love:) 
Blue  was  his  coat,  unsoil'd  by  s|)Ot  or  stain; 
His  hose  were  silk,  his  shoes  of  Spanish  gi"ain; 
A  silver  knot  his  breadth  of  shoulder  bore; 
A  diamond  buckle  blazed  his  breast  before — 
Diamond  he  swore  it  was!  and  show'd  it  as  he  swore, 
Rings  on  his  fingers  shone;  his  milk-white  hand 
Could  pick-tooth  case  and  box  for  snulf  command: 
Ar    thus,  with  clouded  cane,  a  fop  complete, 
He  -stalk  d,  the  jest  and  glory  of  the  street. 
Join  d  with  these  powers,  he  could  so  sweetly  sing, 
Talk  with  such  toss,  and  saunter  with  such  swing; 
Laugh  with  such  glee,  and  trifle  with  such  art, 
That  Lucy's  promise  faild  to  shield  her  heart. 

Stephen,  meantime,  to  ease  his  amorous  cares, 
Fix  d  his  full  mind  upon  his  farm's  affairs; 
Two  pigs,  a  cow,  and  wethers  half  a  score 
Increased  his  stock,  and  still  he  look'd  for  more. 
He,  for  his  acres  few,  so  duly  paid. 
That  yet  more  acres  to  his  lot  were  laid ; 
Till  our  chaste  nymphs  no  longer  felt  disdain,  " 
And  prudent  matrons  praised  the  frugal  swain; 
Who  thriving  well,  through  many  a  fruitful  year, 
Now  clothed  himself  anew,  and  acted  overseer. 

Just  then  poor  Lucy,  from  her  friend  in  town, 
Fled  in  pure  fear  and  came  a  beggar  down ; 
Trembling,  at  Stephen's  door  she  knock'd  for  brand,— 
Was  chidden  first,  next  pitied,  and  then  fed; 
Then  sat  at  Stephen's  board,  then  shared  in  Stephen's  bed' 
All  hope  of  marriage  lost  in  her  disgrace, 
He  mourns  a  flame  revived,  and  she  a  love  of  lace. 

Now  to  be  wed  a  well  match'd  couple  caire; 
Twice  had  old  Loilfje  been  tied,  and  twice  tlie  dame; 
Tottering  they  came  and  toyijig,  (odious  scenel) 
And  fond  and  simple,  as  they'd  always  been. 
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Children  E-om  we<llock-we  by  laws  restrain; 
Why  not  prevent  them,  when  they're  sucli  again? 
Why  not  forbid  tlie  doting  souls  to  prove 
Th'indeccnt  fondling  of  prepost<;ro>.s  love? 
In  spite  of  prudence,  micoiitroU'd  hv  shame, 
The  amorous  senior  woos  the  tootiiless  dame, 
Relating  idly,  at  the  closing  eve, 
The  youthful  follies  he  disdains  to  leave; 
Till  youthful  follies  wake  a  transient  fire. 
When  arm  in  arm  they  totter  and  retire. 

So  a  fond  pair  of  solemn  binls,  all  day, 
Blink  in  their  seat  and  doze  the  licurs  away; 
Then  hv  the  nio<in  awaken'd,  forth  they  move. 
And  fright  the  songsters  with  their  cheerless  lore. 

So  two  <ear  trees,  dry,  stunted,  aiid  unsound, 
Each  other  catch,  when  dro])ping  to  the  ground; 
Entwine  their  wither'd  anns  'gainst  wind  and  we«lh« 
And  shake  their  leafless  heads  and  drop  togethei 

So  two  cold  limbs,  toucli'd  by  ( ralvai.i's  wire, 
Move  with  new  life,  and  feel  awaken'd  Hre; 
Quivering  awhile,  their  flaccid  fonns  remaia. 
Then  turn  to  cold  torpidity  again. 

"  But  ever  frowns  your  ilymeii?  man  and  maid, 
Are  all  repenting,  stjilcring  or  betray  d^ 
Forbid  it,  Love!  we  have  "P.r  couples  here 
Who  hail  the  day  in  each  revolving  year. 
These  are  with  \is,  as  in  the  worhl  around. 
They  are  not  frequent,  but  they  may  Ix.-  h^jnd. 

C)ur  farmers  too,  what  though  they  fail  U.  p.~>73, 
In  Hymen's  bonds,  the  tenderest  slaves  of  Itve. 
(Nor,  like  those  pairs  whom  sentiment  unite* 
Feel  they  the  fervour  of  the  mind's  delights;) 
Yet  coarsely  kind  and  comfortably  pw. 
They  heap  "the  bo.ar<l  and  hail  the  happy  <lav 
And  though  the  bride,  now  free<i  from  school,  adnute 
Of  pride  implanted  there,  some  transient  Hts: 
Yet  soon  she  casts  her  girlish  flights  aside. 
And  in  substantial  blessings  rests  her  pride. 
No  more  she  moves  in  measured  steps;  no  more 
Rutis,  with  bcwilder'd  ear,  iier  music  o'er; 
No  more  recites  her  French  the  hinds  among, 
But  chides  her  maidens  in  her  mother-tongue; 
Her  tambour-frame  she  leaves  and  diet  spare. 
Plain  work  and  plenty  with  her  house  to  share; 
Till,  all  her  varnish  lost  in  few  short  years. 
In  all  her  worth  the  farmer's  wife  appears. 

Yet  not  the  ancient  kind;  nor  she  who  gave 
Her  soul  to  gain — a  mistress  h'mx  a  slave: 
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Who  not  to  sleep  allowd  the  needful  time; 
To  whom  repose  was  loss,  and  sport  a  crime; 
Who,  in  her  meanest  room  (and  all  were  mean), 
A  noisy  drudge,  from  morn  till  night  was  seen;— 
But  she,  the  daughter,  boasts  a  decent  room, 
Adorn  il  with  carpet  formed  in  Wilton's  loom; 
Fair  prints  along  the  paper'd  wall  are  spread; 
There,  Werter  sees  the  sportive  children  fed, 
And  Charlotte,  here,  bewails  her  lover  dead. 

'Tis  here,  assembled,  wiiile  in  space  apart 
Their  husbands,  drinking,  warm  the  opening  heart, 
Our  neigbbi)uriug  dames,  on  festal  days,  unite, 
With  tongues  more  fluent  and  with  hearts  as  light, 
Theirs  is  that  art,  which  Knglish  wives  alone 
Profess — a  boa.st  and  privilege  their  own; 
An  art  it  is  where  each  at  once  atteml.* 
To  all,  and  claiuis  attention  from  her  friends. 
When  they  engage  the  tongue,  the  eye,  the  ear, 
Reply  when  list  ning,  and  when  speaking  hear: 
The  re.idy  converse  knows  no  dull  delays, 
'  But  double  are  the  pains,  and  double  be  the  praiM* 

Yet  not  to  those  alone  who  bear  command 
Heaven  gives  a  heart  to  hail  the  marriage  band; 
Among  their  servants,  we  the  piiirs  can  show, 
Who  much  to  love,  and  more  to  prudence  owe: 
Reuben  and  liachel,  though  :is  fond  as  doves, 
Were  yet  discreet  and  cautious  in  their  loves; 
Nor  would  attend  to  Cupid's  wild  commands. 
Till  cool  reflection  bade  them  join  tiieir  bauds: 
When  both  were  poor,  they  thought  it  argued  ill 
Of  hasty  love  to  make  them  poorer  still; 
Year  after  year,  with  savings  long  laid  by, 
They  bouglit  the  future  dwelling's  full  supply; 
Her  frugal  fancy  cuH'd  the  smaller  ware. 
The  weightier  purchase  ask'd  her  Reuben's  care; 
Together  then  their  last  year's  gain  they  threw. 
And  lo!  an  auctiond  bed,  with  curtains  neat  and  new. 

Thus  both,  as  prudence  counsell'd,  wisely  stay'd. 
And  cheerful  then  the  calls  of  Love  obey'd: 
What  if,  when  Rachel  gave  her  hand,  'twas  one 
Embrown  d  by  Winter's  ice  and  Summer's  suu? 
What  if,  in  Reuben's  hah-  the  female  eye 
Usurping  grey  among  the  black  could  spy? 
What  if.  in  both,  life's  bloomy  flush  was  lost, 
And  their  full  autumn  felt  the  mellowing  frost? 
Yet  time,  who  blow'd  tlie  rose  of  youth  away, 
Had  left  the  vigorous  stem  without  decay: 
Like  those  uU  elms,  in  Farmer  Fraaktbrd's  ground, 
Thay'll  grow  no  more, — but  all  their  growth  is  aound 
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By  ti.ne  confimi'd  aiid-rooted  in  the  land, 

The  storms  tliey've  stood,  6t>ll  promise  they  shall  lAaod 

These  are  the  hajipicr  pairs,  their  life  has  rest, 
Their  hopes  are  strong,  their  hiiinhle  portion  blest, 
While  those  more  rash  to  hasty  marriage  led, 
Lament  th'  impatience  which  now  Ftints  their  bread; 
W'iien  such  their  uni  ju,  years  their  cares  increase, 
Their  love  grows  colder,  and  their  pleasures  ceaM, 
In  health, just  fed,  in  sickness  just  relieved; 
By  hardships  harass'd  and  by  children  grieved; 
Ik  i>etty  nuarrcls  and  in  peevish  strife, 
The  once  fond  couple  wiuite  the  spring  of  life: 
But  when  to  a;;e  mature  those  children  grown, 
Find  ho|ies  an<l  homes  and  hardships  of  their  own. 
The  harR*8  d  couple  fed  their  lingering  woes 
Receilin;;  slowly,  till  they  find  rei)Ose. 
C'linipiaints  and  niurniurs  then  are  laid  aside, 
(Hy  reason  these  subihied,  aini  those  hv  pride;) 
.And  t^iught  by  care,  the  patient  man  and  wiie 
Agree  to  share  the  bitter-sweet  ol   life  I 
(l.il«'  '.hat  has  wjrrow  much  anil  son-ciw's  cure, 
\Vl;ore  they  who  must  enjoy  shall  inu>.li  endure:) 
Tlieir  rest,  their  laUinrs,  duties,  sufler'ngs,  p)iiyer% 
Comiiose  the  stiul.  an<l  Ht  it  for  its  cares; 
Tiieir  gnives  lielbiv  them  and  their  griefs  behind. 
Have  each  a  Uhed'cine  lor  the  rustic  mind; 
Nor  has  he  care  to  whom  his  wealth  shall  go, 
C>r  who  shall  htlHxtr  with  hi>  spade  and  lioe; 
But  as  he  lends  the  strength  that  yet  rcinuns, 
And  some  dead  neighliour  on  his  bier  sustiiins, 
(One  with  whom  oft  he  whirl  d  the  bounding  flail, 
Toss'd  the  broa<l  coit,  or  t<x»k  th'  inspiring  aJe,) 
"  For  me,  '  (he  meditites.)  •'  shall  soon  be  done 
This  friendly  duty,  when  my  race  be  nni; 
T  was  first  in  trouble  as  in  error  past. 
Park  clouds  and  stormy  cares  whole  years  o'ercast. 
But  calm  my  S4'tting  day,  an<l  sunsliine  smiles  at  lact 
My  vices  punisli'd  and  my  follies  spent, 
Kot  loth  to  die,  but  yet  to  live  content, 
1  rest:" — then  casting  on  the  grave  his  eye, 
His  friend  conif«-ls  a  te;ir,  and  his  own  griefs  a  sigh 

Last  on  my  list  ap|>e;u-s  a  niiitch  of  love, 
And  one  of  Virtue, — lia^'py  may  it  prove! — 
Sir  KJtrunl  Archer  is  sn  amorous  knight. 
And  maidens  chaste  and  lovely  sliiii  his  eight, 
His  baililf's  daughter  suited  much  his  taste. 
For  Fantu  /'rice  was  lovely  and  was  cha«te; 
c  c 
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To  her  the  Knight  with  gentle  looks  drew  near. 
And  timid  voice  assumed,  to  banish  fear: — 

"  Hope  of  my  life,  dear  sovereign  of  my  brenst, 
Which,  since  I  knew  tliee,  knows  not  joy  nor  rest; 
Know,  thou  art  all  that  my  delightetl  eyes. 
My  ff  ndest  thoughts,  my  proudest  wishes  prize 
Aud  is  that  bosom — (what  on  earth  so  fair  I) 
To  cradle  some  coarse  peasant's  sprawling  heir, 
Tc  be  that  pillow  wiiich  some  surly  swain 
May  treat  with  scorn  and  agonise  with  pain? 
Art  thon,  sweet  maid,  a  ploughman's  wants  tr  chan^ 
To  dread  his  insult,  to  support  his  care; 
To  hea?  his  follies,  his  contempt  to  prove. 
And  (oil!  the  torment!)  to  endure  his  love; 
Till  want  and  deep  regret  those  cliarms  destroy, 
That  time  would  spare,  if  time  were  pass'd  in  joy? 
With  him.  in  varied  (lains,  from  morn  till  night, 
Your  liours  sliall  pass:  yourself  a  i-uffian's'  right; 
Your  softest  be<l  shall  be  the  knotted  wool; 
Your  purest  drink  tiie  waters  of  the  pool; 
Your  sweetest  fowl  will  but  yotir  life  sustain, 
And  your  best  plef.sure  be  a  rest  from  pain; 
While,  tlirough  each  year,  as  health  and  strength  abata 
You'll  weep  your  woes,  aud  wonder  at  your  fate; 
And  cry,  '  Behold,'  as  life's  last  cares  come  on, 
My  burthens  growing  when  my  strength  is  gone.' 

Now  turn  with  me,  and  all  the  yo«mg  desire, 
That  taste  can  form,  that  fancy  can  require; 
All  that  excites  enjoyment,  or  procures 
Wealth,  health,  respect,  delight,  aud  love,  are  yaars: 
Sparkling,  in  cups  of  gold,  your  wines  shall  tk>w, 
Grace  that  fair  hand,  in  that  dear  bosom  glow; 
Kruits  of  each  clime,  and  flowers,  through  all  the  ytaa 
Shall  on  your  walls  and  in  your  walks  appear: 
Where  all  beholding,  shall  your  praise  repeat, 
No  fruit  so  tempting  and  no  flower  so  sweet: 
The  softest  carpets  in  your  r>xun  shall  lie, 
I'iotures  of  happiest  loves  sliall  uieet  yoiur  eye, 
And  tallest  mirrors  reaching  to  tlve  floor, 
Shall  show  you  all  the  object  I  adore; 
^^'llo,  by  the  haiuls  of  wealth  aud  I':»sIuob  dres«'d_ 
By  slaves  atteivlcd  and  by  friends  c;\ress'd. 
Shall  n\ove,  a  wojider,  tlu-ough  tl>e  public  ways, 
Aud  hear  the  whispers  of  adoriiu;  praise. 
Your  female  firiends,  tliongh  gayest  ol'  the  gav 
Shall  see  you  happy,  and  sliall,  sighing,  sa^, 
While  sra<ither'd  envy  rises  in  tlie  brea.'^, — 
Ob!  tliat  we  lived  so  beauteous  and  so  y«a^* 
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"  Come,  then,  my  mistress,  and  my  wife;  I  )r  slie 
Who  trusts  my  honour  is  the  wife  for  me; 
Your  slave,  your  iiusbami,  and  your  friend  employ, 
In  search  of  pleasures  we  niny  both  enjoy." 

To  this  the  Damsel,  meekly  firm,  replied : 
"  My  mother  loved,  was  married,  toil'd,  and  died; 
W'itli  joys,  sho'd  griefs,  had  troubles  in  her  course. 
But  not  one  {^'mf  was  pointed  by  remorse; 
My  mind  is  fix'd,  to  Heaven  I  rcsipjn. 
And  be  her  love,  her  life,  her  comforts  mine." 

Tyrants  have  wept;  and  those  with  hearts  of  steal, 
Unused  the  anf^uish  of  the  heart  to  heal. 
Have  yet  the  tran.sicnt  power  of  virtue  known, 
And  felt  tir  imparted  joy  promote  their  own. 

Oiv  Knight  rolentin;;,  now  befriends  n  youth, 
\V!io  to  the  yicldiii;;  maid  had  vow'il  his  truth; 
And  l.nds  in  that  fair  deeil  a  sacred  joy. 
Thai    rUl  not  perish,  and  that  cannot  cloy;— 
A  livi'  g  joy,  that  shall  its  spirit  ktnp, 
Wliec  «very  beauty  fadcK.  tuKi  all  the  pastioiu  alwp 
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PART    IIL 

DtmiALS. 


Fme  Christian  Besignation  not  frfqneiitly  to  be  sepn — Tfc« 
Register  a  melancholy  Kecord — A  dying  Man,  who  at  length 
sends  for  a  Priest;  for  what  Purpjse?  answered — Old  Collet 
uf  tlie  Inn,  an  Instance  of  Dr.  Young's  slow-sudJen  Death: 
his  Character  and  Conduct — The  Manners  and  Management 
01  the  Widow  Qoe :  her  successful  Attention  to  Business: 
her  Decease  unexpected — The  Infint-Bov  of  Gerard  Ablett 
dies-  Reflections  on  his  Death,  and  the  Survivor  liis  Sisler- 
Tvrin — The  Funeral  of  the  deceased  Lady  of  the  Manor  des- 
cribed: her  neglected  Mansion:  Undertaker  atid  Train  :  the 
Character  which  her  Monument  «ill  hereafter  display — 
Burial  of  an  ancient  Maiden:  gome  former  drawback  on  nrr 
Virgin-Fame:  Description  of  her  House  :ind  Househola:  lifT 
Manners,  Apprehensions,  Death— Isaac  Ashf.ird.  a  virtuous 
pea<ant,  dies:  his  manly  Character:  Riduclance  to  enter  the 
roor-House;  and  why — Misfortune  and  derangement  of 
Intellect  in  Robin  Dingley:  whence  they  proceeded:  he  is 
not  restrained  by  Misery  from  a  wandering  l.ife:  his  various 
Returns  to  his  Parish:  his  liiial  Return— Wife  of  Farmer 
Frankford  dies  in  Prime  of  Life  :  Aflliition  in  Consequence  ot 
such  Death :  melancholy  View  of  her  House,  &c.  on  her 
Family's  Return  from  her  Funeral :  Address  to  Sorrow — 
Leah  Cousins,  a  Mid'.vife:  her  Character;  and  successful 
Practice:  at  length  opposed  by  Dr.  Glibb:  Opposition  in  the 
Parish;  Argument  of  the  Doctor:  of  Leah  :  her  Failure  and 
.Decease — Burial  of  Rogar  Cuff,  a  Sailor:  his  tnraity  to  bis 
Family:  how  it  onginated : — his  Experiment  and  .ts  Conse- 
quence— The  Register  terminates— A  Bell  heard:  Enquiry 
for  whom?  The  Sexton— Character  of  old  Dibble,  and  the  Ut« 
Rectors  whom  he  served — Reflections — Conclusion. 


There  was,  't  is  said,  and  I  believe,  a  time, 
When  humble  Christians  died  with  views  sublime; 
When  all  were  ready  for  their  faith  to  bleed, 
lint  few  to  write  or  wrangle  for  their  creed; 
Wlien  lively  Faith  upheld  the  sinking;  heart, 
And  friends,  assured  to  meet,  prepared  to  part; 
When  Love  felt  hope,  when  Sorrow  grew  serene, 
And  all  was  comfort  in  the  dea:h-bed  scene. 

Ala-s!  when  now  the  gloomy  king  thiy  wait, 
'Tis  weakness  yielding  to  res'stless  fate: 
Like  wretched  men  upon  the  ocean  cast, 
They  labour  hard  and  struggle  to  the  last: 
"  Hope  against  hope,"  and  wildly  gaze  around 
Ir.  search  of  help  that  never  shall  be  found: 
Nor,  till  the  la.st  strong  billow  stops  the  breath, 
Will  they  believe  them  in  the„uW8  of  D^tlil 
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Wlien  these  my  Record?  F  reflecting  rend. 
And  find  what  ills  tli«Se  numerous  hirtlis  suc«-ed 
What  powerful  p-iefs  these  nuptial  lies  attend. 
With  what  regret  these  painful  journeys  ••nd; 
When  from  the  cradle  to  tlie  crrave  I  look, 
Mine  I  conceive  a  melancholy  hook. 

Where  now  is  perfect  resignation  seen? 
Alas!  it  is  not  on  the  village-preen: 
I've  seldom  known,  though  I  haye  often  read 
Of  happy  peasants  on  their  dyin2-l>ed; 
Whose  liK)ks  proclaim'd  that  sunshine  of  the  hrea«l 
That  more  than  hope,  that  Heaven  itself  expretwa. 

What  I  behold  are  feverish  Hts  of  strife, 
'Twixt  fears  of  dyinj;  and  desire  of  life: 
Those  eartiily  lioi>es,  that  to  the  last  endure; 
Those  fears,  that  hopes  superior  fail  to  erne; 
At  best  a  sad  submission  to  tlie  doon>. 
Which,  turniii!.'  from  the  d;mj.'er,  lets  it  come 
Sick  lies  the  man.  Iwwilder'd.  lost,  afntid. 
His  spirits  vanquish'd  and  his  strenjrth  decay'd: 
No  hope  the  friend,  the  nurse,  the  doct-T  lend — 
"Call  then  a  priest,  and  fit  him  for  his  end." 
A  priest  is  :aird:  't  is  now,  alas!  to"  late. 
Death  enters  with  him  at  the  cottiL'e-<.r ite; 
Or  time  allow'd — he  goes,  assured  X"  Hud 
The  self-commcndiii}:,  all-conHdiu'Z  nund; 
And  .sighs  to  hear,  what  we  may  justly  call 
Death's  common-place,  the  tntin  of  tlio\iglit  in  alL 

"  True,  I'm  a  sinner,"  feebly  he  begin*, 
"  But  trust  in  Mercy  to  forgive  uiy  siu*:" 
(Such  cool  confes.sion  no  pa«t  crimes  excite! 
Such  claim  on  Mercy  seems  the  sinner's  right!) 
'I  know,  mankind  are  fniil.  that  (Jod  is  just, 
And  pardons  those  who  in  his  mercy  trust; 
We're  sorely  tempted  in  n  world  like  this; 
K\\  men  have  done,  and  I  like  all,  amiss; 
But  now,  if  spared,  it  is  my  full  intent 
On  all  the  past  to  pon<ler  and  repent: 
Wrongs  against  me  I  pardon  great  and  small, 
Ajjd  if  I  die,  I  die  in  peace  with  all." 

His  n-.Eiits  thus  and  not  his  sins  confess'd. 
He  speaks  his  hopes,  and  leaves  to  Heaven  th'  t^ 
Alas!  are  these  the  prospects  dull  and  cold. 
That  dying  Christians  to  their  priests  unfold' 
Or  mends  the  prospect  when  th'  enthusiast  rriea, 
"1  die  assured!"  and  in  a  rapture  dies? 

Ah,  where  that  humble,  self- abasing  rain4. 
With  that  confiding  spirit,  shall  we  find ; 
c  c  3 
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Tlie  niinfl  that,  feeling  what  repentance  brings, 
Dejection's  terrors  and  Contrition's  stings, 
Feels  then  the  hope,  that  mounts  all  care  above. 
And  the  pure  joy  that  flows  from  jjardoning  love? 

Such  have  I  seen  in  Death,  and  much  deplore, 
So  many  dying — that  I  see  no  more: 
Lo!  now  my  Records,  where  I  grieve  to  trace, 
How  Death  has  triumph'd  in  so  sliort  a  sjiace; 
Who  are  the  dead,  how  died  they,  I  relate, 
And  snatch  some  portion  of  their  acts  from  fate. 

With  Andrew  Collett  we  the  year  begin, 
The  blind,  fat  landlord  of  the  Uld  Crown  Inn. — 
Big  as  iiis  butt,  and  for  the  self-same  use. 
To  take  in  stores  of  strong  fermenting  juice. 
On  his  huge  chair  beside  the  fire  lie  uite. 
In  revel  chief  and  umpire  in  debate ; 
Each  night  his  string  of  vulgar  tales  he  told; 
When  ale  was  cheap  and  bachelors  were  bold: 
His  heroes  all  were  famous  in  their  days. 
Cheats  were  his  boast  and  duukards  hiid  his  praise; 
"  One  in  three  draughts  three  mugs  of  ale  took  down 
As  mugs  were  tlien — the  champion  of  the-Crown 
For  thrice  three  days  another  lived  ou  ale, 
And  knew  no  change  but  that  of  mild  and  stale; 
Two  thirsty  soakers  watch'd  a  vessel's  side, 
When  he  the  tup,  with  dext'rous  hand,  applied; 
Nor  from  their  seats  departed  till  they  found 
That  bntt  was  out  and  heard  the  mournful  sound.'' 

He  praised  the  poacher,  precious  child  of  fun  1 
Who  shot  the  keeper  with  his  own  spring-gun; 
Nor  less  the  smuggler  who  the  exciseman  tied, 
And  left  him  hanging  at  the  birch-wood  side. 
There  to  expire; — but  one  who  saw  him  hang 
Cut  the  good  cord — a  traitor  of  the  gang. 

His  own  exploits,  with  boastful  glee  he  told. 
What  ponds  he  emptied  and  what  pikes  he  sold; 
And  how,  when  blest  with  sight  alert  and  gay. 
The  niglit's  amusements  kept  him  througli  the  day 

He  sang  the  praises  of  these  times,  when  all 
"  For  cards  and  dice,  as  for  their  drink,  might  call; 
When  justice  \vuik'd  on  every  jovial  crew, 
And  ten-pins  tumbled  in  the  parson's  view." 

He  told,  when  angry  \vives,  provoked  to  rail. 
Or  drive  a  third-day  drunkard  from  his  ale, 
What  were  his  triumphs,  and  how  great  the  skill 
That  won  the  vex'd  %nrago  to  his  will; 
Who  raving  came; — Then  talk'd  in  milder  strain, — 
Then  wept,  ih&^  drank,  and  pledged  her  spouse  again. 
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Such  were  liis  thomi'ii;  how  kiiavo'*  o'er  law*  prevail 
Or,  wlicn  niHdu  captivffl*,  how  they  tly  from  jail; 
The  youn^  how  bmve,  how  suhtlc  were  tlie  old; 
And  oaths  attested  all  that  folly  told. 

On  dentil  like  hit  what  name  shall  we  bestow, 
So  very  sudden !  yet  so  very  slow !' 
T  was  slow : — Disease,  augmentinj;  year  by  year, 
Show'd  the  prim  king  by  gradual  steps  brought  near; 
T  was  not  less  sudden :  in  the  nijrht  he  died, 
He  drank,  he  swore,  he  jested,  and  he  lied; 
Thus  aiding  folly  with  departing  breath: — 
"  Beware  l^renzo,  the  slow-sudden  death." 

Next  died  tke  WiJoio  Goe,  an  active  dauje^ 
Famed  ten  mile«  round,  and  worthy  all  her  fame; 
She  lost  her  hu-b.ind  when  her  loves  were  young, 
But  kept  her  farm,  her  credit,  and  her  tongui- : 
Full  thirty  years  she  ruled,  with  matchless  skill, 
With  guiding  judgment  and  resistless  will; 
Advice  she  scorn'd,  rebellions  she  suppress'd. 
And  sons  and  servants  bow'd  at  her  behest. 
Like  the  great  man's,  who  to  his  Saviour  came, 
Were  the  strong  words  of  this  commading  diune; 
**  Come,"  if  she  said,  t'.icy  came;  if  "  go,"  were  goiM; 
And  if  "do  tills," — that  instant  it  was  done: 
Her  maidens  told  she  was  all  eye  and  ear. 
In  darkness  saw  and  could  at  dist.>ince  hear, — 
Ko  parish  business  in  the  place  could  stir, 
Without  direction  or  assent  from  her; 
In  turn  she  took  each  office  as  it  fell. 
Knew  all  tliL'ir  duties  and  discharged  them  well; 
The  l.ozy  vagrants  in  her  prcM-nce  shook. 
And  pregnant  damsels  feard  her  stern  rebuke: 
She  look'd  on  want  with  judgment  cleai-  and  csool. 
And  felt  with  reason  and  bestow'd  by  rule; 
She  match'd  both  sons  and  daughters  to  her  mind. 
And  lent  them  eyes,  for  Love,  she  heard,  was  blind; 
Yet  ceaseless  still  she  throve,  alert,  alive, 
The  working  bee,  in  full  or  empty  hive; 
Busy  and  careful,  like  that  working  bee. 
No  time  for  love  nor  tender  cares  had  she; 
But  when  our  farmers  made  their  amorous  vow«, 
She  Uilk'd  of  market-steeds  and  patent-ploughs. 
Not  unemploy'd  her  evenings  passd  away, 
Amusement  closed,  as  business  waked  the  day; 
When  to  her  toilet's  brief  concern  she  ran. 
And  conversation  with  her  friends  began. 
Who  all  were  welcome,  what  they  saw,  to  share; 
And  joyous  neighbours  praised  her  Christmas  fan^ 
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That  noiip  arouii'l  might,  in  their  scorn,  compUun 
Of  Gossip  Goe,  as  greedy  in  her  gain. 

Thus  long  she  reign'd,  admired,  if  not  approved; 
Praised,  if  not  lionour'd;  fear'd.  if  not  beloved; 
When,  as  the  busy  days  of  Spring  drew  near, 
That  caird  for  all  the  forecast  of  the  year: 
When  lively  hope  the  rising  crops  survey "d, 
And  A[)ril  promised  what  September  paid : 
When  strayVj  her  lambs  where  gorse  and  gre<'n  «pc'} 
When  rose  her  grass  in  richer  vales  below;  [gi  iw; 

When  plcnscd  she  look'd  on  all  the  smiling  land. 
And  view'd  the  hinds  who  wrought  at  her  command. 
(Poultry  in  groups  .still  follow'd  where  she  went:) 
Then  dread  o'prcame  her, — that  her  days  were  »perit 

"  Bless  mel   I  die,  and  not  a  wnrning  giv'n  — 
With  much  to  do  on  Earth,  ;ind  am,  for  Ileav':;!  — 
No  reparation  for  my  soul's  att'airs. 
No  leave  petition'd  lor  tiie  barn's  repairs. 
Accounts  pprjile.x'd.  my  interest  yet  unpaid, 
My  mind  unsettled,  and  my  will  unmade: — 
A  lawyer  haste,  and  in  your  way  a  priest; 
And  let  me  die  in  oni'  i.''>od  work  at  least." 
She  spake,  and.  treniMiug.  dropp'd  upon  her  kueea 
Heaven  in  her  eye  au'l  in  her  hand  her  keys; 
And  still  the  more  -Ue  ronud  hi-r  lilir-  docay. 
With  greater  force  she  gra«p"d  those  ^\^\\^  f(f  sway. 
Then  fell  and  died! — In  haste  her  sous  drew  near, 
And  dropp'd,  in  haste,  the  tributary  tear. 
Then  from  th'  adhering  cla«p  flie  keys  nnt>ound. 
And  con.solation  for  their  sorrows  found. 

Death  has  his  infant-train;  his  bony  arm 
Strikes  from  the  baby-ciieek  the  rosy  charm; 
The  brightest  eye  his  glazing  film  makes  dim, 
And  his  cold  touch  .sets  fast  the  lithcst  limb: 
He  seized  the  sick'ning  boy  to  Gerard  lent 
When  three  days'  life,  in  feeble  cries,  were  spent; 
In  pain  brought  forth;  those  painful  hours  to  stay 
To  breathe  in  pain  and  sigh  its  soul  away! 

"  Hut  why  thus  lent,  if  thifs  recall'd  again, 
To  cause  and  feel,  to  live  and  die  in,  pain?" 
Or  rather  say.  Why  grievous  these  appear, 
If  all  it  pays  for  Heaven's  eternal  year; 
If  these  sad  sobs  and  piteous  sighs  secure 
Delights  that  live,  when  worlds  no  more  endure? 

The  sister-spirit  long  may  lodge  below, 
And  pains  from  nature,  pains  from  reason,  knon 
riirough  all  the  common  ills  of  life  may  run, 
By  hope  perrert^d,  and  bv  love  undone : 


A  wife's  distress,  a  mother  s  pangs,  may  f.rcad. 
And  widow-tears,  in  1i4tter  aiiguisli.  shed: 
May  at  old  age  arrive  through  numerous  harm* 
Vith  children's  children  in  those  fec!)le  arms: 
Nor  till  by  years  of  want  and  grief  <i|(pre».s'd 
Shall  the  sad  spirit  flee  and  he  at  rc-t  I 

Yet  happier  therefore  shall  we  deem  the  boy, 
Secured  from  anxio\is  care  ami  dangerous  joy? 

Nut  sol  for  tiien  would  Love  Divine  in  vain 
Send  all  the  burthens  weary  men  "sustain; 
All  that  now  curb  the  passions  wlien  they  rago, 
'I'he  checks  of  youth  and  the  regrets  of  age; 
All  that  now  bid  us  hope,  believe,  endure, 
Our  sorrow's  comfort  and  our  vice's  c\ire; 
All  that  for  Heaven's  high  joys  the  spirits  train, 
And  charity,  the  crown  of  all,  were  vain. 

Say,  will  you  call  the  breathless  infant  blest, 
Because  no  cares  the  silent  grave  molest';' 
So  would  you  deem  the  rnirsling  from  the  wing 
Untimely  thrust  and  never  train'd  to  sing; 
But  far  more  l)lest  the  bird  whuse  grateful  voice 
Sings  its  own  joy  and  makes  the  woorls  rejoice. 
Though,  while  untaught,  ere  yet  he  c  lann  il  the  ear 
Hard  were  his  trials  and  his  pains  severe! 

Next  die<l  the  I.ady  who  yon  Hall  [lossess'd; 
And  here  tliey  brought  her  noble  Ixjnes  to  rest. 
In  Town  she  dwelt; — fors:iken  Mixxi  the  Hall: 
Worms  ate  the  Hoors.  the  t:ip  stry  fleii  the  wail: 
No  Hre  tlie  kitchen  s  cheerl.ss  grate  displ.-iy'd. 
No  cheerful  light  the  long-closed  s:i.-ih  convey 'd, 
The  crawling  worm,  that  turns  a  summer-riy. 
Here  spun  his  shroud  and  laiil  him  up  to  die 
The  winter-ileath: — upon  the  bed  of  state. 
The  bat  vhrill  shrieking  woo  d  his  llickeriag  mate; 
To  empty  rooms  the  curious  came  no  more, 
From  empty  cellars  turn'd  the  angry  piwr, 
And  surly  beggars  ciu'sed  the  ever-bolted  door. 
To  one  small  room  the  steward  found  his  way, 
Where  tenants  foilow'd  to  coni[«lain  and  pay; 
Yet  no  complaint  before  the  Lady  came, 
The  feeling  servant  spired  the  I'eeble  dame; 
Who  saw  her  farms  with  his  observing  eyes, 
And  anwer'd  all  requests  with  his  replies: — 
She  came  not  down,  her  falling  groves  to  view; 
Why  should  she  know,  what  one  so  faithful  knew? 
Why  come,  from  many  clamorous  tongues  to  hear 
What  one  so  just  might  whisper  in  her  ear? 
Her  oaks  or  acres,  why  with  care  explore: 
Why  leara  the  wants,  the  SMtf«>rings  of  tiie  poori 
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When  one  so  knowing  all  tiicir  wortli  could  trace, 
And  one  so  piteous  p;ovcrn'd  in  her  place? 

Lo!   now,  wliiit  dismal  Sons  of  Darkness  corns, 
To  bear  this  Daughter  of  Indulgence  home; 
Tragedians  all,  and  we  11 -arranged  in  black  I 
Who  nature,  feeling,  force,  expression  lack; 
Who  cause  no  tear,  but  gloomily  jiass  by, 
And  shake  their  sables  in  the  wearied  eye, 
That  turns  disgusted  from  the  pompous  scene, 
Proud  without  grandeur,  with  profusion,  mean! 
The  tear  for  kindness  past  affection  owes; 
For  worth  deceased  the  sigh  from  reason  Hows- 
E'en  -well-feignd  passion  for  our  son-ows  call. 
And  real  tears  for  m.imic  miseries  fall. 
But  this  poor  farce  has  neither  truth  nor  art, 
To  please  the  fancy  or  to  touch  the  heart: 
Unlike  tlie  darkness  of  the  sky,  tiiat  pours 
On  the  dry  ground  its  fertilising  showers: 
Unlike  to  that  which  strikes  the  soul  with  dread, 
When  thunders  roar  and  forky  fires  are  shed: 
Dark  but  not  awful,  dismal  hut  yet  n)ean. 
With  anxious  bustle  moves  tlie  cumbrous  scene; 
Presents  no  objects  tender  or  profound. 
But  spreads  its  cold  unmeaning  gloom  aroinid. 

When  woes  are  feign  d,  how  ill  such  form-  appear^ 
And  oh  I  how  needless,  when  the  woe's  sincere 

Slow  to  the  vault  they  come,  with  heavy  tread, 
Bending  'ocneath  the  Lady  and  her  lead: 
A  case  of  elm  surrounds  that  ponderous  chest, 
Close  on  that  case  the  crimson  velvet's  press'd; 
Ungenerous  this,  that  to  the  worm  denies, 
With  niggard  caution,  his  ap^iointed  prize; 
For  now,  ere  yet  he  works  his  tedious  way. 
Through  cloth  and  wood  and  metal  to  his  prey, 
That  prey  dissolving  shall  a  mas:s  remain. 
That  fancy  loathes  and  worms  themselves  disdain. 

But  see'!  the  master-mourner  makes  his  way, 
To  end  his  office  for  the  coflin'd  clay; 
Pleased  that  our  rustic  men  and  maids  behold 
His  plate  like  silver,  and  his  studs  like  gold, 
As  they  approach  to  spell  the  age,  the  name, 
And  all  the  titles  of  th'  illustrious  dame. — 
This  as  (my  duty  done)  some  scholar  read, 
A  Village-father'look'd  disdain  and  said: 
"  Away,  my  friends!  why  take  such  pains  to  knew 
Wliat  some  brave  marble  soon  in  Church  shall  show? 
W^iere  not  alone  her  gracious  nume  shall  stand, 
Ifr^t  how  she  lived — the  blessing  of  the  land; 
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How  mnch  wc  all  dcglorerl  the  nolilc  dead, 
What  groans  we  utter  d  imd  what  tears  we  shed; 
Tears,  true  as  those,  wbicli  in  the  sleci)y  eyes 
Of  weeping  cherubs  on  the  stone  shall  rise; 
Tears,  true  as  those  which,  ere  she  found  her  grave, 
The  noble  Liidy  to  our  sorrows  gave." 

Down  by  the  cliurch-way  walk,  and  where  the  brook 
Winds  round  the  chancel  like  a  shepherd's  crook; 
In  that  small  house,  with  those  green  pales  l>efare, 
Where  ja.sinine  trails  on  either  side  the  door: 
Where  tiiose  dark  shrubs,  that  now  grow  wild  at  will. 
Were  clipp'd  in  form  and  tanUiliscl  with  skill; 
Where  cockles  branch  d  and  pebbles  neatly  spread, 
Form'd  shining  borders  for  the  larkspurs'  bed; — 
There  lived  a  Lady,  wise,  austere,  and  nice. 
Who  showd  her  virtue  by  her  scorn  of  vice ; 
In  the  dear  fashions  of  her  youth  she  dress'd, 
A  pea-green  Joseph  was  her  favourite  vest; 
Erect  she  stood,  she  walkd  with  stately  mien. 
Tight  was  her  length  of  stays,  and  she  was  tall  and  lean 

There  long  she  lived  in  maiden-state  innnured. 
From  looks  of  love  and  treacherous  man  si-cured; 
Though  evil  fame— (  but  th:il  was  long  before) 
Had  blown  her  dubious  bhu-t  at  Culherine  s  door. 
A  Captain  thither,  rich  from  India  came. 
And  tliough  a  coiutin  call'd,  it  toueli'd  her  fame: 
Her  animal  stipend  rose  from  his  behest. 
And  all  the  long-prized  tre:isures  she  possess'd:— 
If  aught  like  joy  awhile  appear  d  to  stay 
In  that  stern  face,  and  chase  tliose  frowns  awa)  ; 
'Twas  when  her  treasiires  she  disposed  for  view 
And  heard  the  praises  to  their  splendour  due; 
Silks  beyond  price,  so  rich,  tliey'd  st.and  alone, 
And  diamonds  blazing  on  the  buckled  zone; 
Rows  of  rare  pearls  by  curious  workmen  set. 
And  bracelets  fair  in  box  of  glossy  jet; 
Bright  polish'd  ainl)er  precious  from  its  size, 
Or  forms  the  fairest  fancy  could  devise: 
Hei  drawers  of  cedar,  shut  with  secret  springs, 
Conceal  d  the  watch  of  gold  and  rubied  rings; 
Letters,  long  proofs  of  love,  and  verses  fine 
Round  tiie  pink'd  rims  of  crisped  valentine: 
Her  china-closet,  cause  of  daily  care. 
For  woman's  wonder  held  her  pencill'd  v»iare; 
That  pictured  wealth  of  China  and  Japan, 
Like  its  cold  mistress,  shunu'd  the  eye  of  man. 

Her  neat  small  room,  adorn'd  with  maiden-ta^ 
A  tfipp'd  French  puppy,  first  of  favourites,  graoeoi 
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A  parrot  next,  but  d^ad  and  stuffd  with  art, 
(I'or  Poll,  when  l;ving,  lost  the  Lady's  heart, 
Anil  then  his  life:  for  he  was  heard  to  spenk 
Such  frij^hlfu!  words  as  tinged  his  Lady  s  cheek:) 
Unhappy  bird!  who  had  no  power  to  prove, 
Save  by  such  speech,  his  gratitude  and  love. 
A  grey  old  cat  his  whiskers  lick'd  beside; 
A  type  of  sadness  in  the  house  of  pride. 
The  polish 'd  surface  of  an  India  chest, 
A  glassy  globe,  in  frame  of  ivory,  press  d. 
Where  swam  two  finny  creatures:  one  of  gold, 
Of  silver  one;  both  be.auteous  to  behold; — 
All  these  were  forra'd  the  guiding  taste  to  suit; 
The  beast  well-manner  d  :ind  tlie  fishes  mute. 
A  widow"d  Aunt  was  there,  comiiell  d  by  need 
The  nymph  to  rt.atter  and  lu-r  tribe  to  teed; 
Who,  veiling  well  her  scorn,  endured  the  clog, 
Mute  as  the  (ish  and  fawning  as  the  dog. 

As  years  increased,  these  treasures,  her  delight, 
Arose  in  value  in  their  owner's  sight: 
A  miser  knows  that,  view  it  as  he  will, 
A  guinea  kept  is  but  a  guinea  still: 
And  so  he  puts  it  to  its  proper  use. 
That  something  more  this  guinea  may  produf'e; 
But  silks  and  rings,  in  the  possessor's  eyes, 
The  oft'ner  seen,  the  more  in  value  ri>e. 
And  thus  are  wisely  hoarded  to  bestow 
The  kind  of  pleasure  that  with  years  will  grow. 

But  what  avail'd  their  worth — if  worth  had  they,- 
In  the  sad  summer  of  her  slow  decay'/ 

Then  we  beheld  her  turn  an  anxious  look 
From  trunks  and  chests,  and  fix  d  it  on  her  \mji>k,-  - 
A  rich -bound  Book  of  Pniyer  the  Captain  gave. 
(Some  Princess  h.ad  it,  or  w:us  said  to  have,) 
And  then  once  more,  on  all  her  stores,  look  round. 
And  draw  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
That  told,  "  Alas!  how  hard  from  these  to  part, 
And  for  new  hopes  and  habits  form  the  heart! 
What  sliall  I  do  (she  cried ^,  my  peace  of  mind, 
To  gain  in  dying,  and  to  die  resign  d!  ' 

"  Hear,'  we  return 'd; — "  these  baubles  cast  asid* 
Nor  give  thy  God  a  rival  in  thy  pride; 
Thy  closets  shut,  and  ojie  thy  kitchen's  door; 
There  own  thy  failings,  here  ln\-ite  the  poor; 
A  friend  of  Mammon  let  thy  bounty  make; 
For  widow's  prayers,  thy  vanities  forsake; 
And  let  the  hungry,  of  thy  pride  partake, 
Then  shall  thy  inward  eye  with  joy  survey 
The  i.nge'.  Mercy  tempeing  Death's  de^yl* 


BcaiAts.  so. 

Alas!   twas  hardrtlie  treasures  still  had  thanus, 
Hope  still  its  flattery,  sickness  its  alarms; 
Still  was  the  same  unsettled,  clouded  view, 
And  the  same  plaintive  cry,  "  What  sliall  I  do?" 

Nor  change  appear  d;  for  wlicn  ker  race  was  run 
Doubtful  we  all  exclaimed,  "  What  has  been  done? 
Apart  she  lived,  and  still  she  lies  alone. 
Yon  earthy  heap  awaits  the  flattering  stone, 
On  which  invention  simll  be  long  employ  d. 
To  show  the  various  worth  of  Cal/terine  lAoyd. 

Next  to  these  ladies,  but  in  nought  allied, 
A  noble  peasant,  Isaac  Aslifurd,  died. 
Noble  he  was,  contemning  all  tilings  mean. 
His  truth  unquestiond  ami  his  soul  serene: 
<»f  no  man  s  presence  Isiuic  felt  afraid; 
At  no  man's  question  Isaac  look'd  dismay 'd: 
Sh;iine  knew  iiim  not,  he  dreaded  no  disgrace; 
Truth,  simple  truth,  was  written  in  his  face: 
K't  while  the  serious  thought  his  soul  approved, 
Cheerful  he  secm'd,  and  gentleness  he  loved. 
To  bliss  domestic  he  his  licart  resign  "d. 
And  with  the  firmest  h:id  the  fondest  mind: 
Were  others  joyful,  he  look  d  smiling  on. 
And  gave  allowance  where  he  needed  none; 
Good  he  refused  with  future  ill  to  buy, 
Nor  knew  a  joy  that  caused  reflections  sigh; 
A  friend  to  virtue,  his  unclouded  breast 
No  envy  stung,  no  jealousy  di>tress  d; 
^Bane  of  the  poor!  it  wounds  their  weaker  miud. 
To  niiss  one  favour,  which  their  ueighlwurs  fird): 
\  et  far  was  he  from  stoic  pride  removed . 
He  felt  humanely,  and  he  wannly  loved: 
I  mark'd  his  action,  when  his  infant  died. 
And  his  old  neighbour  for  offence  was  trio<l; 
The  still  tears,  stealing  down  th:it  furrow'd  cheek, 
Spoke  pity,  plainer  than  the  tongue  can  sj^^ak. 
If  pride  were  his,  'twas  not  their  vulgar  jtride 
Who,  in  their  base  contempt,  the  great  deride; 
Nor  i)ride  in  learning,— though  my  Clerk  agreed, 
If  fat?  should  call  him,  A.«htoid  might  suct"-ed;  ' 
Nor  pride  in  rustic  skill,  altlumgh  we  knew. 
None  his  superior,  and  his  equals  few: — 
But  if  that  s].irit  in  his  soul  ha.l  place. 
It  was  the  jealous  pride  that  shuns  disgrace; 
A  pride  in  honest  fame,  by  virtue  gain  d. 
In  sturdy  boys  to  virtuous  labours  tiain'-l: 
Pride  in  the  power  that  guards  hi-,  count rv  s  coaat 
And  al  that  tu^lishmen  enjoy  an.!  buu.i; 
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Pride,  m  a  life  that  slander's  tongue  defied, — 
In  fact  a  noble  passion,  mi.snamed  Pride. 

He  bad  no  party's  rage,  no  sect'rys  wiiim: 
Christian  and  countrymen  was  aU  with  him: 
True  to  his  church  he  came;  no  Sunday-showef 
Kept  him  at  home  in  that  important  hour; 
Nor  hrs  firm  feet  could  one  persuading  sect, 
By  the  strong  glare  of  their  new  light  direct; 
''  On  hope,  in  mine  own  sober  light,  I  gaze. 
But  should  be  blind,  and  lose  it,  in  your  blaze." 

In  times  severe,  when  many  a  sturdy  swain 
Felt  it  his  pride,  his  comfort,  to  complain: 
Isaac  tbeir  wants  would  soothe,  his  own  would  hicii, 
And  feel  in  that  his  comfort  and  his  pride. 

At  length  he  found,  when  seventy  years  were  run, 
His  strength  departed,  and  his  labour  done; 
When  he,  save  honest  fame,  retain  d  no  more, 
But  lost  his  wife,  and  saw  his  children  poor; 
'Twas  then,  a  spark  of — say  not  discontent — 
Struck  on  his  mind,  and  thus  he  gave  it  vent: — 

"  Kind  are  your  laws,  (  tis  not  to  be  denied,) 
That  in  yon  House,  for  ruin'd  age,  pro\ide, 
And  they  are  just; — when  young,  we  give  you  alL 
And  for  assistance  in  our  weakness  call. — 
Wh}'  then  this  proud  reluctince  to  be  fed. 
To  jom  your  poor,  and  eat  the  parish-bread? 
But  yet  I  linger,  loth  with  him  to  feed. 
Who  gains  his  plenty  by  the  sons  of  need; 
He  who,  by  contract,  all  your  paupers  took, 
And  guages  stomaclis  with  an  an.xious  look: 
On  some  old  master  I  could  well  depend; 
See  him  with  joy  and  thank  him  as  a  friend; 
But  ill  on  him,  who  doles  the  day's  supply. 
And  counts  our  chances  wiio  at  night  may  die: 
Yet  help  me,  Heav'n!  and  let  me  not  complain 
Of  what  I  suffer,  but  my  fate  sustain." 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  and  so  resign'd  he  grewj 
Daily  he  placed  the  Workhouse  in  his  view! 
But  came  not  there,  for  sudden  was  his  fate. 
He  dropp'd,  expiring,  at  his  cottage  gate. 

I  feel  his  absence  in  the  hours  of  prayer, 
And  v-iew  his  scat  and  sigh  for  Isaac  tiiere: 
I  see  no  more  those  white  locks  thinly  spread 
Round  the  baid  polish  of  that  honourd  head; 
No  more  that  awful  glance  on  [)layful  wight, 
Compell  d  to  kneel  and  tremlile  at  the  sight, 
To  fold  his  fingers,  all  in  ilrea*]  the  while, 
Till  Mister  Ashford  soften'd  to  a  smile  i 
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No  more  that  meek  and  suppliant  look  in  prayer, 

Nor  tlie  pure  lUith  (to  give  it  force),  are  there;— 

But  he  is  blest,  and  I  laiucut  no  morn 

A  wise  good  man  contented  to  be  poor. 

Then  died  a  Ramblur:  not  the  one  who  sails 

And  trucks,  for  female  favours,  beads  and  nails; 

Not  one,  who  posts  from  place  to  place — of  men 

And  manners  treating  with  a  (lying  pen; 

Not  he,  who  climbs,  tor  prospects,  Snowdon's  hc^hti 

And  chides  the  clouds  that  intercept  the  sight; 

No  curious  shell,  rare  plant,  or  brilliant  spar, 

Enticed  our  traveller  from  his  home  so  far; 

But  all  tile  reason,  by  himself  assign'd 
For  so  much  rambling,  was,  a  restless  mind; 
As  on,  from  place  to  plaio,  without  intent. 
Without  rellectioii,  /{obin  Dingley  w»nt. 

Not  thus  by  nature: — never  man  was  found 
Less  prone  to  wander  from  his  [.arish  bound: 
flaudi:iirs  Old  M:in,  to  whom  all  scones  were  new, 
Save  those  where  he  and  where  his  apples  grew, 
Kesemblcd  Robin,  who  around  Wduld  'ook, 
And  his  horizon  for  the  earth's  mi>took 

To  this  poor  swain  a  keen  Attorney  -iamc; — 
"  I  give  thee  joy,  good  fellow!  on  tliy  name; 
The  rich  old  Dingley's  dead; — no  child  has  he, 
Nor  v.ife,  nor  will;  iiis  all  is  left  for  thre: 
To  be  his  fortune's  heir  thy  claim  is  good  • 
Thou  hast  the  name,  and  we  will  prove  tbc  blood." 

The  claim  was  mmle,  'twiis  tried, — it  would  not  stani 
They  proved  the  blood,  hut  were  refused  the  land. 

Assured  of  wealth,  this  man  of  simple  heart, 
To  every  friend  had  predisposed  a  part: 
His  wife  had  hopes  indulged  of  various  kin** , 
Tlie  three  Miss  Dingleys  had  their  scIkxiI  assign 'd, 
Alasters  were  sought  for  what  they  each  required, 
And  books  were  bought  and  harpsicliords  were  iiirwj 
So  high  was  hope: — the  failure  touch'd  his  brjii» 
And  liobin  never  was  himself  again; 
Yet  he  no  wrath,  no  angry  wish  express 'd, 
But  tried,  in  vain,  to  labour  or  to  rest; 
Then  cast  his  bundle  on  his  back  and  went 
He  knew  not  whither,  nor  for  what  intent. 

"iears  fled; — of  Robin  all  remembnuice  past 
When  home  he  wander'd  in  his  rags  at  last: 
A  sailor's  jacket  on  his  limbs  was  thrown. 
A  sailor's  story  he  had  made  his  own; 
Had  sutler  d  battles,  prisons,  tempests,  stomu, 
ElncouEtering  death  in  all  his  ughest  formg; 
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His  cheeks  were  haf^gard,  hollow  was  his  ey« 
Wliere  madness  lurk'd,  conceal  d  in  misery; 
Want,  and  th'  ungeutle  world,  had  taught  a  part, 
And  prompted  cunning  to  that  simple  heart; 
"  He  now  bethought  him,  lie  would  roam  no  more 
But  li%'e  at  home  and  lahoiir  as  before. " 

Here  clothed  and  fed,  no  sooner  he  began 
To  round  and  redden,  than  away  he  ran; 
His  wife  was  dead,  their  children  past  liis  aid, 
So  unmolested,  from  liis  home  he  stray'd : 
Six  years  elapsed,  when,  worn  with  want  and  pahli 
Came  Hobin  wrapt  in  all  his  rags,  again : — 
We  chide,  we  pity ; — placed  amon;^  our  poor, 
He  fed  again,  and  was  a  man  once  more. 

As  when  a  gaunt  and  hungry  fo.x  is  found, 
Entrapp'd  ali»'e  in  some  rich  hunter's  ground: 
Fed  for  the  Held,  although  each  day  s  a  feast, 
Fatten  you  may,  but  never  tume  tlie  beast; 
A  house  protects  him,  savoury  viands  sustain: 
But  loose  his  neck  and  oft'  he  goes  again: 
So  stole  our  Vagrant  from  his  warm  retreat. 
To  rove  a  prowler  and  be  deem'd  a  cheat. 

Hard  was  his  fare;  for  him  at  length  we  saw, 
In  cart  convey  d  and  laid  supine  on  straw 
His  feeble  voice  now  spoke  a  sinking  iieart; 
His  groans  now  told  tlie  motion.-  of  the  cart: 
And  when  it  stopjj'd,  he  tried  ir.  vain  to  stand; 
Closed  was  his  eye,  and  clench  d  his  clammy  hand 
J..ife  ebb'd  apace,  and  our  best  aid  no  more 
Could  his  weak  sense  or  dying  heart  restore* 
But  now  be  fell,  a  victim  to  the  snare. 
That  vile  attorneys  I'or  the  weak  prepare;- — 
They  who  when  profit  or  rt-.sentment  call, 
Heed  not  the  groaning  victim  they  enthrall. 

Then  died  lamented,  in  tlie  strength  of  life, 
A  valued  Mother  and  a  faithful  W'ijff; 
Call'd  not  away,  when  time  h:id  loosed  each  hold 
On  the  fond  heart,  and  each  desire  grew  cold; 
But  when,  to  all  that  knits  us  to  our  kind, 
She  felt  f;ist-bound,  as  charity  can  bind; — 
Not  when  the  ills  of  age,  its  pain,  its  care. 
The  drooping  spirit  for  its  fate  prepare: 
And,  each  ali'ection  failing,  leaves  the  Iieart 
Loosed  from  life's  charm,  and  willing  to  depart: 
But  all  her  ties  the  strong  inviuler  broke, 
In  all  their  strength,  by  one  tremendous  strokel 
Sudden  and  swift  the  eager  pest  came  on. 
And  ten-or  grew,  till  everv  hope  wis  gone; 
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Still  those  aroun<l  appcar'd  for  hope  to  seek  I 
But  view'd  the  sick  and  were  afraid  to  speak.— 

Slowly  they  bore,  with  solemn  step,  the  dead; 
When  grief  grew  loud  and  bitter  tears  were  shed. 
My  part  began;  a  crowd  drew  nctir  the  place, 
Awe  in  each  eye,  alarm  in  even.'  face 
So  swift  the  ill,  and  of  so  fierce  a  kind. 
That  fear  witli  pity  mingled  in  each  mind; 
Friends  with  the  husband  came  their  griefs  to  Uenl 
For  good-man  Frankfonl  was  to  all  a  friend. 
The  last-born  boy  they  held  above  the  bier, 
He  knew  not  grief,  but  cries  express'd  his  fear; 
Each  dillerent  age  and  sex  revealM  its  pain, 
In  now  a  louder,  now  a  lower  strain; 
While  the  meek  father,  listening  to  their  tones, 
Swell'd  the  full  cadence  of  the  grief  by  groanft. 

The  elder  sister  strove  her  pangs  to  hide. 
And  soothing  words  to  younger  minds  applied : 
"  Be  still,  be  patient;"  oil  she  strove  to  say; 
But  fail'd  as  oft,  and  weeping  turn  d  away. 

Curious  and  sad,  upon  the  fresh-dug  hill, 
The  village  lads  stood  melancholy  still: 
And  idle  ehildrcn,  wandering  to  and  fro. 
As  Nature  gnidcd,  took  the  tone  of  woe. 

Arrived  at  home,  how  then  they  gazed  around, 
In  every  place, — where  she — no  more  was  found;-  - 
The  seat  at  table  she  wa.s  wont  to  fill; 
The  fire-side  chair,  still  set,  but  vacant  still: 
The  garden-walks,  a  lal)our  all  her  own; 
The  latticed  bower,  with  trailing  shrubs  o'ergrown, 
The  Sunday-pew  she  fill'd  with  all  her  race, — 
Each  place  of  hers,  was  now  a  sacred  place. 
That,  while  it  call'd  up  .sorrows  in  the  eyes. 
Pierced  the  full  heart  and  forced  them  still  to  rise. 

Oh  sacred  sorrow !  by  whom  souls  are  tried, 
Sent  not  to  punish  mortals,  but  to  guide; 
If  thou  art  mine,  (and  who  shall  proudly  dare 
To  tell  his  Maker,  he  has  had  his  sliare?) 
Still  let  me  feel  for  what  thy  pangs  are  sent, 
And  be  my  guide  and  not  my  punishment! 

Of  Leah  Cousins  ne.xt  the  name  appears. 
With  honours  cro'vvn'd  and  blest  with  length  of  j«W< 
Save  that  she  lived  to  feel,  in  life's  decay. 
The  pleasure  die,  the  honours  drop  away, 
A  matron  she  whom  every  village- wife 
View'd  as  the  help  and  guardian  of  hei  life; 
Fathers  and  sons,  indebted  to  her  aid. 
Respect  to  her  and  her  profession  paid. 
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Wlio  m  tlie  bouse  of  plenty  largely  fed. 
Yet  took  her  station  at  the  pauper's  bed; 
Nor  from  that  duty  could  I  e  bribed  again, 
While  fear  or  danger  urged  her  to  remain: 
In  her  experience  all  iier  friends  relied, 
Heaven  was  her  help,  and  nature  was  her  guiiJa. 

Thus  Leah  lived;  long  trusted,  much  caress'd, 
Till  a  Town-Dame  a  youtlilul  Farmer  bless'd; 
A  gay  vain  bride,  who  would  example  give 
To  that  poor  village  where  she  deign'd  to  Htc; 
Some  few  months  past,  she  sent,  in  liour  of  need, 
For  Doctor  Glibb,  who  came  with  wond'rous  speed; 
Two  days  he  waited,  all  his  art  applied, 
To  save  the  mother  when  her  inf.int  died: — 
"  'Twas  well  I  came,"  at  last  he  deign'd  to  say; 
"  'Twas  wondrous  well;" — and  proiully  rode  away. 

Tlie  news  ran  round: — "  How  vast  the  Doctor's pow"*! 
"  He  saved  the  Lady  in  the  trying  liour; 
Saved  her  from  death,  when  she  was  dead  to  hope. 
And  her  fond  husbtind  had  resign 'd  her  up: 
So  all,  like  her,  may  evil  fate  defy, 
If  Doctor  Glibb,  with  saving  hand,  be  nigh." 

Fame  (now  his  friend),  fe:ir,  novelty,  and  whim, 
And  fashion,  sent  the  varying  sex  to  him: 
From  this,  contention  in  the  village  rose; 
And  these  tlie  Dame  espoused;  the  Doctor  those! 
The  wealthier  part,  to  him  and  science  went; 
With  luck  and  Iwr  the  poor  remain'd  content. 

The  M:\tron  siglfd;  for  she  was  vex  d  at  heart. 
With  so  much  profit,  so  much  fame,  to  part: 
"  So  long  successful  in  my  art,"  she  cried, 
"  And  this  proud  man,  so  young  awl  so  untried!" 

"  Nay,'  said  the  Doctor,  "  dare  you  trust  youi-  wive% 
The  joy,  the  pride,  the  solace  of  your  lives, 
To  one  who  acts  and  knows  no  reason  why. 
But  trusts,  poor  hag!  to  luck  for  an  ally? — 
Who,  on  experience,  can  her  claims  advance, 
And  own  the  powers  of  accident  and  chance? 
A  whining  dame,  who  prays  in  d:»nger's  view, 
(A  proof  she  knows  not  what  beside  to  do;) 
What's  her  experience?   In  the  time  tbUs  gone, 
Blundei-ing  she  wrought  and  still  slw  hlunders  cm— 
And  what  is  Nature?  One  who  acts  in  aid 
Of  gossips  half  asleep,  and  half  afraid: 
With  sucli  allies  I  scorn  my  fame  to  blend, 
Skill  is  my  iiick  and  courage  is  my  Irienu, 
No  slave  to  Nature,  'tis  my  chief  delight 
To  win  my  way  and  act  in  her  despite: — 
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Tnist  then  my  art,  tliaV  in  itself  complete, 
Neeils  110  iissistaiice  iind  fonrs  no  dcleut." 

Warm  d  by  licr  well-Rpiecd  ale  niiJ  :iidlng  pips, 
The  niij;ry  inatron  prew  for  contot  ripe 

"  t'liti  yoii,,"  slie  suJd,  "  im;;r:itcriil  and  unjust, 
Before  exporiciicc,  ostentation  trust! 
What  is  your  liiuuml,  Iboliitli  d:iii;jhtcrs,  tell? 
If  safe,  you're  certain;  if  secure,  you're  well: 
That  I  liavc  luck  must  friend  and  fr>e  confess, 
Alii  what's  poo<l  jud^^iiient  hut  n  lucky  guess? 
lie  I  oasts,  but  what  he  can  do: — will  you  run 
From  iiie,  your  friend?  who,  all  he  l)Oivsts,  have  dontf 
By  jiroml  and  learne<l  words  liis  jiowers  arc  known; 
By  healthy  Ixoys  and  hnndsome  f:\r\s  niy  own: 
Wives!  fathers!  children!  by  my  help  you  live; 
Has  this  paie  Doctor  more  than  life  to  give? 
No  stunted  crip|ile  hops  the  villa;;e  round; 
Your  hands  are  active?  and  your  heads  are  sound: 
My  lads  art.  all  your  fields  and  fjcicks  retjuire; 
My  lasses  all  those  sturdy  lads  admire. 
Can  this  proud  leech,  with  all  his  )>oasted  skill, 
Amend  the  soul  or  body,  wit  or  will? 
Does  he  for  courts  the  sons  of  farmers  frame. 
Or  make  the  daughter  differ  from  the  dame? 
Or,  whom  he  brings  into  this  world  of  woe, 
Prejiares  he  them  their  part  to  undergo? 
If  not,  this  stranger  from  your  do<irs  repel, 
And  be  content  to  be  and  to  l)e  tcell." 

She  spake,  but  ah!  with  words  too  strong  and  plaiaj 
Her  warmth  olfended,  ami  hi-r  truth  was  vain; 
The  many  left  her,  and  the  frieinllyycir, 
If  never  coKler,  yet  thry  older  grew. 
Till,  unemploy'd,  she  lelt  her  spirits  droop, 
And  took,  insidious  aid!  th"  inspiring  cup; 
Grew  ])oor  and  peevish  as  her  |)owers  decay 'd. 
And  [iroppd  the  tottering  fnime  with  stronger  aid,— 
'Ihcn  (lied!   I  saw  our  careful  swains  convey, 
From  this  our  changeful  world,  tlie  Matrons  clay, 
Who  to  this  World,  at  least,  with  eipial  care, 
Brought  them  its  elianges,  gotxl  and  ill  to  shareu 

Now  to  his  grave  was  lioijer  Cuff  convey "d. 
And  strong  resentment  s  lingering  spirit  laid. 
Shipwreck'd  in  youth,  he  home  return  d  and  found 
His  brttlncu  three — and  tliriee  they  "ish'd  him  drown'^ 
"  Is  ;h's  a  landsman's  love?  Be  Certain  tluMi 
We  part  for  ever!" — and  they  cried,  "  Amen!  " 

His  words  were  trutJi  s: — Some  forty  .sumnjers  fled. 
His  tixetlinsu  dioJ;  Lid  ]tli^  bupiioaed  Lua  dead: 
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Three  nephews  these,  one  sprightly  niece,  and  (me, 
Less  near  in  blood — they  cilld  him  surly  John; 
He  workM  in  woods  apart  from  all  his  kind, 
Fierce  were  his  looks  and  moody  was  his  mind. 

For  homo  the  sailor  now  began  to  sigh : — 
"  The  dogs  are  dead,  r.nd  I'll  return  and  die; 
\Vlieti  all  I  have,  my  gains,  in  years  of  care, 
The  younger  Cuffs  with  kinder  souls  shall  share- 
Yet  hold!  Fm  rich; — with  one  consent  they'll  say, 

You're  welcome.  Uncle,  as  the  flowers  in  May." 
Ko:  Fll  disguise  me,  be  in  tatters  dress"d, 
And  best  befriend  the  lads  who  treat  me  best." 

Now  all  his  kindred, — neither  rich  nor  poor, — 
Kept  the  wolf  want  some  distance  from  the  door. 

In  piteous  plight  he  knock'd  at  George's  gate, 
And  begg'd  for  aid,  as  he  described  his  state: — 
But  stern  was  George ; — "'  Let  them  who  had  thee  strong 
Help  thee  to  drag  thy  weaken'd  frame  along; 
To  us  a  stranger,  while  your  limbs  would  move, 
From  us  depart,  and  try  a  stranger's  love: 
Ha!  dost  thou  murmur?" — for,  in  Roger's  throat, 
Was  "  Rascal!"  rising  with  disdainful  note. 

To  pious  James  he  then  his  prayer  address'd; — 
"  Good-lack,'"  quoth  James,  "  thy  sorrows  pierce  my  breast 
And,  iind  I  wealth,  n«  have  my  brethren  twain, 
(Jtie  bo:ir(l  >li(iiild  ficd  ii>  anil  one  root   contain: 
But  plead  I  will  tliy  cause  and  I  will  pray: 
And  so  farewell!   Heaven  help  thee  on  thy  way!" 

"  Scoundrel!  "  said  Roger  (but  apart), — and  told 
His  case  to  Peter; — Peter  too  was  cold; — 
"  The  rates  are  high;  we  have  a-many  poor; 
But  I  will  think," — he  said,  and  shut  the  door. 
Then  tlie  gay  niece  the  seeming  pauper  press'd, — 
"  Turn,  Nancy,  turn,  and  view  this  form  distress'd: 
Akin  to  thine  is  this  declining  frame. 
And  this  poor  beggar  claims  an  uncle's  name." 

"  Avaunt!  begone!"  the  courteous  maiden  said, 
"  Thou  vile  impostor!  Uncle  Roger's  dead; 
I  bate  thee,  beast;  thy  look  my  spirit  shocks: 
(Jh!  that  I  saw  thee  sUvrving  in  the  stocks!" 

"  j\Iy  gentle  niece!  "  lie  said — and  sought  the  wood 
"  I  hunger,  fellow;  prithee,  give  me  food!  " 

"  Give!  am  I  rich?  This  hatchet  take,  and  try 
Thy  proper  strength,  nor  give  those  limbs  the  lie; 
Work,  feed  thyself,  to  thine  own  powers  appeal, 
Nor  whine  out  woes,  thine  own  right-hand  can  heal; 
And  while  that  hand  is  thine  and  thine  a  leg. 
Scorn  of  the  proud  or  of  the  base  to  be(t." 
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"  Come,  surly  John,  thy  Nvuultliy  kinsman  \-iew,' 
Old  Kojjer  s:ii>l: — "  thy  wonls  are  brave  and  true; 
Conio,  live  with  nie:  we'll  vex  those  scoundrcl-boya, 
Aii'l  that  prim  shrew  shall,  envyin^^  hear  our  joys.— 
Tohaccos  glorious  Cume  m11  day  well  share, 
With  Ixef  and  hrandy  kill  nil  "kin<ls  of  care; 
We'll  heer  and  iiiscnit  on  our  tahle  heap, 
And  rail  at  rascals,  till  we  fall  asleep." 

Such  was  tiieir  life,  but  when  the  woodman  died. 
His  grieving  kin  for  lioger's  smiles  applied — 
In  vain;  he  shut,  with  stern  lebuke,  tJ:.'  door. 
And  dying,  built  a  refuge  for  the  |>oo: 
Witii  this  restriction.  That  no  Cuff  should  ."hare 
One  meal,  or  shelter  for  one  moment  iherb. 

My  liocord  ends: — But  liark!  e  en  now  I  hear 
The  bell  of  death,  and  know  not  whose  to  fear: 
Our  farmers  all,  and  all  our  hinds  were  well; 
In  no  man's  cottage  danger  soem'd  to  dwell: — 
Yet  deatli  of  man  prt)claim  the>e  lieavy  chimes. 
For  thrice  they  sound,  with  pausing  space,  three  time* 

"  Go;  of  my  Sexton  seek,  Wiiose  day-;  are  sjicd? — 
What  I  he,  himself  I— and  is  oM  I)ibbU  dead?" 
His  eightieth  year  he  reaoh'd.  ^till  undeciiy'd, 
And  rectors  Kve  to  one  close  vault  convey "d: — 
But  he  is  gone;  his  care  and  skill  I  lose. 
And  gain  a  mournful  subject  for  my  Muse: 
His  masters  lost,  he'd  oft  in  turn  deplore. 
And  kindly  add,—"  Heaven  grant,  I  lose  no  morel" 
Yet,  while  he  spake,  a  sly  and  ple:isuit  glance 
Appeard  at  variance  with  his  complaisance: 
For,  as  he  told  their  f:Ue  and  varying  worth, 
He  archly  look  d,— "  I  yet  m:iy  bear  thee  forth." 
"  When  first  "—(he  so  began) — "  my  trade  I  plied. 
Good  master  Addle  was  the  parish-guide; 
His  clerk  and  sexton,  I  beheld  with  fear. 
His  stride  majestic,  and  his  frown  severe; 
A  noble  pillar  of  tlie  church  he  stood, 
Adorn  d  with  college-gown  and  p:irish  hood: 
Then  as  he  paced  the  hallow'd  aisles  :\bout, 
Ho  fill'd  the  seven-fold  surplice  faiily  out! 
Biit  in  his  pulpit  wearied  down  witli  prayer, 
He  cat  and  seeni'd  as  in  his  study's  ch:ur; 
For  while  the  anthem  swell  d,  and  when  it  ceased, 
Th'  expecting  people  view'd  their  slumbering  priest 
Who,  dozing,  died.— Our  Parson  Pvtle  \vas  next; 
'  I  will  not  spare  you,'  was  his  favourite  text; 
Kor  did  he  spare.but  raised  them  many  a  pound} 
Ev  a  me  ho  mulct  fo-  my  poor  rood  cf  ground; 
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Yet  cured  he  nought,  biit  with  a  piling  speech, 

'  What  sliould  I  do,   quoth  he.  '  hut  "  h:U  I  i)reach? 

His  piercing  jokes  (aixl  lied  a  plciiti'Oii>i  stored 

Were  daily  offered  hot!)  to  nch  and  poor: 

His  scorn,  his  love,  in  playful  words  he  spoke; 

His  pity,  praise,  and  promise,  were  a  joke: 

But  though  so  young  and  blest  with  spirits  high, 

He  died  as  grave  as  any  judge  could  die: 

The  strong  attack  subdued  his  lively  powers. — 

His  was  the  grave,  and  Doctor  Gramlspear  ours. 

"  Then  were  there  golden  times  the  vilhige  round, 
In  hie  abundance  all  appear'd  t'  abound; 
Liberal  and  rich,  a  plenteous  board  he  spread, 
E'en  cool  Dissenters  at  his  table  fed; 
Who  wish'd  :ind  ho",)ed, — and  thought  a  man  so  Idnd 
A  way  to  Heaven,  though  not  their  own,  might  find; 
To  them,  to  all,  he  was  polite  and  free. 
Kind  to  the  poor,  and,  ah!  mo>t  kind  to  me! 
^  Ralph;  would  he  say,  '  Ralph  Dibble,  thou  art  old; 
That  doublet  fit,  'twill  keep  thee  from  the  cold: 
How  does  my  sexton? — What!  the  times  are  hard; 
Drive  that  stout  pig,  and  pen  him  in  thy  yard.' 
But  most  his  rev  re  nee  loved  a  mirthful  jest: — 
♦  Thy  coat  is  thin;  why,  man,  thou  rt  barely  drese'd; 
It's  worn  to  th'  thread:  hut  I  have  nappy  beer; 
Clap  that  within,  and  see  how  they  will  wear! ' 

"  Gay  d;u's  were  these;  but  they  were  quickly  rasti 
When  first  lie  came,  we  found  he  cou'dn't  last: 
A  whorewn  cough  (and  at  the  f;ill  of  leaf) 
Upset  him  quite; — but  what's  the  gain  of  gi-ief? 

"  Then  came  the  Author  Rector:  his  delight 
Was  all  in  books;  to  read  them  or  to  write: 
Women  and  men  he  strove  alike  to  shun. 
And  hurried  homeward  when  his  tasks  were  done: 
Courteous  enough,  but  careless  what  he  said, 
For  points  of  learning  he  reserved  his  head; 
And  when  addressing  cither  poor  or  rich, 
He  knew  no  better  than  his  cassock  which: 
He,  like  an  osier,  was  of  pliant  kind, 
Erect  bj'  nature,  but  to  bend  inclined; 
Not  like  a  creeper  falling  to  the  ground. 
Or  meanly  catching  on  the  neighbours  round:— 
Careless  was  he  of  surplice,  hood,  and  band,^ 
And  kindly  took  them  as  they  came  to  baud; 
Nor,  like  the  doctor,  wore  a  world  of  hat, 
As  if  he  sought  for  dignity  in  that: 
He  talk'd,  he  gave,  but  not  with  cautious  rale«t 
Nor  turn'd  from  gipsies,  vagabonds,  or  fool»; 
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It  was  his  nature,  but  they  thoui^lit  it  whim. 
And  so  our  beaux  and  beauties  turnd  fioni  hhn: 
Of  questions,  much  he  wrote,  profound  aud  dark.— 
How  spake  the  serpent,  and  wiiere  stopp'd  tlie  aric; 
From  wiiat  far  land  the  queen  of  Shd.a  came; 
V/ho  Salem's  Priest,  and  what  his  father's  name; 
He  made  the  Song  of  Son?:s  its  mysteries  yield, 
And  Revelations  to  the  world  reveald. 
He  sleeps  i'  the  aisle.— but  not  a  stone  records 
His  name  or  fame,  his  actions  or  his  words: 
And  truth,  your  reverence,  when  I  look  around, 
And  mark  the  tombs  in  our  sepulchral  ground, 
(Thon<;h  dare  I  not  of  one  man  s  hoj*  to  doubt), 
I'd  join  the  party  who  reiKise  without. 

"  Next  came  ii  "i'oiith  from  Cambridge,  and,  in  trotb 
He  was  a  sober  and  a  comely  youth; 
He  hlush'd  in  meekness  as  a  modest  man, 
And  gain'd  attention  ere  his  ta^k  began ; 
When  preacliin^j.  sehlom  ventured  on  reproof^ 
But  touch'd  his  neighbours  tenderly  enough. 
Him,  in  his  youth,  a  clamorous  sect  assaild,  ^ 
Advised  and"  censured,  flatter'd,— and  prevail'd. — 
Then  did  Iw  much  his  sober  hearers  vex. 
Confound  the  simide,  and  the  sfid  perplex; 
To  a  new  style  his  reverence  r.iehly  t(K)k; 
Loud  grew  liis  voice,  to  threatning  swell'd  his  look; 
Above,  below,  on  either  side,  he  ga^ed. 
Amazing  all,  and  most  himself  amazed: 
No  more  he  read  his  preachments  pure  and  plain, 
But  launch'd  outright,  and  rose  and  sank  again: 
At  times  he  smiled  in  scorn,  at  times  he  wept. 
And  such  sad  coil  with  words  of  vengeance  kept. 
That  our  best  sleepers  started  as  they  slept. 

"  '  Conviction  comes  like  lightning,"  he  would  C17; 
'  In  vain  you  seek  it.  and  in  vain  you  fly; 
'Tis  like  the  rushing  of  the  mighty  wind. 
Unseen  its  progress,  but  its  jwwer  your  find; 
It  strikes  the  child  ere  yet  its  reason  wakes; 
His  reason  fled,  the  ancient  sire  it  shakes; 
Ths  proud,  learn  d  man.  and  him  who  loves  to  know 
How  and  from  whence  these  gusts  of  grace  will  blow, 
It  shuns, — but  sinners  in  their  way  impedes. 
And  sots  and  harlots  visits  in  their  deeds: 
Of  fiiith  and  penance  it  supplies  the  phice; 
Assures  the  vilest  that  they  live  by  grace. 
And,  witho(jt  running,  makes  them  win  the  race.' 

••  Such  was  the  doctrine  our  young  prophet  taughtj 
/^nA  here  co-iir.  jCcj,  cl'ere  coufusiou  wrought; 
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When  his  thin  clieek  assumed  a  deadly  hue 
And  all  the  rose  to  one  small  spot  withdrew 
They  call  d  it  hectic;  'twas  a  fiery  flush, 
More  fix'd  and  deeper  than  the  maiden  blush; 
His  paler  lips  the  pearly  teeth  discloseii, 
And  lab'ring  Inai^s  the  length  ning  speech  opposed 
No  more  his  span-girth  shanks  and  quiv  ring  thii;iit 
Upheld  a  body  of  the  smaller  size; 
But  down  he  sank  upon  his  dying  bed, 
And  gloomy  crotchets  fill'd  his  wandering  head. — 
'"  '  Spite  of  my  faith,  all-sa\ing  faitii,"  he  cried, 
'  I  fear  of  worldly  works  the  wicked  pride; 
Poor  as  I  am,  degraded,  abject,  blind. 
The  good  I've  wrougiit  still  rankles  in  my  mind; 
My  alms-deeds  all,  and  every  deed  I've  done, 
My  moral-rags  deHle  me  every  one; 
It  should  not  be: — what  say'st  thou?  tell  me,  Ralph.' 
Quoth  I,  '  Your  reverence,  I  Iwlievc,  you're  safe: 
Your  faith's  your  prop,  nor  have  you  p.issd  such  tima 
In  life's  good-works  as  swell  them  to  a  crime. 
If  I  of  pardon  for  my  sins  were  sure, 
About  my  goodness  I  would  rest  secure.' 

"  Such  was  his  end:  and  mine  approaches  fast; 
I've  seen  my  l)est  of  pre;K;hers, — and  my  last. '— 

He  bow'd,  and  archly  smiled  at  what  he  said. 
Civil  but  sly: — "  And  is  old  Dibble  de.ad?  '' 

Yes!  he  is  gone;  and  we  are  going  all; 
Like  flowers  we  wither,  and  like  leaves  we  tall;^ 
Here,  with  an  infant,  joyful  sponsors  ct-me, 
Then  bear  the  new-made  Christian  to  its  homej 
A  few  short  years  and  we  behold  him  stand, 
To  ask  a  blessing,  with  his  bride  in  hand: 
A  few,  still  seeming  shorter,  :md  we  hear 
His  widow  weeping  at  iier  husband's  bier: — 
Thus,  as  the  montlis  succeed,  shall  infants  take 
Their  names;  tlius  fwrents  sliall  the  child  forsake; 
Thus  brides  again  and  bridegrooms  blithe  shall  kneel 
By  love  or  law  compeH'J  their  vows  to  seal, 
Ere  I  again,  or  one  like  me,  explore 
These  simple  Auuals  of  the  Vu.i.aqi;  Poob. 
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rhe  Difficulty  of  describinc  Town  Scenery — A  Compiirison  witk 
certain  Views  iii  tbe  Counlry--Tlie  l{i»er  uud  yuny — 1  he 
Shipping  anri  Business — bbip  Buildini; — Si-a  Uoys  uud  Fort 
Views — Village  and  Town  Scenfry  again  conipareii — Wallts 
from  Town  —  Cottaijc  and  mljoiiiing  H^alh,  4c. —  llou^e  ot 
Sunday  Entcrtainuient  —  Tlie  Sea:  a  biuunier  and  Winter 
View — A  iShipwrecU  at  Niglit,  and  its  Ellecla  on  Shore- 
Evening  Aniusemeut^  in  the  Buroujih — An  Apology  for  til* 
imperfect  View  which  can  be  gireu  of  these  Subjects. 


GENERAL   DESCRIPTION. 

Describe  the  Borou^^h" — thongb  our  idle  tribe 
May  love  description,  caii  we  so  <icscribe, 
That  you  shiill  fuiily  streets  uiid  buildings  traoe^ 
And  all  that  gives  distinetioii  to  a  i)l:ice! 
This  cannot  be;  yet,  moved  by  your  request, 
A  part  I  paint — let  Kiiney  form  the  i-e>t. 

Cities  aud  towns,  the  various  haunts  of  men, 
Require  the  peucil;  they  defy  the  pen: 
Could  he,  who  sang  »o  well  the  Grecian  fleet, 
So  well  liave  sung  of  alley,  lane,  or  street? 
Can  measured  lines  these  various  buihlings  show, 
The  Town-Mail  Turning,  or  the  I'rosiX'Ct  liow? 
Cm  I  the  scats  of  wealth  and  want  exi)lore, 
And  lengthen  out  my  lays  from  ioor  to  door? 

Then  let  thy  Fancy  aid  me — I  repair 
From  this  tall  mansion  of  our  last-ye:ir's  Mayor 
Till  we  the  outskirts  of  the  l>orough  reach. 
And  these  half-buried  buildings  next  the  beach; 
Where  bang  at  open  doors  the  net  and  cork. 
While  squalid  sea-d;unes  mend  the  meshy  work; 
Till  comes  the  hour,  when  fishing  through  the  tide, 
The  weary  husband  throws  liis  freight  aside; 
A  living  mass,  which  now  demands  the  wife, 
Th'  alternate  labours  of  their  humble  life. 

Cau  sceues  like  these  withdraw  thee  frcm  thy  woo^ 

Thy  t^laud  forest  cr  thy  valleys  flood? 
■  B 
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Seek  tlieii  tliy  gfirdeu's  shrubby  bound,  and  look, 
As  it  steals  by,  upon  the  bordering  brook; 
That  winding  streamlet,  limpid,  lingering,  slow. 
Where  the  reeds  whisper  when  the  zephyrs  blow 
Where  in  the  midst,  upon  her  throne  of  green, 
Sits  the  large  Lily  as  the  wiitcrs  queen ; 
And  makes  the  current,  forced  awliile  to  stay, 
Murmur  and  bubble  as  it  shoots  away; 
Draw  then  the  strongest  contrast  to  that  stream. 
And  our  broad  river  will  before  tliee  seem. 

With  ceaseless  motion  comes  and  goes  the  tide 
Flowing,  it  fills  the  channel  vast  and  wide; 
Then  back  to  sea,  with  strong  majestic  sweep 
It  rolls,  in  ebb  yet  terrible  and  deej); 
Here  Samphire-banks  and  Salt-wort  bound  the  flood, 
There  stakes  and  sea-weeds  withering  on  the  mud; 
And  higher  up,  a  ridge  of  all  things  base, 
Which  some  strong  tide  has  roll'd  upon  the  place. 

Thy  gentle  river  boasts  its  pigmy  boat. 
Urged  on  by  pains,  half  grounded,  half  afloat; 
While  at  her  stern  an  angler  takes  his  stand, 
And  marks  the  fish  he  purposes  to  land; 
From  that  clear  space,  where  in  the  cheerful  ray 
Of  the  warm  sun,  the  scaly  people  play. 

Far  other  craft  our  prouder  river  shows, 
Hoys,  pinks,  and  sIoods;  brigs,  brigan tines  and  snovs; 
Nor  angler  we  on  our  -A-ide  stream  descry, 
But  one  poor  dredger  where  his  oysters  lie: 
He,  cold  and  wet,  and  driving  with  the  tide. 
Beats  his  weak  arms  against  his  tarry  ride. 
Then  drains  the  remnant  of  diluted  gin. 
To  aid  the  wannth  that  languishes  within; 
Renewinf^  oft  his  ix>or  attempts  to  beat 
His  tiiigHng  fingers  Into  gathermg  coat 

He  shall  again  be  seen  when  evening  comes, 
And  social  parties  crowd  their  favourite  rooms: 
Where  on  the  table  pipes  and  paper  lie. 
The  streaming  bowl  or  foaming  tankard  by; 
*T  is  then,  with  all  these  comforts  spread  around, 
They  heai-  the  painful  dredger's  welcome  sound 
And  few  themselves  the  savoury  boon  deny, 
The  food  that  feeds  the  living  lu.xury. 

Yon  is  our  Quay!  those  smaller  hoys  from  town, 
Its  various  ware,  for  conntry-use  bring  down; 
Those  laden  waggons,  in  return,  imiiart 
The  country-produce  to  the  city  mart; 
Hark!  to  the  clamour  in  that  miry  road, 
Bouadsd  and  uarrow'd  hy  yoa  vessel's  load; 
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The  lumbering  wealth  she  empties  round  the  place, 
Fiickage,  and  parcel,  hogshead,  chest,  and  case. 
\Vlii!e'\lie  loud  seaiiiiin  and  the  an),'ry  hind, 
Miuglinn  in  business,  bellow  to  the  wind. 

Near  these  a  crew  amphibious,  in  the  docks, 
Rear,  for  the  sea,  those  cjxstles  on  the  stocks: 
Sec!  the  long  keel,  wiiich  .soon  the  waves  must  hide; 
See!  tlie  strong  ribs  whieh  form  the  roomy  side; 
Bolts  yielding  slowly  to  the  sturdiest  stroke. 
And  planks  wiiieh  curve  and  ci-ackle  in  the  smoke. 
Around  the  whole  rise  cloudy  wreaths,  and  far 
Bear  tiie  warm  pungeance  of  o'er-boilinj;  tar. 

Dabbling  on  shore  half-naked  sea-boys  crowd, 
Swim  round  a  ship,  or  swing  upon  the  shroud; 
Or  in  a  boat  pmloind.  with  paddles  play, 
And  grow  familiar  witii  the  watery  way: 
Young  though  they  be.  they  feel  whose  sons  they  Me, 
They  "know  wh  it  British  seamen  do  and  dare; 
Proud  of  that  fame,  they  raise  and  they  enjoy 
The  rustic  won<ler  of  the  viliiige-l)oy. 

liefore  you  bi<l  these  busy  scenes  adieu, 
Behold  the  wealth  that  lies  in  public  view. 
Those  far  extendeil  heaps  of  coal  and  coke, 
Where  fresh-till  d  lime-kilns  breathe  their  stifling  smok* 
This  shall  i)!uss  olf,  and  you  behold,  instead, 
The  night-fire  gleaming  on  its  chalky  bed; 
When  from  the  Light-house  brighter  beams  will  rise. 
To  show  the  shipmau  whore  the  shallow  lies. 
Tliy  walks  are  ever  pleasant:  every  scene 

Is  rijh  in  beauty,  lively,  or  serene 

Rich— is  that  varied  view  with  woods  around, 
-Seen  from  the  seat,  within  the  shrubbry  bound; 
Where  shines  the  distant  lake,  and  where  appear 
From  ruins  bolting,  umuolested  deer; 
Li^elv— the  village-green,  the  inn,  the  place 
Where  the  good  widow  schrH)ls  her  infant-race. 
S  jops,  whence  are  heard  the  hauuner  and  the  saw. 
And  village-pleasures  unreproved  by  law: 
Then  how  serene!  when  in  your  favourite  room, 
Gales  from  your  jiismines  soothe  the  evening  gloom; 
When  from  your  upland  paddock  you  look  down. 
And  just  perceive  the  smoke  wliich  hides  the  town; 
When  weary  pe;tsants  at  the  close  of  day 
Walk  to  their  cots,  and  part  upon  the  way; 
When  cattle  slowly  cross  the  shallow  brook. 
And  shepherds  pen  their  folds,  and  rest  upon  their  crook. 
We  prune  our  hedges,  prime  oiu-  slender  trees. 
And  uotliing  looks  untutord  H'<d  at  ease, 
CBS 
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On  the  wide  beath.  or  iu  the  flow'ry  vu  e. 
We  scent  tlie  vapours  of  the  sea-borii  gale, 
Broad-beaten  paths  lead  on  from  stile  to  stile, 
And  sewers  from  streets,  the  road-side  banks  defile) 
Our  guarded  fields  a  sense  of  danger  show, 
Where  garden-crops  with  corn  and  clover  grow; 
Fences  are  forni'd  of  wreck  and  placed  around. 
(With  tenters  tipp'd)  a  strong  rejtulsive  bound; 
Wide  and  deep  ditches  by  the  gardens  run, 
And  there  in  ambush  lie  the  trap  and  gun; 
Or  yon  broad  board,  which  guards  each  teini)tiug  prii% 
Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  its  head  and  lies. 

'J'here  stands  a  cottage  with  an  oi>en  door, 
Its  garden  undefended  blofjms  before. 
Her  wheel  is  still,  and  overtwrn'd  her  .*ti>ol. 
While  the  lone  Widow  seeks  the  neighb'ring  jxkjI: 
This  gives  us  ho|>e,  all  views  of  town  to  shuii — 
Ko!  here  are  tokens  of  the  Sailor-M)n: 
That  old  bluejacket,  and  that  shirt  of  check. 
And  silken  kerchief  for  the  seaman's  neck; 
Sea-spoils  and  shells  from  many  a  distant  shoie 
And  furry  robe  from  frozen  Labrador. 

Our  busy  streets  and  sylvan  walks  between, 
Fen,  marshes,  bog  and  heath  all  iiitcr\ene ; 
Here  pits  of  crag,  with  spuiigy,  plushv  ba*".', 
To  some  enrich  th'  uncultivated  sjiace: 
For  there  are  blossoms  rare,  and  curious  rush. 
The  gale's  rich  balm,  and  sun-dew's  crimson  blush. 
Whose  velvet  leaf  with  radiant  beauty  dress'd. 
Forms  a  gay  pillow  for  the  plover's  breast. 

Not  distant  far.  a  house  commodious  m.-vle, 
(Lonely  yet  public  stands)  for  Sunday-tiade; 
Thither,  for  tliis  day  free,  gay  parties  gi>. 
Their  tea-liouse  walk,  their  tipplin;^  remlezvooB, 
There  humble  couples  sit  in  corner  bowers 
Or  gaily  ramble  for  th'  allotted  hours: 
Sailor  and  las.ses  from  the  town  attend. 
The  servant-lover,  the  apprentice-friend, 
With  all  the  idle  .social  tribes  who  seek 
And  find  their  humble  plea.-inrcs  once  a  week. 

Turn  to  the  watery  world  I — but  who  to  thee 
(A  wonder  yet  uuview'd)  shall  paint — the  Sea? 
Various  and  vast,  sublime  in  all  its  forms. 
When  lull'd  by  zephyrs,  or  when  roused  by  stonna 
Its  coloure  changing,  when  from  clouds  mid  sua 
Shades  after  shades  upon  the  ^urf;u;e  run; 
Embrown'd  and  horrid  now,  and  now  sereue, 
In  limpid  blue  and  evMtescent  green; 


OEXERAL    DESCRimOW.  117 

And  oft  the  fn^fry  banks  on  ocean  He, 

Lift  the  fair  sail,  nnd-cheat  th'  experienced  eya 

Be  it  the  Summer-noon:  a  sandy  space 
The  ebi)intr  tide  has  left  upon  its  place; 
Then  just  the  hot  an  J  stony  oeacli  above, 
Lic;ht  twinklin:^  streams  in  bright  confusion  m<r<^} 
(For  heated  thus,  the  warmer  air  assends. 
And  with  the  cooler  in  its  fall  contends) — ■ 
Then  the  broad  bosom  of  the  ocean  keeps 
An  equal  motion;  swelling  as  it  sleeps, 
Thju  slowly  sinking;  curling  to  the  strand, 
Faint  lazy  waves  o'ercrecp  the  ridgy  sand, 
Or  tap  the  tarry  boat  with  gentle  blow. 
And  back  return  in  silence,  smo<ith  and  slow. 
Ships  in  the  calm  seem  anchor'd;  for  they  glide 
On  the  still  sea,  urged  slowly  by  the  tide: 
Art  thou  not  present,  this  calm  scene  before. 
Where  all  beside  is  pebbly  length  of  shore. 
And  far  as  eye  can  reach,  it  can  discern  no  more? 

Yet  sometimes  comes  a  ruflling  cloud  to  make 
The  quiet  surface  of  the  ocean  shake; 
As  an  awaken'd  giant  with  a  frown 
Might  show  his  wr.ath,  and  tiien  to  sleep  sink  dowiL 

View  now  the  Winter  storm  I  above,  one  cloud, 
Black  and  unbroken,  all  the  skies  o'ershroud; 
Th'  unwieldly  porpoise  through  the  d.ay  before 
Had  roU'd  in  view  of  boding  men  on  shore; 
And  sometimes  hid  and  sometimes  show'd  his  form 
Dark  as  the  cloud,  and  furious  as  the  storm. 

All  where  the  eye  delights,  yet  dre.ads  to  roam. 
The  breaking  billows  cast  the  Hying  foam 
Upon  the  billows  rising — all  the  deep 
Is  restless  change;  the  waves  >o  swell'd  and  steep, 
Breaking  and  sinking,  and  the  sunken  swells, 
Nor  one,  one  moment,  in  its  station  dwells: 
But  nearer  land,  you  may  the  billows  trace, 
As  if  contending  in  their  watery  chase; 
May  watch  the  mightiest  till  the  shoal  they  reach, 
Then  break  and  hurry  to  their  utmost  stretch: 
Curl'd  as  they  come,  they  strike  witii  furious  tnn»i, 
And  then  re-flowing,  take  their  grating  course. 
Raking  the  rounded  flints,  which  ages  past 
Koll'd  by  their  rage,  and  shall  to  ages  la?*. 

Far  off"  the  Petrel  in  the  troubled  whv 
Swims  with  her  brood,  or  flutters  in  the  spray; 
She  rises  often,  often  drops  again. 
And  gports  at  ease  on  the  tempestuous  main 
E  £  3 
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Hi;'^!:  o'er  the  restless  deep,  above  tLe  reach 
Of  gunner's  hope,  vast  flights  of  Wild-ducks  stretrjhj 
Ffir  as  the  eye  can  glance  on  eitlier  side, 
In  a  broad  space  and  level  line  they  glide; 
All  in  their  wedge-like  figures  (Voni  tlie  north, 
Day  after  day,  flight  after  flight  go  forth. 
In-shore  their  passage  tribes  of  Sea-gulls  urge, 
And  drop  for  prey  \vithin~the  sweeping  surge; 
Oft  in  the  rough  opposing  blast  they  fly, 
Far  back,  then  turn,  and  all  their  force  apply, 
Wliile  to  the  storm  they  give  their  weak  coniplaining 
Or  clap  the  sleek  white  pinion  to  tiie  breast, 
And  in  the  restless  ocean  dip  for  rest. 

Darkness  begins  to  reign;  tlie  louder  wind 
Appals  the  weak  and  awes  the  firmer  mind: 
But  frights  not  him,  whom  evening  and  the  spray 
In  part  conceal — yon  Prowler  on  his  way: 

Lo!  he  has  something  seen :  he  runs  apace. 

As  if  he  fear'd  companion  in  the  chase; 

He  sees  nis  prize,  and  now  he  turns  again. 

Slowly  and  sorrowing — "  Was  your  search  in  vain?" 

Grufl[ly  he  answers.  "  'T  is  a  sorry  sigiit! 

A  seaman's  body:  there'll  be  more  to  night!" 

Hark!  to  those  soui..ls!  they're  from  distress  at  sea 

How  quick  they  come!   What  terrors  may  there  be  I 

Yes,  't  is  a  driven  vessel :  I  discern 

Lights,  signs  of  terror  gleaming  from  the  stern: 

Others  behold  them  too,  and  from  the  town 

In  various  parties  seamen  hurry  down ; 

Their  wives  pm-sue,  and  damsels  urged  by  dread 

Lest  men  so  dear  be  into  danger  led; 

Their  head  the  gown  has  hooded,  and  tlieir  call 

In  this  sad  night  is  piercing  like  tlie  squall; 

They  feel  their  kinds  of  power,  and  when  they  meet, 

Cliide,  fondle,  weep,  dare,  threaten,  or  intreat. 
See  one  poor  girl,  all  terror  and  alarm, 

Has  fondly  seized  upon  her  lover's  arm; 

"  Thou  shalt  not  venture;"  and  he  answers  "  Nol 

I  will  not" — still  she  cries,  "  Thou  shalt  not  go." 
No  need  of  this;  not  here  the  stoutest  boat 

Can  through  such  breakers,  o'er  such  billows  float. 

Yet  may  they  view  these  lights  upon  the  be:ich. 

Which  yield  them  hope,  when  help  can  never  reach. 
Kroin  ])arted  clouds  the  moon  her  radiance  throwii 

On  the  wild  waves,  and  all  the  danger  shows; 

But  shows  them  beaming  in  her  shining  vest, 

TeiTihc  sjilendourl  gloom  in  glory  dress'd' 

This  for  a  momcut,  and  then  clouds  again 

Eiilo  evory  booiu.  and  foai-  aud  dai-kue63  rci^ 
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But  hear  we  now  those  sounds?     Do  lights  appear? 
I  soe  them  not!  tlie  storm  alone  I  hear: 
And  lo!  the  sailors  homeward  take  their  way; 
Man  must  endure — let  us  submit  ami  pniy. 

Such  are  our  Winter-views:  but  ni;;lit  comes  '.a— 
Now  business  sleeps,  and  daily  care?  are  f;"iic: 
Now  parties  fonn,  and  some  their  friends  assist 
To  waste  the  idle  hours  at  sober  whist; 
The  tavern's  pleasure  or  the  concert  s  charm 
Unnumberd  moments  of  their  sting  disarm; 
Play -bills  and  open  doors  a  crowd  invite, 
'lo  pass  off  ""c  <lrcjd  i>ortiou  of  the  ni^'ht; 
And  show  and  soiif^  and  luxury  cfDubined, 
Lill  oil"  from  man  this  burthen  of  mankind. 

Others  advent  rous  walk  abroad  and  meet 
Keturnini;  parties  pacing  throtif;h  the  street, 
When  various  voices,  in  the  dying  day, 
Hum  in  our  walks,  and  greet  us  in  our  way; 
When  tavern-lights  (lit  on  from  room  to  room. 
And  guide  the  tipplnig  sailor  staggering  home; 
There  as  we  pass,  the  jingling  bells  Ijetray, 
How  business  rises  with  the  closing  day: 
Now  walking  silent,  by  the  rivers  side. 
The  ear  perceives  the  ripjiling  of  the  tiile; 
Or  mejisured  cadence  of  tiie  lads  who  tow 
Some  enter'd  hoy,  to  fix  her  in  her  row; 
Or  hollow  sound,  which  from  the  parish-bell 
To  some  departed  spirit  bids  farewell! 

TlHis  shall  you  something  of  onr  iioRorcH  Unaw 
Far  as  a  verse,  with  Fancy's  aid,  can  show; 
Of  Sea  or  Kiver,  of  a  Quay  or  Street, 
The  best  descrijition  must  be  incomplete; 
But  when  a  happier  theme  succeeds,  and  when 
Men  are  our  subjects  ami  the  deeils  of  men; 
Then  may  wi  Hud  the  Muse  in  hapi)ier  style, 
And  we  may  sometimes  sigh  and  sometimec  tniQ0 
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LETTER   IL 

THE  CHUBCH. 


Several  Meaninps  of  the  Word  Church — The  bnildine  bo  caDed, 
here  intended — Its  Antiquity  and  Grandeur — Columns  ana 
Aisles — The  Tower:  the  Stains  made  by  Time  compared  with 
the  mock  Antiquity  of  the  Artist — Progress  of  Vegttation  on 
Buch  Buildings — HeUs — Tombs:  one  in  decay — Mural  Monu- 
ments, and  the  Nature  of  their  Inscriptions — An  Ir!-*ance  in 
a  departed  Burgess— Churchyard  Graves— Mourners  for  the 
Dead — A  Story  of  a  betrothed  Pair  in  humble  Life,  and 
Effects  of  Grief  in  the  Surriror. 


"What  is  a  Church?" — Let  Truth  and  Reason  speak. 
They  would  reply,  "  The  faithful,  pure,  and  meek; 
From  Christian  folds,  the  one  selected  race, 
Of  all  professions,  and  in  every  place." 

"  What  is  a  Church?  " — "  A  Hock,"  our  Vicar  cries, 
Whom  bishops  govern  and  whom  priests  advise; 
Wherein  are  various  states  and  due  degrees, 
The  Bench  for  honour,  and  the  Stall  for  ease; 
That  ease  be  mine,  which,  after  all  his  cares, 
The  pious,  peaceful  prebendary  shares." 

"  What  is  a  Church?  " — Our  honest  Sexton  tells, 
'T  is  a  tall  building,  with  a  tower  and  bells; 
AVhere  priest  and  clerk  with  joint  exertion  strive 
To  keep  the  ardour  of  their  Hock  alive; 
Tiiat,  by  his  periods  eloquent  and  grave; 
This,  by  responses,  and  a  well-set  stavp- 
These  for  the  living;  but  when  life  be  fled, 
I  toll  myself  the  requiem  for  the  dead." 

'T  is  to  this  Church  I  call  thee,  and  that  place 
Wliere  slept  our  fathers  when  they'd  run  their  rao« 
We  too  shall  rest,  and  then  our  children  keep 
Their  road  in  life,  and  then,  forgotten,  sleep; 
Meanwhile  the  building  slowly  falls  away, 
And  like  the  builders,  will  in  time  decay. 

The  old  Foundation — but  it  is  not  clear 
When  it  was  laid — you  care  not  for  the  year; 
On  this,  as  parts  decayed  by  time  and  storms. 
Arose  these  various  disproportion  d  forms. 
Yet  Gothic  all — the  Jearn'd  who  Nisit  us 
(And  our  small  wonders)  have  decided  thus : — 
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"  Yon  noble  Gothic  arch,"  "  That  Gothic  door;" 
So  have  they  said;  of  |)roof  you'll  need  no  more. 

Mere  large  plain  columns  rise  in  huluiiin  style. 
You  d  love  the  gloom  they  make  in  either  aisle; 
VViion  the  sun's  rays,  enfeebled  as  they  pass 
(And  shorn  of  splendour)  through  the  storied  glaM, 
Faintly  display  the  K^'ures  on  the  H(X)r, 
Wliicl.  pleased  distinctly  in  their  place  before. 

Hut  ere  you  enter,  yon  bold  Tower  survey. 
Till  and  entire,  and  venerably  grey, 
For  time  has  softeu'd  what  was  lArsh  when  new 
And  now  the  stains  are  all  of  sotx^r  hue; 
The  living  stains  which  Nature's  hand  alone, 
Profuse  of  life,  |K)urs  forth  upon  the  stoue: 
For  ever  prowiuj;;  where  the  common  eye 
Can  but  the  bare  and  rock^'  bed  descrj-; 
There  Science  loves  to  tnux-  her  trib<;8  minute. 
The  juicelcs-s  foliage,  and  the  tasteless  fruit; 
There  she  perceives  tliem  rouud  the  surface  creep. 
Ami  while  they  mi'et  their  due  distinction  kti-\' : 
Misd  but  not  blended;  each  its  n;»m<*  rt't*iu«. 
And  tiiese  are  Nature's  cver-during  stains 

And  wouldst  thou,  Artist!  with  thy  tints  «iid  hru^fc 
Form  shades  like  these?  Pretender,  where  tlu  blusli? 
In  tiM'ee  slioit  hours  sliall  thy  presumin;;  Liud, 
Tir  etfect  of  tliree  slow  centuries  cumiuand':' 
Thou  may  st  thy  various  greens  anil  greys  contrive, 
The}'  are  not  l.icliens,  nor  like  au^ht  alive,   - 
But  yet  |)rooeed,  and  when  thy  tints  are  lost. 
Fled  iu  the  shower,  or  cnnnbied  by  the  frost; 
When  all  thy  work  is  done  away  as  clean 
As  if  thou  never  spreail  st  thy  grey  and  green.    • 
Then  may'st  thou  see  how  Nature's  work  is  doo* 
How  slowly  true  she  hiys  her  colours  on; 
When  her  least  speck  ujxju  the  hfU'dest  flint 
Has  mark  aicl  form  and  is  a  living  tint; 
Aud  so  embotlied  with  the  rock,  that  few 
Can  the  small  germ  upon  the  substance  view. 

Seeds,  to  our  eye  invisible,  will  tind 
On  the  rude  rock  the  bed  that  lits  tlieir  kind; 
Tiiere,  iu  tlte  rugged  soil,  they  safely  dwell, 
Till  showers  and  iuows  the  subtle  atoms  swell. 
And  spread  tli'  enduring  I'oliage; — then  we  traot 
The  freckled  (lower  upon  the  llinty  base; 
These  all  increase,  till  in  unnoticed  years 
The  stony  tower  as  grey  with  age  ajiiiears; 
With  coats  of  vegetation,  tliinly  spread 
Coat  above  coat,  the  hving  on  tlie  dead: 
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These  then  ilis.«olve  to  dust,  and  make  »  way 

For  bolder  foliiigc,  nnrscd  by  their  dtcay: 

The  long-euduring  P'ems  in  time  will  all 

"Die  and  depose  their  dust  upon  the  wall; 

Whero  the  wing'd  seed  may  rest,  till  many  a  fiovW 

Show  Flora's  triumph  o'er  tlie  falling  tower. 

But  ours  yet  stands,  and  has  its  liells  rcnowo'd 
For  size  magnificent  and  solemn  sound; 
Each  has  its  motto:  some  contrived  to  tell, 
In  monkish  rhyme,  the  uses  of  a  bell; 
Such  wondrous  good,  as  few  conceive  could  spriof 
From  ten  loud  coppers  when  their  clappers  swing. 

Enter 'd  the  church — we  to  a  tomb  proceed. 
Whose  names  and  titles  few  attempt  to  read; 
Old  English  letters,  and  those  half  pick'd  out. 
Leave  us,  unskilful  readers,  mucli  in  doubt; 
Chir  sons  shall  see  its  more  degi-aded  stale; 
Ti:e  tomb  of  grandeur  h:vstens  to  its  fate; 
That  marble  arch,  our  sexton's  lavourite  show 
Witli  all  those  ruffd  and  painted  pairs  below; 
The  noble  i-ady  and  the  Lord  who  rest 
Supine,  as  com-tly  dame  and  witrrior  dress'd; 
All  are  departed  frem  their  state  sublime, 
Mangled  and  wotinded  in  their  war  with  TboB 
Colleagued  with  mischief;  here  a  leg  is  fled, 
And  lol  tlie  Baron  with  but  half  a  head; 
Midway  is  cleft  the  arch;  the  very  base 
Is  batter'd  round  and  shifted  from  its  place. 

Wonder  not,  Mortal,  at  thy  quick  decay — 
See!  men  of  marlile  piecemeal  melt  away; 
When  whose  the  image  we  no  longer  read, 
But  monuments  themselves  memorials  need. 

With  few  such  stately  proofs  of  grief  or  pndk 
By  wealth  erected,  is  our  Church  supplied; 
But  we  have  mural  tablets,  every  size, 
That  woe  could  wish,  or  vanity  devise. 

Death  levels  man, — the  wicked  and  tlie  jnst. 
The  wise,  the  weak,  lie  blended  in  the  dust; 
And  by  the  honours  dealt  to  every  name, 
The  King  of  Terrors  seems  to  level  faine. 
— See!  here  lamented  wives,  and  every  wife 
The  pride  and  comfort  of  her  husbiuul  s  life; 
Here,  to  her  spouse,  with  every  vii'tue  graced, 
His  mournful  widow  has  a  trophy  placed; 
\nd  here  t  is  doulrtful  if  the  duteous  son, 
Or  the  good  father,  he  in  praise  outdone. 

This  m.ay  be  Nature:  when  our  frifnd»  wo  l0i% 
Our  alter'd  keelings  alter  too  our  view:^: 
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Wliat  in  their  tempers  teasea  us  or  distress'd. 
Is,  witli  cur  anger  and  the  dead,  at  rest; 
And  much  we  fp'ieve,  no  longer  trial  made, 
For  that  im|>atience  which  we  then  display'd; 
Now  to  their  love  and  m  jrth  of  every  kind, 
A  soft  compunction  turns  th"  alllicted  niind; 
Virtues  neglected  then,  adored  become, 
Aiid  graces  slighted,  blossom  on  the  tomb. 

'T  is  well ;  but  let  not  love  nor  grief  believe 
That  we  assent  (who  neither  loved  nor  grieve) 
To  all  that  praise  wliich  on  the  tomb  is  read, 
To  all  that  passion  dictates  for  the  dead; 
But  more  indignant,  we  the  tomb  deride, 
Whose  bold  inscription  Hattery  sells  to  pride. 
Keiid  of  this  Hurgess — on  the  stone  appear 
How  worthy  he!  how  virtuous!  and  how  dear! 
What  wailing  was  there  when  his  sj)irit  Hed, 
How  mourn  d  his  lady  for  her  lord  when  dead. 
And  tears  abundant  through  the  town  were  shed; 
See!  he  was  liberal,  kind,  religious,  wise, 
And  free  from  all  disgrace  and  all  disguise; 
His  sterling  worth,  which  words  cannot  express. 
Lives  with  his  friends,  their  pride  and  their  distreM 

AH  this  of  Jacob  Holmes?  for  his  the  nan)e; 
He  thus  kind,  liberal,  just,  religious? — Shame! 
What  is  the  truth?     Old  .Jacob  married  thrice; 

He  dealt  in  coals,  and  av'ricc  was  his  vice; 

He  ruleil  the  Borough  when  his  year  came  on. 

And  some  forget,  and  some  are  ghvl  he  s  gone; 

P'or  nevc-r  yet  with  shilling  could  he  part. 

But  when  it  left  his  hand,  it  struck  his  heart. 
Yet,  here  will  Love  its  last  attentions  pay, 
And  place  memorials  on  these  beds  of  clay. 

Large  level  stones  lie  flat  upon  the  grave, 

And  half  a  century's  sun  and  tempest  brave; 

But  many  an  honest  te.ar  and  heart  felt  sigh 

Have  fill  low  d  those  who  now  unnoticed  lie; 

Of  the.se  what  numbers  rest  on  every  side! 

Without  one  token  lelt  by  grief  or  pride; 

Their  graves  soon  levcll'd  to  the  earth,  and  then 

Will  other  hillocks  rise  o'er  other  men; 

Daily  the  dead  on  the  decay 'd  are  thrust. 

And  generations  follow,  ''  dust  to  dust." 
Yes!  there  are  real  Mourners — I  have  seen 

A  fair,  sad  Girl,  mild,  sull'ering.  and  serene; 

Attention  (through  the  day)  iier  duties  claim'd. 

And  to  be  useful  as  resign 'd  she  aim'd: 

Neatlj  she  dress'd.  nor  vainly  sceni'd  t'  expect 

l*ity  for  gi'ief,  or  p:>"don  for  neglect; 
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But  when  her  wearied  parents  sank  to  sleeps 

olie  souglit  her  i)lace  to  meditate  and  weep: 

Tlien  to  Jier  mind  was  all  tlie  past  display 'd 

That  faithful  Jlemory  hrings  to  Sorrow  s  aid: 

For  tiicn  she  thought  on  one  regretted  Youth 

Her  tender  trust,  and  his  unque^tiou'd  truth; 

In  ev'ry  place  slie  wander'd,  where  they  d  been, 

And  sadly  sacred  held  the  jjarting  scene: 

Where  last  for  sea  he  took  his  leave — that  place 

With  double  interest  would  she  nightly  trace; 

For  long  the  courtship  was,  and  he  would  say, 

Each  time  he  sail  d, — "  This  once,  and  then  the  day:* 

Yet  prudence  tarried,  but  when  last  he  went, 

He  ilicw  from  pit^-ing  love  a  full  consent. 

Ihippy  he  sail'd,  and  great  the  care  she  took, 
That  lie  should  softly  sleep,  and  smartly  look; 
\\'hite  was  his  better  linen,  and  his  check 
Was  made  more  trim  than  any  on  the  deck; 
And  every  comfort  men  at  sea  can  know 
Was  hers  to  buy,  to  make,  and  to  bestow: 
For  he  to  Cireenland  sail  d,  and  much  she  told, 
Uow  he  should  guard  against  the  climates  cold; 
Yet  saw  not  danger;  dangers  he  d  withstood, 
Nor  could  she  trace  the  fever  in  his  blood: 
His  mess-mates  smiled  at  flushings  in  his  cheek, 
And  he  too  smiled,  but  seldom  would  he  speak; 
For  now  he  found  the  danger,  felt  the  pain. 
With  grievous  symptoms  he  could  not  explain; 
Hope  w:is  awaken  d,  as  for  home  he  saiid. 
But  quickly  sank,  and  never  more  prevail'd. 

He  call  d  his  friend,  and  prefaced  with  a  sigh 
A  lover's  niessiige — "  Thomas  I  must  die: 
Would  [  could  see  my  .Sally,  and  could  rest 
My  throbbing  temples  on  her  faithful  breast. 
And  ga/.ing  gol — if  not,  this  trille  take, 
And  say,  till  death  I  wore  it  for  her  sake; 
YesI   I  must  die — blow  on,  sweet  breeze,  blow  onl 
Give  nie  one  look,  before  my  life  be  gone, 
Oh!  give  me  that,  and  let  me  not  despair. 
One  la>t  fond  look — and  now  repeat  the  prayer." 

He  had  his  wi<h,  had  more;  I  will  not  paiut 
The  LovL-rs'  meeting:  she  beheld  him  faint, — 
With  tender  fears,  she  took  a  nearer  view, 
Her  terrors  doubling  ;is  her  hopes  withdrew; 
He  tried  to  smile,  r.nd,  liaif  succeeding,  said, 
"  YesI  I  L-iust  die;  '  and  hoj)e  for  ever  fled. 
Still  long  siie  nursed  him:  tender  thoughts  muuitima 
Were  interch:ingcd  and  hopes  and  views  snlihme. 
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To  licr  !i(.-  came  to  ilio.-and  every  day 
She  took  some  portion  of  tlie  dread  away; 
Witli  liiin  (ihe  pray'd,  to  him  his  Bible  read, 
^»oothed  the  fuiiit  heart,  and  held  the  acliiiir;  head: 
She  came  with  smilc-s  the  hour  of  pain  to  cheer; 
Apirt  she  si^h  d;  alone,  she  shed  the  tear; 
Then,  as  il'  breaking  from  a  cloud,  she  gave 
Fresh  light,  and  gilt  the  prosjxjct  of  the  grave. 

One  day  he  lighter  scem'd,  and  they  forgot 
The  care,  the  dread,  the  anguish  of  their  li>t: 
They  spoke  with  cheerfulness,  and  seem'd  to  think, 
Yet  said  not  so — "  Perhaps  he  will  not  sink:" 
A  sudden  brightness  in  his  look  ajipear'd, 
A  sudden  vigour  in  his  voice  was  iicard ; — 
She  had  been  reading  in  the  Book  of  Priyer, 
And  led  him  forth,  and  |)laced  him  in  hi>  chair; 
Lively  he  scem'd,  and  spoke  of  all  he  knew, 
The  friendly  many,  and  the  favourite  few; 
Kor  one  that  d.ay  did  he  to  mind  recall, 
But  she  Inis  treasured,  and  she  loves  them  all; 
When  .in  her  way  she  meets  them,  they  appear 
Peculiar  people — death  has  made  them  dear; 
He  named  his  Friend,  but  then  iiis  hand  she  press'd, 
And  foutlly  wliis])cr'd,  "  Thou  must  go  to  rest;" 
"  I  go,"  he  saitl:  but  as  he  s]>oke,  she  found 
His  hand  more  cold,  and  Buttering  was  the  soundl 
Then  giized  all'righten'd;  but  she  caugiit  a  last, 
A  dying  look  of  love, — and  all  was  past  I 

She  placed  a  decent  stone  hi*  grave  above, 
Neatly  engraved — an  offering  of  iier  love; 
For  that  siie  wrousht,  for  that  l'ors<x)k  her  bed, 
Awake  alike  to  duty  and  the  dead; 
She  would  have  gi'ieved,  had  friends  presumed  to  span 
The  least  assistance— 'twas  her  proper  care. 

Here  will  she  come,  and  on  the  grave  will  sit 
Folding  her  arms,  in  long  abstracted  tit ; 
But  if  observer  pass,  will  take  her  round, 
And  careless  seem,  for  she  would  not  be  found; 
'llien  go  again,  and  thus  her  hour  em|)loy, 
While  visions  please  her,  and  while  woes  destroy. 

Forbear,  sweet  Maid  I  nor  be  by  fancy  led, 
To  hold  mysterious  converse  with  the  dead ; 
Fur  sure  at  length  thy  thoughts,  thy  spirits  pain, 
III  this  sad  conflict  will  disturb  thy  brain; 
All  have  their  tasks  and  trials;  thine  are  bard, 
But  short  the  time,  and  glorious  the  rewaid; 
riiy  patient  spirit  to  thy  duties  give, 
Uegard  t'le  dead,  but  to  the  limn^  liva 
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Where  ends  our  chancel  in  a  vaulted  space, 
Sleep  the  departed  Vicars  of  the  place; 
Of  most,  all  mention,  memory,  thought  are  past — 
But  take  a  slij^ht  memorial  of  the  last. 

To  what  famed  college  we  our  Vicar  owe, 
To  what  fair  coutitry,  let  historians  show: 
Few  now  reinemUcr  when  the  mild  young  man, 
Ruddy  and  fair,  his  Sunday-task  began; 
Few  live  to  speak  of  that  soft  soothing  look 
He  cast  around,  as  he  prepared  his  book; 
It  was  a  kind  of  supplicating  smile. 
But  nothing  hopeless  of  applause  the  while; 
And  when  he  finish  d,  his  corrected  pride 
Felt  the  desert,  and  yet  the  praise  denied. 
Thus  he  his  race  began,  and  to  the  end 
His  constant  care  was,  no  man  to  offend; 
No  haughty  virtues  stirr'd  his  peaceful  mind; 
Nor  urged  the  Priest  to  leave  the  Hock  behind: 
He  was  Iiis  Master's  Soldier,  but  not  one 
To  lead  an  army  of  his  Martyrs  on : 
Fear  was  his  ruling  passion ;  yet  was  Love, 
Of  timid  kind,  once  known  his  heart  to  movo 
It  led  his  patient  spirit  where  it  paid 
Its  languid  offerings  to  a  listening  Maid: 
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Slip,  with  lier  widow'il  Motlier,  litmrfi  lihn  »peak, 
And  ttouulit  awliile  to'tiii<l  whiit  lie  would  seek: 
Sniilinf^  lie  c:iine,  lie  sinilod  when  lie  withdrew, 
And  |)aid  the  sjune  attention  to  the  two; 
Meeting  and  parting:  without  joy  or  pain, 
lie  secnrd  to  come  that  he  niij;ht  go  again. 
The  wondering  girl,  no  prude,  hut  something  niot^ 
At  length  was  cliill'd  by  his  unmelting  ice; 
Sl»c  found  her  tortoise  held  such  sluggish  pace. 
That  she  must  turn  and  meet  him  in  the  cliaa«: 
This  not  appro\nng,  she  withdrew  till  one 
Came  who  appear'd  with  livelier  hope  to  run; 
Who  sought  a  readier  way  the  heart  to  move, 
Tiian  by  faint  dalliance  of  unti.xui^  lOvc. 

Accuse  me  not  that  I  approving  paint 
Impatient  Hoj)e  or  Ix)vc  without  restraint; 
Or  think  the  Passions,  a  tumultuous  throng, 
Strong  as  they  are,  ungovernably  strong: 
But  is  the  laurel  to  the  soldier  due, 
Who  cautious  comes  not  into  danger's  view? 
What  worth  has  Virtue  by  Desire  untried, 
When  Nature's  self  enlists  on  duty's  side? 
Tlie  married  dame  in  vain  aes-'iil'd  the  tnith 
And  guarded  bosom  of  the  Hebrew  youth; 
But  with  the  daughter  of  the  Priest  of  On 
The  love  was  lawful,  and  the  guard  was  gone; 
But  Joseph's  fame  had  lesscn'd  in  our  view, 
Had  he,  refusing,  fled  the  maiden  too. 

Yet  our  good  priest  to  Joseph  s  praise-  aspired, 
At  once  rejecting  what  his  heart  desired ; 
"  I  am  escaj>ed,"  he  sjiid,  when  none  pursued ; 
WHicn  none  att;ick"d  liim,  "  I  am  unsuMued : '' 

Oh  pleasing  pangs  of  love!"  he  sang  again, 
Cold  to  the  joy,  and  stranger  to  the  jwin. 
Ev'n  in  his  age  would  he  address  the  young, 

I  too  have  felt  these  fires,  and  they  are  strong;' 
But  from  the  time  he  left  his  favourite  maid, 
To  ancient  females  his  devoirs  were  paid: 
And  still  they  miss  him  after  Morning-prayer; 
Nor  yet  successor  fills  the  Vicar's  chair, 
Where  kindred  spirits  in  his  praise  agree, 
A  happy  few,  as  mild  and  cool  as  he ; 
The  eivsy  followers  in  the  female  tniin. 
Led  without  love,  and  captives  without  chain. 

Ye  Lilies  m:Ue!  think  (as  your  tea  you  sip, 
While  the  town  small-t;ilk  flows  from  lip  to  lip; 
Intrigues  half-gather 'd,  conversation-scraps, 
Kitchen-cabaLs  and  nursery-mishaijsj 
rr  a 
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If  the  vast  worlJ  may  not  some  scene  |rrodnc«, 
Sonic  state  where  your  small  talents  miglit  have  OM 
Within  seraglios  you  might  harmless  move, 
'Mid  ranks  of  beauty,  and  in  haunts  of  love; 
There  from  too  daring  man  the  treasures  guard, 
An  easy  duty,  and  its  own  reward; 
Nature's  soft  substitutes,  you  there  might  save 
From  crime  the  tyrant,  and  froni  wrong  tl>e  slava 

But  let  applause  be  dealt  in  all  we  may, 
Our  Priest  was  cheerful,  and  in  season  gay; 
His  frequent  visits  seldom  fail'd  to  please; 
Easy  himself,  he  sought  his  neigiibour's  ease. 
To  a  small  garden  with  delight  he  came. 
And  gave  successive  flowers  a  summer  s  fame; 
These  he  presented  with  a  grace  his  own 
To  his  fair  friends,  and  made  their  beauties  known. 
Not  without  moral  compliment:  how  they 
"  Like  flowers  were  sweet,  and  must  like  flowers  decaj. 

.Simple  he  was.  and  loved  the  sim))le  truth, 
Yet  had  some  useful  cimning  from  his  3'outh; 
A  cunning  never  to  dishonour  lent, 
And  rather  for  defence  tiian  conquest  meant; 
'T  was  fear  of  power,  with  some  desire  to  rise, 
But  not  enough  to  make  him  enemies; 
He  ever  aim'd  tf>  please;  and  to  oH'end 
Was  ever  cautious;  for  he  sought  a  friend; 
Yet  for  the  friendship  never  mucli  would  pay, 
Content  to  bow,  be  silent,  and  obey. 
And  by  a  soothing  suff 'ranee  find  his  way. 

Fiddling  and  fishing  were  his  arts:  at  times 
He  alter'd  sermons,  and  he  aim'd  at  rhymes; 
And  his  fair  friends,  not  yet  intent  on  cards, 
Oft  he  amused  with  riddles  and  charades. 

Mild  were  his  doctrines,  and  not  one  discourse 
But  gain'd  in  softness  what  it  lost  in  force: 
Kind  his  opinions;  he  would  not  receive 
An  ill  report,  nor  evil  act  believe; 
"  If  true,  't  was  wrong;  but  blemish  great  or  small 
Have  all  mankind:  yea,  sinners  are  we  all." 

If  ever  fretful  thought  disturb'd  his  breast. 
If  aught  of  gloom  that  cheerful  mind  oppresa'd, 
It  sprang  from  irniovation ;  it  was  then 
He  spake  of  mischief  made  by  restless  men; 
Not  by  new  doctrines:  never  in  his  life 
Would  h^  attend  to  controversial  strife; 
For  Sects  he  cared  not;  "  They  are  not  of  ns, 
Nor  nerd  we,  brethren,  their  concerns  dlscnset 
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But  'tis  the  ehun;^?,  tljc^scliisni  at  home  T  fed; 
Ills  tew  perceive,  nnH  none  have  skill  to  heal; 
Not  !it  the  altar  our  young  brethren  read 
(Facing  tlicir  flock)  the  flccaioguc  and  creed; 
But  at  their  duty,  in  their  desks  thc-y  i^tand, 
With  naked  surplice,  lacking  hood  and  band; 
Churches  are  now  of  holy  song  bereft. 
And  half  onr  ancient  customs  changed  or  left; 
Few  sprigs  of  ivy  are  at  Christmas  seen, 
Nor  crimson  berry  tips  the  holly's  green; 
Mistaken  choirs  refuse  the  solemn  strain 
Of  ancient  Sternhold,  which  from  ours  amain 
Comes  flying  forth  from  aisle  to  aisle  about. 
Sweet  links  of  harmony  and  long  nrawn  out." 

These  were  to  him  essentials;  all  thiiiLjs  new 
He  deem'd  su[)eriluous,  useless,  or  nntrue; 
To  all  beside  indifferent,  easy,  cold, 
Here  the  fire  kindled,  ami  the  woe  was  told- 

Habit  with  hira  was  all  the  test  of  truth, 
"  It  must  be  right:   I've  done  it  from  my  youth.** 
Questions  he  answer'd  in  as  brief  a  way, 
"  It  must  be  wrong — it  was  of  yesterday." 

Though  mild  benevolence  our  Priest  possess  d, 
'T  was  but  by  wishes  or  by  words  e.xpress'd, 
Circles  in  water,  as  they  wider  flow, 
The  less  conspicuous  in  their  progress  grow, 
And  when  at  last  they  toncli  u]>on  the  shore. 
Distinction  ceases,  and  they're  view'd  no  more. 
His  love,  like  that  last  circle,  all  embraced, 
But  with  effect  that  never  could  be  traced. 

Now  rests  our  Vicar.     They  who  knew  iiim  best 
Proclaim  his  life  t'  have  been  entirely  rest; 
Free  from  all  evils  which  disturb  his  mind, 
Whom  studies  vex  and  controversies  blind. 

The  rich  approved, — of  them  in  aive  he  stood, 
The  poor  .admired, — they  all  believed  him  good; 
The  old  and  serious  of  his  habits  spoke; 
The  frank  and  youthful  loved  his  pleasant  joke ; 
Mothers  approved  a  safe  contented  guest. 
And  daughters  one  who  back'd  each  small  request 
In  him  his  Hock  found  nothing  to  condemn; 
Him  sectaries  liked, — he  never  troubled  them; 
No  trifles  fail'd  his  yielding  mind  to  please, 
And  all  liis  passions  sunk  in  early  ease; 
Nor  one  so  old  lias  let't  this  world  of  sin, 
More  liks  th?  being  that  he  enter  d  in. 
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Ask  you  what  lands  our  Pastor  tithes? — Alasl 
But  few  our  acres,  and  but  short  our  grass: 
In  some  fat  pastures  of  the  rich,  indeed, 
Mny  roll  the  single  cow  or  favourite  steed; 
Who,  stable-fed,  is  here  for  pleasure  seen. 
His  sleek  sides  bathing  in  the  dewy  green ; 
But  these,  our  hilly  heath  and  common  wide 
Yield  a  slight  portion  for  the  parish-guide; 
No  crops  luxuriant  in  our  borders  stand, 
For  here  we  plough  the  (Xjean,  not  the  land; 
Still  reason  wills  that  we  our  Pastor  pay, 
And  custom  does  it  on  a  certain  day : 
Much  is  the  duty,  nniall  the  legal  due. 
And  this  with  grateful  minds  we  keep  in  view; 
Each  makes  his  ofl"ring,  some  by  habit  led. 
Some  by  the  thought,  that  all  men  must  be  fed 
Duty  and  love,  and  piety  and  pride. 
Have  each  their  force,  and  for  the  Priest  provide 

Not  thus  our  Curate,  one  whom  all  believe 
J'ious  and  just,  and  for  whose  fate  they  grieve; 
All  see  him  poor,  but  ev'n  the  vulgar  know 
He  merits  love,  and  their  respect  bestow, 
A  man  so  learn  d  you  shall  i)ut  seldom  see, 
Nor  one  so  honour  d,  so  aggrieved  as  he; — 
Not  grieved  by  years  alone;  though  his  appear 
Dark  and  more  dark;  severer  on  severe: 
Not  in  his  need, — and  yet  we  all  must  grant 
How  painful  'tis  for  feeling  Age  to  want: 
Nor  in  his  body's  sufferings;  yet  we  know 
Where  Time  as  plough  d,  there  misery  loves  to  sow, 
But  in  the  wearied  mind,  that  all  in  vain 
Wars  with  distress,  and  struggles  with  its  pain. 

His  Father  saw  his  powers — "  Fll  give,''  q'loth  be^ 
"  My  first-born  learning;    twill  a  portion  be;" 
Unhappy  gift!  a  portion  for  a  son! 
But  all  he  had: — he  learn  d,  and  was  undone! 

Better,  apprenticed  to  an  humble  trade. 
Had  he  the  cassock  for  the  priesthood  made. 
Or  thrown  the  shuttle,  or  the  ssxddle  shaped. 
And  all  these  pangs  of  feeling  souls  escaped. 
He  once  had  hope — Hope,  ardent,  lively,  light; 
His  feelings  pleasant,  and  his  prospects  bright: 
Eager  erf  fame,  he  read,  he  thought,  he  wrote. 
Weigh'd  the  Greek  page,  and  added  note  on  uotflj 
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At  morn,  at  evening  tft  his  work  was  he, 
And  dream  "J  what  liis  Kurii)i<Jcs  would  be. 

'1  nen  care  bej,^^ :— he  loved,  he  w(Vd,  he  wed 
Hope  chccrd  him  still,  and  Hymen  bless  d  his  bod— 
A  curafj  s  beil!  then  came  the  \vo>-l\il  years; 
The  hiisbaiKls  terrors,  and  the  lather's  tears;  • 
A  wife  grown  feeble,  mourning,  pining,  vex  d 
With  wants  and  woes— by  daily  cares  perplex'd; 
No  more  a  help,  ft  smiling,  soothing  aid. 
But  bo<ling,  drooping,  sickly,  and  al'raid. 

A  kind  physician,  and  without  a  fee. 
Gave  his  oi.inion— "  Send  her  to  the  seju" 
'♦  A.as!  "  tlie  good  man  answer'd,  "can  I  send 
A  friendless  wonnin/     Can  I  find  a  friend? 
No;  I  must  with  her,  in  her  need,  repair 
To  that  new  jdacc;  the  poor  lie  every  where;— 
Some  priest  will  pay  me  for  my  pious  pains:" 
Ho  said,  he  came,  ami  here  he  yet  remains. 

Behold  his  dwelling!  this  poor  hut  he  hires. 
Where  he  from  view,  though  not  from  want,  retire*; 
Where  four  fair  daughtcis.  and  five  ^.rrowing  sona, 
Partake  his  sufTerings,  and  dismiss  liisduns; 
411  join  their  elVorts,  and  in  patience  learn 
fo  want  the  comforts  tUey  asj/ire  to  earn; 
For  the  sick  mother  something  tiiey'd  obtain, 
To  s.xjthe  her  grief  and  mitigate  her  pain: 
For  the  sad  father  something  they  d  procure. 
To  eiu-e  the  burden  they  them-H.'lves  endure. 

Virtues  like  these  at  once  delight  and  press 
On  tiie  fond  father  with  a  pro\id  distress; 
On  all  arv.und  he  Iwks  with  care  and  love, 
Grieved  to  behold,  but  hapiiv  to  approve. 

Then  from  his  care,  his  love,  his  grief  he  steals, 
And  by  himself  an  Author's  pleasure  feels: 
Each  fine  detains  him;  he  omits  not  one, 
And  all  the  sorrows  of  his  sUxte  are  gone. — 
Alas!  even  then,  in  that  delicious  hour. 
He  feels  his  fortune,  and  laments  its  power. 

Some  Tradesman's  bill    his  wan  lering  eyes  engag*. 
Some  scrawl  for  i>ayment  thrust  twixt  page  and  page, 
Some  bold,  loud  rapping  at  his  humble  door. 
Some  surly  message  he  hi\s  iicard  before, 
Awake,  alarm,  and  tell  him  he  is  po<.r. 

An  angry  Dealer,  vulgar,  rich,  and  proud. 
Thinks  nf  his  bill,  and,  passing,  nxps  aloud; 
Ihe  elder  daughter  meekly  makes  him  way — 

"  I  waat  my  mouey,  aud  I  canuot  ?tay : 
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My  mill  is  stopj/d;  what,  Miss!  I  cannot  grind 
Go  tell  your  Ihtlier  he  must  raise  the  wind:" 
Still  trembling,  troubled,  the  dejected  maid 
Says,  ■'  Sir!  my  father! — "  and  then  stops  afraid 
Ev'n  his  hard  heart  is  soften'd,  and  he  hears 
Her  voice  with  pity;  he  respects  her  tears; 
His  stubborn  features  half  admit  a  smile, 
And  his  tone  softens — "  Well!   1 11  wait  awhile." 

Pity!  a  man  so  good,  so  mild,  so  mccJc. 
At  such  an  age,  should  have  his  bread  to  seek; 
And  all  those  rude  and  tierce  attacks  to-  dread, 
That  are  more  harrowing  than  the  want  of  bread 
Ah!  who  shall  whisper  to  that  misery  peace! 
And  say  that  want  and  insolence  shall  cease? 

"  Hut  why  not  publisli?" — those  who  know  too  wel. 
Dealers  in  Greek,  are  fearful  "twill  not  sell; 
Then  h'j  himself  is  timid,  troubled,  slow, 
Nor  likes  his  labours  nor  his  griefs  to  show; 
The  hope  of  fame  may  in  his  heart  have  place, 
But  he  has  dread  and  horror  of  disgrace; 
Kor  has  he  that  confiding,  easy  way, 
That  might  his  learning  and  himself  display, 
But  to  his  work  he  from  the  world  retreats, 
And  frets  and  glories  o'er  tiie  favourite  sheets. 

But  see!  the  Man  himself;  and  sure  I  trace 
Signs  of  new  joy  exultiiig  in  that  face 
O'er  care  that  sleeps — we  err,  or  we  discern 
Life  in  thy  looks — the  reason  we  may  learn? 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  I  am  happy,  I  confess. 
To  learn  that  some  are  pleased  with  happiness 
Which  others  feel — there  are  who  now  combine 
The  worthiest  natures  in  the  best  design, 
To  aid  the  letter'd  poor,  and  soothe  such  Uls  as  mine 
We  now  more  keenly  feel  the  world's  contempt, 
And  from  its  miseries  are  the  least  exempt; 
Now  Hope  shall  whisper  to  the  wounded  breast, 
And  Grief,  in  soothing  expectation,  rest. 

"  Yes,  I  am  taught  that  men  who  think,  who  feel, 
Unite  the  pains  of  thoughtful  men  to  heal; 
Not  with  disdainful  pride,  whose  bounties  make 
The  needy  curse  the  benefits  they  take; 
Not  with  the  idle  vanity  that  knows 
Only  a  selfish  joy  when  it  bestows; 
Not  with  o'erbearing  wealth,  that,  in  disdain, 
Hurls  the  superfluous  bliss  at  groaning  j)ain: 
But  these  are  men  who  yield  such  blest  relief, 
That  with  the  grievance  they  destroy  the  grief; 
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Their  timely  aid  the  needy  sufferers  find, 

Tlieir  generous  manner  soothes  ihe  suffering  muid; 

There  is  n  gnicious  bounty,  fonn'd  to  raise 

Him  wliom  it  iiiJ»;  tlieir  cliarity  is  praise; 

A  coMimoii  bounty  may  rchcvc  distress, 

But  whom  tlic  vulgar  succour  they  oiipress; 

Tliis  tliougii  a  favour  is  an  honour  too, 

Though  Mercy's  duty,  yet 't  is  Merits  due; 

Wlien  our  relief  from  such  resources  rise, 

Ail  painful  sense  of  obligation  dies; 

And  grateful  feelings  in  the  bosom  wake. 

For  't  is  their  offerings,  not  their  alms,  we  take. 

Long  mav  these  founts  of  Charity  reraam. 
And  never  shrink,  but  to  be  fill'd  again; 
True!  to  the  Author  they  are  now  confind, 
To  him  who  gave  the  treasure  of  his  nnnd. 
His  time,  his  health,— and  thankless  found  mankmdi 
But  tliere  is  h..i)e  tliat  from  these  founts  may  How 
A  bide-wav  stream,  and  e-pial  good  bestow; 
Good  that" may  re  ich  us,  wliom  the  day  s  distress 
Keeps  from  the  liinie  and  perils  of  the  IVess; 
Whom  study  beckons  from  the  Ills  of  Life, 
And  thev  from  Study;  melancholy  stnle. 
Who  then  can  say,  but  bounty  now  so  Ireo, 
And  so  diffused,  may  find  its  way  to  me? 

Yes!   I  mav  sec  my  decent  table  yet 
Cheerd  with 'the  meal  that  mlds  not  to  my  debt; 
Mav  talk  of  those  to  whom  so  much  we  owe, 
And  guess  their  names  whom  yet  we  may  not  know; 
Blest,  we  shall  say,  are  those  who  thus  can  give. 
And  next  who  thus  upon  the  bounty  hve: 
Then  shall  I  close  vr.ih  ihuiks  iny  humbb  me»l, 
And  feel  so  weU— Oh,  liod!  how  shuU  i  leell 
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LETTER   IV. 


6I.CTS   AXD   PROFESSIONS   IN   BELIOIOV. 

Beets  and  Profi^ssions  in  Religion  are  numerous  and  succrsaiTC 
— (reneral  Effect  of  false  Zeal — Deists — Funatical  Idea  ci 
Chur--h  Ueformers — The  Church  of  Kome — Baptists — Sweden* 
borjnans — Universalists — Jews. 

Methodists  of  two  Kinds;  Calvinistie  and  Arminian. 

The  Preaching  of  a  Caivinistic  Enthusiast — Hib  Contempt  of 
Learning— Dislike  to  sound  Morality:  why — Mis  Idea  of 
Conversion — His  Success  and  Pretensions  to  Huniilny. 

the  Arminian  Teacher  of  the  older  Flock — Their  Ni  lions  of 
the  Operations  and  Power  of  Satan — Description  of  his  De- 
vices— Their  opinion  of  regular  Ministers — Comparist'U  of 
these  with  the  Preacher  himself — A  Rebuke  to  his  Hearer*: 
introduces  a  Description  of  the  powerful  Effects  of  the  Word 
in  the  early  and  awakening  Days  of  Methodism. 


"  Sects  in  Religion?" — Yes,  of  every  race 
We  nurse  some  portion  in  our  favour'd  place; 
Not  one  warm  preacher  of  one  growing  sect 
Can  say  our  Borough  treats  him  with  neglect; 
Frequent  as  fashions,  they  with  us  appear, 
And  you  might  ask.  "  how  think  we  for  the  year?" 
They  come  to  us  as  riders  in  a  trade, 
And  with  much  art  exhibit  and  persuade. 

Minds  are  for  Sects  of  various  kinds  decreed, 
As  difF'rent  soils  are  forin'd  for  dift'Vent  seed; 
Some  when  converted  sigh  in  sore  amaze, 
And  some  are  wrapt  in  joy"s  ecstatic  blaze; 
Others  again  will  change  to  each  extreme. 
They  know  not  why — as  hurried  in  a  dream; 
Unstable  they,  like  water,  take  all  forms. 
Are  quick  and  stagnant;  Lave  their  calms  and  storrna 
High  on  the  hills,  they  in  the  sunbeams  glow. 
Then  muddily  they  move  debased  and  slow; 
Or  cold  and  frozen  rest,  and  neither  rise  nor  flow. 

Yet  none  the  cool  and  prudent  Teacher  prize. 
On  him  they  dote  who  wakes  their  ecstasies ; 
With  passions  ready  primed  such  guide  they  me^ 
And  warm  and  kindle  with  th  imparted  h&it; 
'T  is  he  who  wakes  the  nameless  strong  desire, 
The  melting  rapture  and  the  glowing  fire; 
*T  is  he  who  pierces  deep  the  tortured  breast. 
And  stirs  the  terrors  never  more  to  rest 

Opposed  to  these  we  have  a  prouder  kind, 
Rash  vrithoat  heat,  and  without  raptures  blind; 
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FLese  our  Glad  Tidings  unconcern'd  pertiM, 
Search  without  awe,  aii?l  without  fear  refuse; 
The  Trutlis,  tin  blessings  found  in  .Sacred  Writ, 
Call  forth  their  spleen,  and  exercise  their  wit; 
Resi)ect  from  these  nor  saints  nor  martyrs  gain, 
The  zeal  they  scorn,  and  they  deride  the  pain; 
An<l  take  their  transient,  cck»1  contemptuous  view, 
Of  that  which  must  he  tried,  and  doubtless  maij  be  true. 

Friends  ot  our  Faith  we  liave,  whom  doubts  like  tb«a( 
And  keen  remarks,  and  bold  objections  please; 
They  gi-ant  such  doubts  have  weaker  minds  oppress'd, 
Till  sound  conviction  gave  the  troubled  re.st. 

"  But  still,"  they  cry,  "  let  none  their  censures  sjinre. 
They  but  confirm  the  glorious  hoj)es  we  share; 
From  doubt,  dis<lain.  derision,  scorn,  and  lies. 
With  five-fold  triumph  s;icred  Truth  shall  rise," 

Yes!  I  allow,  so  Truth  shall  stand  at  last, 
And  gam  fresh  glory  to  tlie  conllict  ()a>t : — 
As  Sol  way- Moss  (a  barren  mass  and  cold, 
Death  to  the  seed,  and  poison  to  the  fold). 
The  smiling  plain  and  fertile  v:iil  o  erlaid, 
Choked  the  green  sod,  and  kill'd  the  springing  blade, 
That,  changed  by  culture,  may  in  time  be  seen, 
Enrich'd  by  golden  grain,  and  pasture  green; 
And  these  fair  acres  rented  and  enjoy 'd 
May  these  excel  by  Solway-Moss  destroy "d. 

Still  must  have  mourn  d  the  tenant  of  the  day, 
For  hopes  destroj-'d,  and  harvests  swept  away; 
To  him  the  gain  of  future  years  unknown, 
The  instant  grief  and  sulVering  were  his  own: 
So  must  I  grieve  for  many  a  wounded  heart, 
Chill'd  by  those  doubts  which  bolder  minds  impart: 
Truth  in  the  end  shall  shine  divinely  clejir, 
But  sad  the  darkness  till  those  times  appear; 
Contests  for  truth,  as  wars  for  freedom,  yield 
Glory  and  joy  to  those  who  gain  the  field: 
But  still  the  Christian  must  in  pity  sigh 
For  all  who  sutler,  and  uncerUiin  die. 

Here  are,  who  all  the  Church  maintains  approve, 
But  yet  the  Church  herself  they  will  n-.t  love; 
In  angry  speech,  they  blame  the  carnal  tie. 
Which  pure  Religion  lost  her  spirit  i>v. 
What  time  from  prisons,  Hames,  and  tortures  led. 
She  slumber'd  careless  in  a  royal  bed; 
To  make,  they  add,  the  Church's  glory  shine, 
Should  Diocletian  reign,  not  Constantino. 

"  In  pomp,"  they  cry,  "  is  England's  Church  arrayed 
Her  CX)1  Ueformers  wrought  like  men  afraid , 
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We  would  have  puli'd  her  gor^^eons  temples  down 
And  spuni'd  her  mitre,  and  aetilcd  her  fown; 
We  would  have  trodden  low  botli  bench  aiid  stall. 
Nor  left  a  tythe  romiiiriiiig,  great  or  sniall." 

Let  us  he  serious — Siiould  such  trials  come, 
Are  they  themselves  prepared  for  martyrdom? 
It  seems  to  us  that  our  reformers  knew 
TL'  important  work  they  undertook  to  do; 
All  equal  priesthood  they  were  loth  to  try, 
Lest  zeal  and  care  should  with  ani!)ition  die, 
To  them  it  seem'd  that,  take  the  tenth  away, 
Yet  priests  must  eat,  and  you  must  feed  or  pay: 
Would  they  indeed,  who  hold  sucii  ppy  \n  scorn. 
Put  on  the  muzzle  when  they  tread  thi  corn? 
Would  they  all,  gratis,  watch  and  tend  the  fold, 
Nor  take  one  Heece  to  ki-ep  them  from  the  cold? 

Men  are  not  equal,  and    t  is  meet  and  right 
That  robes  and  titl  w  our  respect  excite; 
Order  require  it;  't    s  by  vulgar  pride 
That  such  regard  is  censured  and  denied; 
Or  by  that  false  enthusiastic  zeal. 
That  thinks  the  S[)irit  will  the  priest  reveal, 
And  show  to  all  men,  by  tlieir  powerful  speech. 
Who  are  appointed  and  insjiired  to  teach : 
Alas  !  could  we  the  dangerous  rule  believe, 
Whom  for  their  teacher  should  the  crowd  recenne,* 
Since  all  the  varying  kinds  demand  respect. 
All  press  you  on  to  join  their  chosen  sect, 
Although  but  in  this  single  point  agreed, 
"  Desert  your  churches  and  ailopt  our  creed." 

We  know  full  well  how  nuich  our  forms  oflend 
The  burden'd  Papist  and  the  simple  Friend: 
Him,  who  new  robes  for  every  service  takes, 
And  who  in  drab  and  beaver  sighs  and  shakes; 
He  on  the  priest,  whom  hood  and  band  adorn, 
Looks  with  a  sleepy  eye  of  silent  scorn; 
But  him  I  would  not  for  my  friend  and  guide. 
Who  views  such  things  with  spleen,  or  wears  with  pridt 

See  next  our  several  Sects, — but  first  behold 
The  Church  of  Rome,  who  here  is  poor  and  old: 
Use  not  triumphant  rail'ry,  or,  at  least. 
Let  not  thy  mother  be  a  wliore  and  beast; 
Great  was  her  pride  indeed  in  ancient  times. 
Vet  shall  we  think  of  nothing  but  her  crimes? 
Exalted  high  above  all  earthly  things. 
She  placed  her  foot  upon  the  ueck  of  kings; 
Hut  some  have  deeply'  since  avenged  the  crown, 
Aud  th:-own  her  glory  and  her  honours  down; 
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ffor  neck  nor  ear  can-*hc  of  kin^s  commaud, 
Kor  place  a  foot  upon  her  own  fair  land. 

Among  her  sons,  with  ns  a  quiet  few, 
Obscure  their  selves,  iier  ancient  state  review, 
And  fond  and  melancholy  glances  cast 
On  [wwer  insulted,  and  on  triunipii  past: 
They  l(x>k,  they  can  but  lof)k,  with  many  a  sigh. 
On  sacred  buildings  duomM  in  dust  to  lie; 
"  On  seats,"  they  tell,  "  where  jtriests  mid  tai>crR  dim 
Brcatlu-ii  the  warm  prayer,  or  tuned  the  midnight  liyvK 
Where  trembling  penitents  their  guilt  confess  d, 
\\  hen!  want  had  succour,  and  contrition  rest; 
'I'here  weary  men  from  trouble  found  relief. 
There  men  in  sorrow  found  re|)Ose  from  grief: 
To  scenes  like  these  the  fainting'  soul  retired; 
lve\enge  ami  anger  in  the-H!  cells  expired; 
By  pity  xK.tlK'<i,  remorse  lust  half  Ikt  fears, 
And  soften  d  pride  drojipM  [K-nitential  tears. 

"  'I'lien  convent  walls  miiiI  nunnery  spires  aroM, 
In  pleasant  s[Hits  which  monk  or  abl><)t  ciiose; 
When  counts  and  barons  saints  devoted  fed, 
Anil  making  cheap  exchange  hail  pray  r  for  bread. 

"  Now  all  is  lost,  the  earth  where  iibU-ys  stood 
Is  layman  s  land,  the  glelie,  the  >tream,  the  wood; 
His  oxen  low  where  monks  retiivtl  to  eat, 
His  ctiws  re|)Ose  upon  the  prior  s  seat: 
And  wanton  doves  within  the  cloisters  bill. 
Where  the  chaste  votary  warr  d  with  wanton  will." 

Such  is  the  change  the}-  mourn,  but  they  rcstrais 
The  rage  of  grief,  and  pas,-.ively  complain. 

We"ve  iiapti>ts  old  and  new;  forU'ar  to  ask 
Wiiat  the  .listinctii'U — I  decline  the  ta-k; 
This  I  |)erceive,  that  wlien  a  .«ect  gmws  old, 
Converts  are  few,  and  the  converted  cold: 
First  comes  the  hot-U'd  heat,  anil  while  it  glows 
The  plants  spring  up,  and  each  with  vigour  groy^j 
Tlien  conies  the  cooler  day,  and  though  awhile 
The  verdure  prospers  and  the  blossoms  smile. 
Yet  poor  the  fruit,  ami  fonn'd  by  long  delay, 
Kor  will  the  profits  for  the  culture  j)ay; 
The  skilful  gard'ner  then  no  longer  stop.^ 
But  turns  to  other  lieds  for  l>earing  crops. 

.Some  .SwcdenlM)rgians  in  niw  .-iti-eets  :ire  found. 
Those  wandering  walkers  on  enchanted  ground, 
Who  in  our  world  can  other  worlds  survey, 
And  speak  with  sjiirits  though  confined  in  ciay: 
Of  Hible-mysteries  they  the  keys  |>osses8, 
Aaaured  theiusclvcs,  where  wiser  men  but  gueMi 
o  o 
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Tis  theirs  to  see  around,  about,  above, — 
How  spirits  mingle  tlioughts,  and  angels  move; 
Those  wliom  our  grosser  vie\v«  from  us  excluds 
To  them  ajipear — a  heavenly  multitude; 
While  the  dark  sayings,  seal'd  to  men  like  U8, 
Their  priests  interpret,  and  their  fk)cks  discuaa 

But  while  these  gifted  men,  a  fiivour'd  fold. 
New  ]-)owers  exhibit  and  new  worlds  behold; 
Is  there  not  danger  lest  their  minds  confound 
Tlie  pure  above  them  with  the  gross  around? 
May  not  these  Phaetons,  who  thus  contrive 
'Twixt  heaven  above  and  eartli  beneath  to  drive, 
When  froui  their  Haining  chariots  they  descend, 
The  worlds  they  visit  in  tlK*ir  fancies  blend? 
Alas!  too  sure  on  both  they  bring  disgrace. 
Their  earth  is  crazy,  and  their  heaven  is  base. 

We  have,  it  seems,  who  treat,  and  doubtless  wdl 
Of  a  cliastising  iKjt  awarding  Hull; 
Who  are  assured  that  an  unoH'ended  God 
Will  cease  to  use  the  tiiunder  and  tlie  rod; 
A  soul  on  earth,  by  crinie  and  folly  stain'd. 
When  here  corrected  has  improvement  gain'd; 
In  other  state  still  more  improved  to  grow, 
And  nobler  powers  in  happier  world  to  know; 
New  strength  to  use  in  each  divine  employ, 
And  more  enjoying,  looking  to  more  joy. 

A  pleasing  vision !  could  wc  thus  be  sure 
Polluted  souls  would  be  at  length  so  pure; 
The  view  is  hapji}-,  we  may  think  it  just. 
It  may  be  true — but  who  shall  add,  it  must? 
To  the  plain  words  and  sense  of  Sacred  Writ, 
With  all  my  heart  I  reverently  submit; 
But  where  it  leaves  me  doubtful,  I'm  afraid 
To  call  conjecture  to  my  reason's  sid; 
Thy  thoughts,  thy  ways,  great  God!  are  not  as 
And  to  thy  mercy  I  my  soul  resign. 

■Jews  are  with  ns,  but  far  unlike  to  those, 
Wlio,  led  by  David,  warr'd  with  Israels  foes; 
Unlike  to  those  whom  his  imperial  son 
Taught  truths  divine — the  Prciicher  Solomon 
Nor  war  nor  wisdom  yield  our  Jews  delight; 
The}'  will  not  study,  and  they  dare  not  fight 
These  are,  with  us,  a  slavish,  knavish  crew. 
Shame  and  dishonour  to  tlie  name  of  Jew; 
The  poorest  masters  of  the  meanest  arts. 
With  cunning  hea*ls,  and  cold  and  cautious  heart*. 
They  grojic  their  dirty  way  to  petty  gains. 
While  poorly  paid  i''  r  their  nefarious  paiu«- 
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Anazin;;  raco!  deprived  of  land  and  lawi, 
A  pon-iral  liui>;uaire,  iind  ii  public  caiiM!; 
VN'itli  a  reli>;ion  none  can  now  olK-y, 
Witii  a  reproach  tliat  none  can  take  away. 
A  [Mjople  still,  whose  common  ties  are  pmie; 
Who,  niix'l  with  every  rice,  are  lost  in  none. 

What  sa.i  their  IVojilict? — "  .ShoulJ.-t  thou  dlicbe;^ 
The  Lord  siall  take  thee  from  thy  liuid  away; 
Thou  shall  a  hy-wonl  and  a  prnvcrb  Ix;, 
And  all  slrdl  -ronder  at  thy  woe^  and  thee; 
I)au^liter  an<i  kon,  slialt  tliou,  while  i;:iptive,  \i:\ve. 
And  see  tla-ni  made  the  bond-rn :ii>l  ami  the  '^lave; 
lie,  'A'hoin  thou  k-av'st,  the  Lord  thy  'khI  hhall  brioc 
War  tci  thy  country  mi  an  e.i;;lr-\vinj;. 
A  people  Ktrou;;  and  ilreadful  to  l>eliold, 
Stern  to  the  youu^,  remorseless  to  the  old; 
Masters  whose  speech  thou  canst  not  understand, 
Hy  cruel  siijns  sliall  >rive  the  harsh  command: 
Doubtful  of  life,  shall  lliou  by  ni>;ht,  by  day, 
For  grief  and  clrcad,  and  truuble  pine  away; 
Thy  evening  wish, —  Would  (lod  I  sjiw  the  sun  I 
Tliy  morninj;  sigh, — Would  (>od  the  day  were  dooel 
Thus  shall  thou  sutTer,  and  to  distiuu  times 
Re^jret  thy  misery,  and  lament  thy  crimes." 

A  part  tliiTe  are,  whom  doubtless  man  might  inut, 
Worthy  as  wealthy,  pure,  religious,  just; 
They  who  with  patience,  yet  with  ripture  IcKik 
On  the  strong  promise  of  the  isacred  ll<j<ik: 
As  unfulliird  lb'  endearing  words  tiiey  view, 
And  blind  to  truth,  yet  own  their  prophets  true 
Well  ple^ised  they  look  for  Sion's  coming  stiitc 
Nor  tliink  of  .Julian's  I  oast  and  duiian's  fate. 

More  migiit  I  add;  I  might  describe  the  docks 
Made  by  ."seceders  from  the  ancient  stocks; 
Those  who  will  not  to  any  j;uiile  submit. 
Nor  Iind  ojic  creed  to  their  conceptions  fit — 
Each  sect,  they  judge,  in  something  joes  iistray, 
And  every  church  has  lost  the  cert^iin  way; 
Then  for  tiiemselves  they  carve  out  creeil  and  lawa, 
And  weigh  their  atoms,  and  <livide  their  straws. 

A  Sect  remains,  which,  though  divideil  long 
In  hostile  parties,  both  are  fierce  and  strong. 
And  into  each  enlist  a  warm  and  zealous  thronj. 
Soon  as  they  rose  in  fame,  tin;  strife  arose, 
Tho  Calviuistic  these,  th'  Aruiini.in  those; 
With  Wesley  some  remaiu'd  tiie  remnant  Whitfield  cnoM 
Now  various  leaders  both  the  parlies  take. 
Aid  tke  divided  hosts  their  rew  divisions  make. 
u  u  2 
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See  yoinier  Preacher!  to  his  people  paM, 
Borne  up  and  swell'd  by  tabernacle-gas; 
Much  he  discourses,  and  of  various  points, 
All  tiiiconnected.  void  of  limbs  and  joints; 
He  rails,  persuades,  ex[)lains,  and  moves  the  will 
By  fierce  bold  words,  and  strong  mecbauic  skill. 

'  That  Gospel,  Paul  with  zeal  and  love  maiubun'4 
To  oiiiers  lost,  to  yea  is  now  exphiin'd; 
Nd  worldly  learning  can  these  points  discuss, 
B  joks  teach  thern  not  as  they  are  taught  to  us. 
Illitci Htc  call  u«! — let  their  wisest  nrian 
Draw  forth  his  thousands  as  your  Teacher  can: 
They  srive  their  moral  precepts:  so,  they  sa^^, 
Did  hpictetus  ouce.  and  Seneca; 
One  was  a  slave,  and  slaves  we  all  must  be;^ 
Until  the  Spirit  comes  and  sets  us  free. 
Yet  hear  you  nothing  from  such  men  but  works; 
They  make  the  Christian's  service  like  the  Turks. 

"  Hark  to  the  Churchman;  day  by  day  he  crie« 
'  Children  of  Men,  be  virtuous  and  be  wise; 
'  Seek  patience,  justice,  temp'raaee,  mceknesy,  tmtll' 
'  In  ag?  be  comtcous,  be  sedate  ill  yriutli". — 
So  tlie}^  advise,  and  when  such  things  be  read, 
How  can  we  womler  that  their  flocks  are  dead? 

"  Tlie  Ueatlicns  wrote  of  Virtue;  tliey  could  dwflU 
On  such  light  points:  in  them  it  miglit  be  well; 
They  might  for  virtue  strive;  but  I  maintain, 
Our  strife  for  virtue  would  be  proud  and  vain. 
When  Samson  carried  Gaza's  gates  so  far. 
Lac;k'd  he  a  helping  hand  to  bear  the  bar? 
Thus  the  most  virtuous  must  in  bondage  groan: 
Samson  is  grace,  and  caixies  all  alone." 

"  Hear,  you  not  priests  their  feeble  spirits  sfiend. 
In  bidding  Sinners  turn  to  God,  and  mend; 
To  check  their  passions  and  to  walk  aright, 
To  run  the  Race,  and  fight  the  glorious  Fight? 
Nay  more — to  pray,  to  study,  to  improve, 
To  grow  in  goodness,  to  a<lvancc  in  love? 

"  Oh!  Babes  and  Sucklings,  dull  of  heart  and  floW 
Cau  Grace  he  gradiuil?     Can  Conversion  grow? 
The  work  is  done  by  instantaneous  call: 
Converts  at  once  are  made,  or  not  all; 
Nothing  is  left  to  grow,  reform,  amend, 
The  tirst  emotion  is  the  Movement's  end 
If  once  forgiven.  Debt  can  he  no  more; 
If  once  a<lo|>ted,  will  the  heir  be  jxior? 
The  man  who  gains  ».he  twiiity-thousivid  pnM, 
Does  he  by  little  ai  ■!  !v    '1-rl..    i-V 
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Tlii'ip  can  no  fortune  fo?  the  Soul  be  made, 
lly  ni'-liiliii;!;  cures  iiiid  savings  in  lier  trade." 

"  W'liy  are  our  sins  forjjiven? — Priests  repiy 
— '  Hii-iiuse  by  faitli  on  mercy  we  rely; 

Bec:iu*o,  iMjiieving.  we  repent  and  pr.iy.' — 
lis  this  their  diKJlrineV — then  they  ;;o  iu^tray: 
We're  p:irdon'd  neither  for  belief  nor  deed. 
For  faith  nor  practice,  principle  nor  creed; 
N'.ir  fi)r  our  sorrow  for  our  former  sin, 
Nor  for  our  fears  when  better  thoufrht-s  )>Cfnn; 
Xor  prayers  nor  jienancc  in  the  cause  avail, 
All  stroll^'  remorse,  all  soft  contrition  fail; — 
It  is  the  <'<tH.'  till  that  pr.H-laiins  us  free,    * 
[ii  darkness,  ilouht.  and  hondnge  we  must  lie; 
Till  tint  (i».<HrfS  us,  we've  in  vain  endured, 
And  all  is  over  when  wo  re  once  assured." 

"  'Ihis  is  Conversion : — First  there  come*  a  cry 
Which  utters.  '  Sinner,  thou'rt  condenind  to  die*' 
'Ihen  the  struck  houl  to  every  aid  r<pair«. 
To  church  and  altar,  ministers  and  prayers; 
In  vain  she  strives, — invol^'d,  ingulf'd  in  sin. 
She  IcMtks  lor  hell,  and  seems  alrcjKly  in: 
When  in  this  travail,  the  New  Birth  comes  on, 
And  in  an  instant  every  jiauj;  is  jrone; 
The  mij-'hty  work  is  done  without  om-  |>iun.s — 
L'laini  !)ut  a  part,  and  ni>t  a  |>art  remains." 

"All  this  ex|>erience  tells  the  .'^oiil.  and  yet 
These  im.i.il  men  their  pence  aii'l  farthing's  set 
Aj:ainst  the  terroi-s  of  the  countless  Debt; 
But  such  com]M»unders,  when  they  come  to  jail, 
Will  find  that  Virtues  never  serve  as  bail." 

"  So  UMich  to  Dntii's:  now  to  Learnin<,'  look, 
And  sec  their  prie^thoofl  piling  b<x>k  on  book; 
Yea,  iKKjks  of  infidels,  we're  toM.'and  plays, 
Put  out  hy  he.ithens  in  the  wink  d  on  <lay«; 
The  very  letters  .ire  of  crooketl  kind, 
And  show  tlie  stnmge  perverseness  of  their  niiiid. 
Have  1  this  Learning?     When  the  Lonl  would  spcsM 
Think  ye  he  n.cds  the  Latin  or  the  Greek? 
And  lo!  with  all  their  learning,  when  they  rise 
To  preach,  in  view  the  ready  sermon  lies; 
So:nc  low-prized  stnlf  they  purcluised  at  the  stalli, 
And  more  like  Seneca's  th.m  mine  or  Pauls: 
Children  tf  Bondage,  how  should  they  explain 
The  Spir.ts  freedotn.  while  they  wear  a  chain? 
They  study  words,  for  meanings  grow  perplex'd 
kad  slowly  hunt  for  truth  from  text  to  text, 
O  Q  3 
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riiroMgli  Grcfk  and  Hebrew: — we  the  meaning  M«k 
<M"  that  within,  who  every  tonpue  can  speak: 
'I'his  all  can  witness;  yet  the  more  [  know, 
The  more  a  meek  and  humble  mind  I  show. 

"  No;  let  t!ie  Pope,  the  high  and  mijrhty  priest, 
Lord  to  tlic  |]Oor,  and  servant  to  tlie  lieast; 
Let  liishops.  priests,  and  prebendaries  swell 
With  pride  and  fatness  till  their  hearts  reljel: 
I'm  meek  and  modest: — if  I  could  be  proud, 
This  crowded  meeting,  lo!  th'  amazing  crowdl 
Your  mute  attention,  and  your  meek  respect, 
My  spirit's  fervour,  and  my  words'  efl'ect. 
Might  stir  th'  unguarded  soul;  and  oft  to  me 
The  TemptiT  gpeaks,  whom  I  compel  to  flee; 
He  goes  in  tear,  for  lie  ray  force  h;is  tried, — 
Such  is  my  power!  but  can  you  call  it  pride?" 

"  No,  Fellow -Pilgrims!  of  the  things  I've  shoNvn 
I  might  be  proud,  were  they  indeed  my  own! 
Hut  they  are  lent;  and  well  you  know  the  source 
Of  all  that's  mine,  and  must  confide  of  course; 
Mine!  no,  I  err;  'tis  but  consigii'd  to  ine, 
And  I  am  nought  but  stewaid  and  trubtee." 


Far  other  Doctrines  yon  Arminian  spoaks; 

"  Seek  Grace,"  he  cries,  "  for  he  shall  find  who  seeks.' 

This  is  the  ancient  stock  by  WVsley  led; 

Thoy  the  pure  body,  he  the  reverend  head: 

All  innovation  they  with  dread  decline, 

Their  John  the  elder,  was  their  John  divine. 

Ilcnce,  still  their  moving  prayer,  the  mel^g  hymn, 

The  varied  accent,  an4  the  active  limb; 

Ilc-nce  that  implicit  faith  in  Satan's  might. 

And  their  own  matchless  prowess  in  the  fight. 

In  every  act  they  see  that  lurking  foe. 

Let  loose  awhile,  about  the  world  to  go; 

A  driigon  Hying  round  the  earth,  to  kill 

Tlie  htaveidy  ho]>e,  and  prompt  the  carnal  will, 

Whom  sainted  knights  attack  in  sinners'  cause 

And  force  the  wounded  victim  from  his  paws; 

Who  but  for  them  would  man's  whole  race  subdue, 

For  not  a  hireling  will  the  foe  pursue. 

"  Show  me  one  Churchman  who  will  rise  and  pray 
Through  half  the  night,  though  lab'ring  all  the  day, 
Always  abounding — show  me  him,  I  say:" — 
Thus  cries  the  Preacher,  and  he  adds,  "  Their  aho^ 
Satau  devoiirs  at  leisure  as  they  sleep. 
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Kot  90  with  us;  w^d'ivc  him  from  the  fold, 
For  ever  barkiiip;  aiid  lor  ever  bold: 
While  tliey  securely  slumljer,  all  his  schemea 
Take  full  e<lect, — the  Devil  never  dreams: 
Watchful  and  changeful  tlirougli  the  world  he  goe«, 
And  (cw  cHu  trace  this  deadliest  of  their  foee; 
But  I  detect,  and  nt  his  work  surprise 
The  sulitle  Serpt-ut  under  all  disguise. 

"  'I'hus  to  Man's  soul  the  Foe  of  Souls  will  speak, 
— '  A  Saint  elect,  you  can  have  nought  to  seek; 
'  Why  all  this  labour  in  so  plain  a  case, 
'  Such  care  to  run,  when  certrun  of  the  race?' 
All  this  he  urges  to  the  c:irnal  will, 
He  knows  you're  slothful,  and  would  have  you  still: 
Be  this  your  answer, — '  Satan,  1  will  keep 

•  Still  on  the  watch  till  j'ou  ai*  laid  asleep.' 
Thus  to  the  Christian  s  progress  he'll  retard  — 

•  The  gates  of  nieix:y  arc  tor  ever  barr'd; 

•  And  that  with  bolts  so  driven  and  so  stout, 

'  Ten  thousand  workmen  cannot  wrench  them  out. 
To  this  deceit  you  have  but  one  reply. — 
Give  to  the  Father  of  all  Lies,  the   ie." 

A  Sister's  weakness  he'll  by  fits  surprise, 
His  her  wild  laughter,  his  her  [iteous  cries; 
And  sliouid  a  pastor  at  her  side  attend. 
He'll  u<-e  her  organs  to  abuse  licr  friend: 
These  are  jKissessions — unbelieving  wits 
Impute  thcni  all  to  nature:  '  They're  her  fits, 
'Caused  by  commotions  in  the  nerves  and  brains;' — 
^'^ain  talk!  but  tl«;y  II  be  Htted  for  their  pains. 

"  These  are  in  part  tiie  ills  the  Foe  has  wrought, 
Ai'd  those  the  (Jhurclnnan  th'mks  not  worth  his  thoogfal 
They  bid  the  troubled  try  for  peace  and  rest, 
Compose  tlieir  mimis,  and  be  no  more  distrcss'd; 
As  well  might  they  comman<l  the  passive  shore 
To  keep  secure,  and  Ixi  o'crflow'd  no  uiore; 
To  the  wrong  subject  is  their  skill  applied, — 
To  act  like  workujen,  they  should  stem  the  tide." 

"  These  are  the  Chiuch-Physicians:  they  are  paid 
With  iioble  fees  lor  their  advice  and  aid; 
Yet  know  they  not  the  inward  |)ulse  to  ffiel, 
To  ease  the  anguish,  or  the  wound  to  heal. 
With  the  sick  Sinner,  thus  their  work  begins: 
'  Do  yo<i  repent  you  of  your  former  sins':* 

Will  you  amend  if  you  revive  and  live? 

And,  pardon  seeking,  will  you  p.ardon  give? 
'  Have  you  belief  in  what  your  Lord  has  dona, 

Ajid  iue  you  thaokful? — all  is  well,  my  son.' 
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*'  A  way  f;ir  difterent  ours? — we  tlms  Aurpris« 
A  soul  witJi  questions,  uiul  ili.'iiiuiui  replies: 

"  •  How  dropped  you  Hrst,'  1  iisk,  '  tlie  leg-.il  Yokftf 
What  tlic  first  word  the  liviiij;  Witness  sjjoke? 
Perceived  you  tiiunders  roar  and  ligiitiiiiii^s  sliine^ 
And  Tempests  gatliering  ere  tiie  liirth  divine? 
Did  fire,  and  storm,  and  earthquaice  all  appear 
Before  that  still  small  voice,  \V/uit  iJost  Ihou  hertt 
Kast  thou  hy  day  and  ni^ht,  and  soon  and  late. 
Waited  and  watch'd  Ixifore  Admission-gate; 
And  so  a  pilgrim  and  a  soldier  pass'd 
To  Sion's  hill  through  battle  and  through  blast? 
Then  in  thy  way  didst  thou  thy  foe  attack, 
And  mad'st  thou  proud  Apoliyon  turn  his  back?' 

"  Heart  searching  things  arc  these,  and  shake  tb«  laaj^ 
Yea,  like  tlie  rustling  of  a  mighty  wimi 

"  Thus  would  I  ;vsk: — Nay,  let  me  question  nvm. 
How  sink  my  sayings  in  your  Ixjsoms?  how? 
Feel  you  a  quickening?  dri>])s  the  sulijcct  ileep'/ 
Stupid  and  stony,  No!  you've  all  asleep; 
Listless  and  hizy,  wiiiting  for  a  close. 
As  if  at  church; — do  I  ;vlh>w  repose? 
Am  I  a  legal  minister?  do  I 
With  form  or  rubrick,  rule  or  right  cojjiply? 
Then  whence  this  quiet,  tell  me,  I  beseech? 
One  might  believe  you  lieaid  your  Rector  preach, 
Or  his  assistant  dreamer: — Oh!  return. 
Ye  times  of  burning,  wIkju  the  heart  woukl  hum. 
Now  ikcarts  are  ice,  and  you,  my  freezing  ft>ld, 
Have  spirits  suiik  and  sjul,  and  bosoms  stouy-colA 

"  OhJ  now  iigain  for  those  prevailing  powers. 
Which  ouce  began  tliis  mighty  work  of  ours; 
When  the  wide  Held,  Gfxl's  Temple,  wi»s  the  place 
And  birds  llcw  by  to  catcli  a  breath  ol'  grace; 
When  'mi/I  hU  timid  IViends  and  thrcitt  niiig  foes, 
CHu'  zealoius  diiof  as  I'aiil  at  Atiieus  ro>c; 
When  with  infcrujil  spite  ami  kiuuty  clubs 
The  Ill-One  ann'ii  his  scouudrul^  ;uid  lus  scruM; 
And  there  weie  Hying  all  aroiuni  the  spot 
Brands  at  the  I'reacher,  but  they  louch'd  him  not: 
Stakes  brought  to  smite  liim,  tlu-c:\teu'd  in  Itis  caiu% 
And  tiHigues,  attuned  to  curses,  roar'd  appLiuse; 
Louder  and  loutler  grew  his  awful  tones, 
Sobbiiig  and  sigbs  were  heard,  and  rueful  groans; 
Soft  women  fainted,  prouder  num  express  d 
Wonder  and  woe,  and  bui'litrs  smote  the  breast; 
Eyes  \ve])t,  ears  tiugl'-d;  stiffniug  on  each  head, 
The  hair  drew  kick,  and  Satau  howl'd  and  flod. 
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"  In  tint  .*i)fk  !>c!i.Huii  When  ttio  ;;entle  breeze 
ilises  nil  roiiii<l,  mid  swells  hy  slow  de^n-es; 

Till  tempests  Ki'tht-r,  wlien  through  all  the  sky 

The  thmidei>  rattle,  and  the  liglitiiiii;;.s  tly; 

A'hi'ii  mill  ill  torrents  wood  and  vile  delunn, 

And  nil  is  horror,  hnrricune,  ;ind  stonn: 

So.  when  the  I'renchcr  in  th:i>  glorioii>  time, 

rii.'iii  clouds  more  melting,  more  than  sturm  siihlima 
Dro|i|)d  the  new  Word,  there  c-une  a  charm  arouud* 

freiiiors  and  terrors  rose  npon  the  mxiiuI; 

file  stiihhorn  s|iirits  hy  his  force  he  hnikc, 

As  the  I'ork  d  linhtniii;;  rives  the  knotted  oak: 

fear,  hope,  dismay,  all  >ij;ns  of  shiiine  or  griic*, 

Chain  d  every  foot,  or  featured  every  face; 

Then  t'X)k  his  siicred  triim|i  a  louder  swell, 

And  now  they  ;,'roaij"d,  they  sickeii'd,  and  they  fell; 

Again  he  sounded,  and  we  heard  the  cry 

Of  the  \Voril-w<iun<Ied,  as  ahout  to  die; 

Further  ami  further  spreail  the  conquering  woitl, 

As  ioiid  he  cried — '  the  Battle  of  the  Lord.' 

Kv'n  those  apart  who  were  the  sound  <lenied, 

Fell  down  instinctive,  and  in  .spirit  died. 

Nor  stayed  he  yet — his  eye,  his  frown,  his  speech, 

His  veiy  j^csture  had  a  |)Ower  to  teach; 

With  outstretch 'd  arm>,  stron-;  voice  and  piercing  GtJ\ 

He  Won  the  Held,  and  made  the  Dajjons  full; 

Aiid  tiius  in  triumph  took  his  ;;luriouA  way, 

Tluough  aoeues  uf  horror,  terrur,  ar.d  diaai^^*' 
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LETTER  V. 


nit:     ELECTION. 


The  evils  of  the  Contest,  and  how  in  part  to  be  avoided — Hi* 

Mi.icrife  eiutured  by  a  Friend  of  the  Candidate — The  variooi 
bberties  taken  «ith  him,  who  has  no  personal  Interest  in  tha 
Suceess — The  unreasonal)le  Kxpectations  of  Voters  —  The 
Censures  of  the  oiiposing  Party — The  Viees  as  well  as  Follies 
shown  in  such  Time  ol  Contest —  Plans  and  Cunning  of 
Electors — E\t1s  which  remain  after  the  Decision,  ojiposed  in 
vain  by  the  eflbrts  of  the  Friendly,  and  of  the  Successful; 
among  Ahom  is  the  Mayor — Story  of  his  Advancement  till  he 
was  raised  to  the  Government  of  the  Borough — These  Evil* 
not  to  be  placed  in  Balance  «-ith  the  Liberty  of  the  People^ 
but  are  yet  iSubjects  of  just  Complaint. 


Yes,  our  Election's  past,  and  we've  been  free, 
Somewhat  as  miulmen  witliout  kee[)ers  lie; 
And  such  desire  of  Freedom  has  been  shown, 
TliMl  both  the  parties  wish'd  her  all  their  own: 
All  oiir  free  smiths  and  cobblers  in  the  town 
Were  loth  to  lay  such  pleasant  freedom  down; 
To  put  the  bludf^eon  and  cockade  aside. 
And  let  us  p;iss  niduirt  atid  uiidefied. 

I'rue!  you  niij^ht  then  your  party's  sign  prodiiM, 
And  so  csciir)'!  with  only  half  th'  ab\ise; 
With  half  the  danger  as  you  walk'd  alon<;, 
Witli  rage  and  threat'ninj;  but  from  half  the  throng; 
This  you  niiirht  do,  and  not  j'onr  fortune  mend, 
For  wiiere  ^-ou  lost  a  foe,  you  gain'd  a  friend; 
And  to  distress  you,  vex  you,  and  expose, 
Elccti<tn-fricn(l.-  are  worse  than  any  fetes; 
Tiie  party -curse  is  with  the  canvass  past, 
But  party-friendship,  for  your  grief,  will  hist. 

Frienils  of  all  kinds:  the  civil  and  .the  rude, 
Wlio  huinhly  wish,  or  boldly  dare  t'  intrude; 
These  beg  or  take  a  liberty  to  come 
(Friends  should  be  free,)  and  make  your  house  their  hooM, 
'J'hey  know  that  wannly  j'ou  their  cause  espouse, 
And  come  to  make  their  boastings  and  their  bows: 
You  scorn  their  manners,  you  their  words  mistrust, 
But  you  nuist  hetir  them,  and  they  know  you  rauaL 

One  pLainly  sees  a  friendship  firm  and  true, 
Between  the  noble  candidate  and  you; 
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So  liiimf>ly  bejjR  (aiirl  suites  at  large  the  caw.) 
"  Yoiill  tfiiiik  of  Hol.l.y  and  the  little  place." 

Stilliiif,'  hi.i  s'lame  hy  <lriiik.  a  wretch  will  come, 
Atiii  p.ale  your  wile  ami  d.uightcr  from  the  room: 
III  p;iiii  you  henr  him,  and  at  heart  desynse, 
Yet  witii  heroic  mind  your  p.ings  disguise; 
Ami  t'till  in  jjiitieace  to  the  sot  attend, 
To  '•how  wli.U  man  can  hear  to  s';rve  a  friend. 

( )iie  enters  hungry — not  to  he  denie<l, 
And  takes  his  place  and  jokes — "  We're  of  a  side." 
Yet  worse,  the  ^ro-ser  who,  u[)on  the  strength 
Of  his  one  vote,  has  tales  of  three  hours'  length; 
This  sorry  rogu>j  >ou  be.ir,  yet  wit''  surprise 
StJiit  at  his  oaths,  and  sicken  at  his  lies. 

Then  comes  tlierc  one,  and  tells  in  IriendU  wa} 
What  the  opponiiits  in  their  anger  s;»y; 
All  th:it  through  life  has  vex'd  you,  all  ahuse, 
Will  this  kind  friend  in  pure  regard  produce; 
And  having  through  your  own  ofl'ences  nm. 
Adds  (as  appendage)  what  your  friends  iiave  dene 

lias  any  female  cousin  made  a  trip 
To  (jretna  (ireen   or  more  vexatious  slip? 
lias  your  wil'eV  hrother,  or  your  uiicle's  son. 
Done  aught  amiss,  or  is  he  thought  t'  have  done? 
Is  there  of  ail  your  kindn'd  some  who  hick 
'Vision  direct,  or  liave  a  gihhous  hack? 
From  your  unlucky  name  may  quips  ami  puns 
Be  made  by  these  upbraiding  Goths  and  Huns? 
To  some  gieat  fiiii)lic  character  have  you 
\s>igird  the  lame  to  worth  and  tjilents  due, 
Proud  of  your  pniise? — In  this,  in  any  case, 
Where  the  brute-spirit  may  affix  di.sgrace, 
^hc^^•  IVicnd-  will  smiling  bring  it,  and  the  while 
Vou  silent  sit.  and  practise  for  a  smile. 

\'ain  of  their  power,  and  of  their  value  sure, 
They  nearly  guess  the  tortures  you  endure; 
Nor  spare  one  pang — for  they  perceive  your  heart 
Goes  with  the  cause;  you'd  die  l)efore  you'd  start; 
Do  what  they  may,  they're  sure  yon  11  not  oll'end 
Men  who  have  pledged  their  honours  to  your  friend 

Those  friends  indeed,  who  start  as  in  a  race. 
May  love  the  sport,  and  laugh  at  this  disgrace; 
They  have  in  view  the  glory  and  the  prize. 
Nor  heed  the  dirty  steps  by  which  they  rise: 
But  wc  their  poor  associates  lose  the  fame, 
Though  more  than  partuei-s  in  the  toil  and  shame 
Were  this  the  whole;  and  did  the  time  produce 
But  shame  aud  toil,  but  riot  and  abuae; 
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We  ini^lit  lie  tln'ii  from  senous  griefs  exeiLpt, 
Ami  view  the  wliole  with  pity  siml  contempt. 
AiiisI      IJiit  liere  tlie  vilest  p:issions  rule; 
It  is  Seiliictioii's.  is  Temptation's  school; 
Wiiure  vices  iiiiuj^le  in  the  oddest  ways, 
The  grossest  sliuider  and  the  dirtiest  prnise; 
Fl;\ttery  enough  to  make  the  vainest  sick. 
And  clumsy  stratiigem,  and  scoundrel  trick: 
Nay  more,  your  anger  and  couteni|il  to  cau.se, 
These,  while  they  Hsh  for  profit,  claim  a|i|)lange; 
IJribcd,  bought,  and  bound,  they  banish  shame  and  feari 
Tell  you  they're  staunch,  and  have  a  soul  sincere; 
Then  talk  of  honour,  and,  if  doubt's  e.\[)ress'd, 
Show  where  it  lies,  and  smite  iipou  the  breast. 

Among  these  worthies,  some  at  first  declare 
For  whom  they  vote:  he  then  has  most  to  spare; 
Others  hang  off — when  coming  to  the  post 
In  spurring  time,  and  then  he'll  spare  tlie  most: 
While  some  demurring,  wait,  and  find  at  last 
The  bidding  languish,  and  the  market  past; 
These  will  affect  all  bribery  to  condemn. 
And  be  it  Satan  laughs,  he  laughs  at  tliein. 

Some  too  are  pious — One  desired  the  Lord 
To  te;ich  him  where  "  to  drop  his  little  word; 
To  lend  his  vote  where  it  will  profit  best; 
Promotion  cane  not  from  the  east  or  west; 
Hut  as  their  frceilom  had  promoted  some. 
He  should  be  glad  to  know  which  way  "t  would  oom«L 
It  was  a  naughty  world,  aud  where  to  sell 
His  precious  charge,  was  more  than  he  could  telL 

"  But  you  succeeded?" — True,  at  mighty  cost 
Au<l  our  good  friend,  I  fear,  will  think  he  s  lost: 
Inns,  horses,  chaises,  dinners,  balls,  and  notes; 
What  fill  'I  their  purses,  and  what  drenchd  their  tlirotta 
The  private  pension,  and  indulgent  le:i.-e, — 
Have  all  been  granted  to  these  friends  wiio  fleece; 
Friends  who  will  hang  like  burs  upon  his  coat, 
And  boundless  judge  the  value  of  a  vote. 

And  tliough  the  terrors  of  the  time  be  pass'd, 
There  still  remain  the  scatterings  of  the  bl.ost: 
The  boughs  are  parted  that  entwined  before. 
And  ancient  harmony  exists  no  more; 
The  gn>ts  of  wrath  our  {)ejiceful  seats  deform, 
And  sailly  Hows  the  sighing  of  the  storm: 
Those  who  have  gain'd  are  sorry  for  the  gloom. 
But  they  who  lost,  unwilling  peace  should  coma; 
There  open  envy,  here  snpjiress'd  delight, 
Y«^  live  till  time  aholl  better  thoughts  exuita^ 
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And  so  prepare  ws,  by  a  six-j'cars'  truce, 
Again  for  riot,  insult,  and  abuse. 

Our  worthy  Mayor,  on  the  vic<oriou<:  part, 
Cries  out  for  ]>e!ice,  and  cries  with  all  his  lieart, 
lie.  civil  creature!  ever  does  his  l)e«t 
Jo  haiiish  wrath  from  every  voter's  hrean: 
•  Fore  where,"  says  lie,  witli  reason  stron-r  and  plain, 
'  Where  is  the  proKt?  what  will  an;;er  giiiii?" 
His  sliort  stout  jwrson  he  is  wont  to  hrace 
In  HfKxl  brown  broad-cloth,  edged  with  two  inch  laco, 
When  in  his  seat;  and  still  the  coat  seems  new, 
I'reserved  by  common  use  of  seaman  s  blue. 

He  was  a  Fisher  from  his  earliest  day. 
And  placed  his  nets  within  the  BoroM;;h's  bay; 
Where,  by  his  skates,  his  herrin^;s,  and  his  goles, 
He  livd,  nor  dream'd  of  Cor])oratiou- Doles: 
But  toiling  save<l.  and  savinfj,  never  ceased 
Till  he  lia<l  box'd  up  twelvescorc  pounds  at  least: 
He  know  not  money's  power,  but  jud;.'ed  it  beat 
Safe  in  his  trunk  to  let  his  treasure  rest; 
Yet  to  a  friend  eomplain'd:   "  Sad  charjje,  to  keep 
So  many  pounds,  and  then  I  caimot  sleep:" 
"  Then  put  it  out,"  replied  the  friend: — "  What,  gi»» 
My  money  U[>V  why  then  I  could  not  live:" 
'  Nay.  but  for  intinst  place  it  in  his  hands, 
Who'll  give  you  mortpige  on  his  house  or  lands." 
"Oh  but,"  S!\id  Daniel,  "  that  s  a  dangerous  plan. 
He  may  be  robb'd  like  any  other  man:" 
"  Still  he  is  boimd,  and  you  m:jy  be  at  rest. 
More  sale  the  money  than  within  your  chest; 
And  you'll  rroeive.  iVom  all  deductions  clear, 
Five  pounds  I'or  every  hundred,  every  year.' 
"  Whf.t  g.iud  in  that?"  quoth  Daniel,  "  for  'tis  plain 
If  part  I  take,  there  can  but  part  remain:" 
"  What!  you,  my  friend,  so  skill  d  in  gainful  things, 
Have  you  to  learn  what  interest  money  brings?" 
"  Not  S(f "  said  Diniel,  "  perfectly  I  knew, 
He's  the  most  interest  who  has  most  to  show. 
'   True!  and  he  II  show  the  more,  the  more  he  lendr 
Thus  he  his  weight  and  consequence  extends; 
For  they  who  Iwrrow  must  restore  each  sum. 
And  i>ay  for  use.     What,  Daniel,  art  thou  dumb?" 
For  much  ama/ed  was  that  good  mjin. — "  Indeed!" 
Said  he,  with  glad  ning  eye,  "  will  money  breed? 
How  have  1  lived?     I  grieve,  with  all  my  heart, 
For  my  bite  knowledge  in  this  precious  art: — 
Five  pounds  fur  every  bundled  v.ill  he  give? 
And  then  the  hundred  i" — I  l>e.gin  to  live." 
u  u 
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So  he  began,  and  other  means  he  found, 
As  he  went  on,  to  multiply  a  pound: 
Though  bhnd  so  long  to  interest,  all  allow 
That  no  man  better  understands  it  now: 
Ilim  in  our  Body  Corporate  we  chose, 
And  once  among  us,  he  above  us  rose; 
Stepping  from  post  to  post,  he  reach'd  the  chait 
And  there  he  now  reposes — that's  the  Mayor. 

]}ut  'tis  not  he,  'tis  not  the  kinder  few, 
The  mild,  the  good,  who  can  our  peace  renew; 
A  peevisli  humour  swells  in  every  eye. 
The  warm  are  angry,  and  the  cool  are  shy; 
There  is  no  more  the  social  board  at  whist, 
The  good  old  partners  are  with  scorn  dismiss'd; 
No  more  with  dog  and  lantern  comes  tlie  maid. 
To  guide  the  mistress  when  the  ruhber  s  play'd* 
Sad  shifts  are  made  lest  ribands  blue  and  green 
Should  at  one  table,  at  one  time,  be  seen: 
On  care  and  merit  none  will  now  rely, 
'Tis  party  sells,  what  party-friends  must  buy; 
The  ^^•armest  burgess  wears  a  bod;;er"s  coat, 
And  fashion  gains  less  int'rest  than  a  vote; 
Uncheck'd  the  vintner  still  his  poison  vends, 
For  he  too  votes,  and  can  command  his  frieuda. 

But  this  admitted;  be  it  still  agreed. 
These  ill  efl'ects  from  noble  cause  proceed; 
Though  like  some  vile  excrescences  they  be, 
The  tree  they  spring  from  is  a  sacred  tree. 
And  its  true  produce,  Strength  and  Liberty. 

Yet  if  we  could  tb'  attendant  ills  sup]>re8a, 
If  we  could  make  the  sum  ^  mischief  less; 
If  we  could  warm  and  angiy  men  persuade 
No  more  man's  common  comforts  to  invade; 
And  that  old  ease  and  harmony  re-seat 
In  all  our  meetings,  so  in  joy  to  meet; 
Much  would  of  glory  to  the  ^luse  ensoe, 
Ajid  our  good  Vicar  would  have  less  to  do> 
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LETTER  VI. 

PROFESSIONS. — LAW. 

TnAea  and  Professions  of  eTer^  Kind  to  be  found  ia  the 
JJorouyh— Its  tfemii'rii  aii'l  Soldiers— Law,  tin-  Uiiuger  of  the 
Buliject— Coddriumou'a  Olleiici-  -Altt.riicy»  iii.rea.sed  ;  lhei» 
spleiidiil  Appeuriinr.-,  how  suppurled— .Soim-  «i>r*.l>y  Excrp- 
tioni— Spirit  «{  Litik'tttion,  how  stirred  up— A  Uuy  nrtiilol  at 
»  Clerk  i  his  M.-iw— How  this  Profession  perverts  the  Judg- 
jneiit— Aitioiia  appciir  throU({h  this  Meduiiii  in  .i  I'liUe  l.itflit— 
Buccess  from  hoii.sl  Apphcution— Arilier,  a  worthy  lliuroo- 
t«r— Swallow,  a  Character  of  different  Kind  — Uis  Onijin, 
Progress,  Success,  Xc. 


Tradks  itiul  professions" — these  are  tliemes  tin;  Mui»«^ 
Lett  to  luT  riectliim,  woiilil  forlienr  to  i-ln>o»e, 
But  to  our  l'")rou}:li  .l.'y  in  truili  beloiij;, 
Ami  \.e,  ])or!orco,  iimst  Uike  tlivm  in  our  song. 

lie  it  then  known  tlmt  we  CJiii  l)oa.>*t  of  these 
In  all  denominations,  ranks,  degrees; 
All  who  our  ninnerons  wants  throu^'h  life  supply, 
Who  soothe  us  siek,  attend  us  when  we  lUe, 
Or  lor  the  dead  their  various  talents  try. 
Then  have  wc  those  who  live  hv  secret  arts, 
By  hunting  fortunes,  and  hy  stejiling  hearts; 
Or  who  hy  iiohler  means  themselves  lulvance, 
Or  who  stihsi>t  hy  charity  and  chame. 

Say,  of  our  native  heroes  shall  1  liojist. 
Born  in  our  streets,  to  thunder  on  our  coast, 
Our  Borougli-seamen?     (.ouhl  the  timid  Muse 
More  pacriot-anlour  in  their  hrcivsts  infuse; 
Or  could  siie  paint  their  merit  or  their  skill, 
She  wants  not  love,  ahicrity,  or  will: 
But  neeilless  all;  that  ardour  is  their  own, 
And  for  their  deeds  tliems«.'lves  have  made  ihcrr.  knowA 

.Soldiers  in  arms!    iJefenders  of  our  soill 
Who  I'rom  destruction  sjwe  us;  who  from  »|>oil 
Protect  the  sous  of  jieacc,  who  tratHc  or  who  toil; 
Would  I  could  duly  praise  you:  that  each  deed 
Your  foes  might  honour,  ami  your  friends  might  read: 
Thi?  to<j  is  ueedK'ss:  you  ve  imprititid  well 
Your  powers,  and  told  what  I  should  feehly  tell: 
Bosiilc,  a  Muse  like  mine,  to  satire  prone, 
Would  fail  ill  themes  where  there  is  praise  alone. 
— Law  shall  I  sitig,  or  what  to  law  helongs? 
Alas!  tliere  mav  he  danger  in  .such  sougs; 
11  a  2 
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A  foolish  rhyme,  'tis  said,  a  trifling  thing, 
The  law  found  treason,  for  it  tonch'd  the  Kingi 
But  Kings  have  mercy,  in  these  lia[)f)y  times, 
Or  surely  One  had  sulfer'd  for  his  rhymes; 
Our  glorious  Edwards  and  our  Henrys  bold. 
So  touch'd  had  kept  the  reprobate  in  hold; 
But  he  escaped, — nor  fear,  thank  lleav'n,  have  I, 
Who  love  my  king,  for  such  offence  to  die 
But  I  am  taught  the  danger  would  be  much, 
If  these  poor  lines  should  one  allon\ey  touch — 
(One  of  those  Limbs  of  Law  who' re  always  here; 
'J'iie  Tleads  come  down  to  guide  them  twice  a  year.) 
I  miglit  not  swing,  indeed,  but  he  in  spoil 
Would  whip  a  rhymer  on  from  court  to  court; 
Stop  him  in  each,  and  make  biin  pay  for  all 
The  long  proceedings  in  tli:it  dreaded  Hall: — 
Then  let  my  numbers  llow  discreetly  on, 
Warn'd  by  the  fatt  of  luckless  Coddrington, 
Lest  some  attorney  (pardon  me  tlic  name) 
i^Iiould  wound  a  poor  sniicitnr  for  fame. 

One  Man  of  Law  in  (jeorge  the  Second's  reign 
Was  all  our  frugal  fathers  would  maintain; 
He  too  was  kept  for  forms;  a  m:in  of  peace. 
To  frame  a  contract,  or  to  draw  a  lease: 
He  had  a  clerk,  with  wliom  he  used  to  write 
All  tho  day  long,  with  whom  he  drank  at  night; 
Spare  was  his  visage,  moderate  his  bill. 
And  he  so  kind,  men  doubted  of  his  skill. 

Who  thinks  of  this,  with  some  amazement  sees, 
For  one  so  poor,  three  flourishing  at  ease; 
Nay,  one  in  splendour!— see  that  mansion  tall, 
That  lofty  door,  the  far-resound...g  hall: 
Well-furnish'd  rooms,  plate  shining  on  the  board. 
Gay  liveried  lads,  and  cellar  proudly  stored: 
Then  say  how  comes  it  that  such  fortunes  crown 
These  sous  of  strife,  tiiese  terrors  of  the  town? 

Lo!  that  small  (Office!  there  th'  incautious  gueik 
Goes  blindfold  in,  and  that  m:iintains  the  rest; 
There  in  his  web,  th'  observant  si)ider  lies, 
And  peers  about  for  fat  intruding  Hies; 
Doubtful  at  first,  he  hears  the  distant  hum. 
And  fe(!ls  them  flutt'ring  as  they  nearer  come; 
They  buzz  and  blink,  and  doubtfully  they  tread 
On  the  strong  bird-lime  of  the  utmost  thread; 
But  when  they're  once  entangh-d  by  the  gin. 
With  what  an  C'lgcr  clasp  he  draws  thera  in; 
Nor  shall  they  'scape,  till  after  long  delav. 
Aid  all  that  sweetens  life  is  drawn  awav. 
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"  Nay,  this,"  you  cry,  "  is  common-pla<  e  the  tils 
Of  petty  tradesint'ii  o'er  their  evening  alo; 
Tiicre  are  wiio,  living  by  tiic  legal  |)cn, 
Are  held  in  honour. — 'honourable  men.' 

Doubtless — there  are  who  hold  manorial  oourU, 
Or  whom  the  trust  of  powerful  friends  supf)f)rt8; 
Or  who,  by  labouring  through  a  length  of  tiin;. 
Have  pick'd  tluir  way,  unsullied  by  a  crinie. 
Tiiese  are  the  few.— In  this,  in  every  place. 
Fix  the  litigious  rupture  stirring-race; 
Wiio  to  contention  as  to  trade  are  led. 
To  whom  dispute  and  strife  are  bliss  and  bread. 

There  is  a  doubtful  Taujier,  and  we  think 
'Tis  not  with  us  to  ^ive  liim  meat  and  drink; 
There  is  a  Child;  and   tis  not  mighty  clear 
Whether  tlw  nutthi-r  lived  with  us  a  yew; 
A  road's  indicteil,  auil  i>ur  seniors  doubt 
If  in  our  proiier  InMiudary  or  without. 
But  what  says  our  .\ttoni<'y?     He.  our  friend, 
Tells  us  'tis  just  aud  luaidy  to  contend 

"  Wliat!  t^)  a  neiglildiiniug  parish  yield  yoiir  cana^ 
While  you  have  money,  and  the  nation  laws? 
What!   lose  without  a  trial,  that  which,  tried, 
May — nay  it  must — be  given  on  our  side? 
All  men  of  spirit  would  contend;  such  men 
Than  lose  a  pound  would  rather  hazard  ten. 
What!  be  imposed  on?     N'o!  a  British  soul 
Despises  imposition,  hates  control; 
The  law  is  o|ien;  let  them,  if  they  dare. 
Support  their  cause;  the  Boroui^h  ueetl  not  sparo: 
All  1  advise  is  vigour  and  g<xi'l-will: 
Is  it  agreed  then? — Shall  1  rile  a  bill?" 

The  trader,  grazier,  inercliaut,  prie.st.  and  all, 
Whose  sons  aspiring,  to  Professions  call, 
Choose  fron)  their  lads  some  bold  and  subtle  bojr, 
And  judge  hmi  titled  for  this  gi-ave  employ: 
lliia  a  keen  old  practitioner  admits, 
'J'o  write  five  years  aud  exeix'ise  his  wits: 
'I  ho  youth  has  heard — it  is  in  fact  his  creed — 
M.inkind  dispute,  that  Lawyers  may  be  feed: 
Jails,  bailirt's,  writs,  all  terms  and  threats  of  law, 
Grow  now  familiar  as  once  to|i  and  taw; 
Uage,  hatred,  feai-,  the  mind's  severer  ill? 
All  bring  employment,  all  augment  his  hills: 
As  feels  the  surgeon  for  the  mangled  li;  eu 
Tile,  mangled  mind  is  but  a  job  for  hint 
Thus  taught  to  think,  these  legal  re.usoners  draw 
Moj:Js  .lud  maxims  from  their  views  of    law; 

HH  .^ 
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Tliey  cea"^  to  judj^e  by  precepts  taught  in  school! 
By  man's  i)laiii  seii<c,  or  by  reli;,'ious  rule*; 
No!  nor  by  law  itself,  in  trith  (lis<x'rn''l, 
But  !is  its  statutes  may  be  warp"d  and  ttirn'd:' 
How  they  should  judge  of  man:  his  word  and 
They  in  tlieir  books  and  not  tlieir  tx>som.<«  read; 
Of  some  lityA  act  you  sficak  with  just  appkiuse, 
^-  Xo,  nol"  says  lie,  "   t  would  be  a  losing  cause." 
Blame  you  some  tyrant's  'lee<l? — he  answers,  "  N^ 
He  II  get  a  venlict:  heed  you  what  you  say.'* 
Thus  to  conclusions  from  examples  le<l. 
The  heart  resigns  all  judgment  to  the  he-ad; 
Law,  law  alone  for  ever  kept  in  view, 
His  measures  guide,  and  rules  his  (;onscience  too; 
Of  ten  commandments,  ho  conrossos  tUree 
Are  yet  in  force,  and  tells  you  which  tln^y  he. 
As  Law  instructs  him,  thus:  "  \'(mv  ueigliliour's  will 
You  must  not  take,  his  ch:»ttels,  noi-  his  life; 
Break  tliese  decrees,  for  d.am;»ge  you  nmst  pay; 
These  you  must  reverence,  and  the  rest — you  inaj.** 

Law  was  design  d  to  keep  a  state  in  peace; 
To  punish  robbery,  tlwt  wmug  might  cease; 
To  be  impregnalde:  a  constant  fort. 
To  which  the  wc-:ik  and  injured  might  resort: 
But  tliese  pen'ertefl  minds  its  force  employ, 
Not  to  protect  mankind,  but  to  annoy; 
And  long  as  annnimition  e;m  V>c  fountl. 
Its  lightning  ftishes  and  its  thmviers  sound. 

Oi-  law  with  lawyers  is  an  amj)le  stdl, 
Wrought  by  tlic  i>assions   heat  with  chymic  skill; 
While  tiie  tire  burns,  the  gains  are  quickly  nta<ie, 
And  freely  flow  the  profits  of  the  tr.afle; 
Nay,  when  the  fierceness  fails,  these  artists  blow 
The  dyiiAg  fire,  and  make  the  ciDl>ers  glow. 
As  long  as  they  can  nwke  the  snvaller  i>rolits  flow; 
At  length  tiie  process  of  itself  will  stop. 
When  they  perceive  tl«?y've  drawn  out  every  drop. 

Yc-t,  I  repeat,  tliere  are,  wlw  nol>ly  strive 
To  keep  the  sciv5C  of  moral  worth  alive; 
Men  who  would  starve,  ere  inainly  deign  to  live 
On  what  decejition  and  chic.an'ry  give: 
And  these  at  leiurth  succeed;  tlvcy  luivc  tlie'.*  strifir 
Their  apin-elicnsions  stoi>s,  and  rubs  in  life: 
But  honour,  ai)plie;itioJi.  care,  and  skill. 
Shall  bend  oppo-sing  fortune  to  their  will. 

Of  siKsh  is  Archer,  he  who  keeps  in  awe 
Contending  parties  by  iiis  threats  of  law: 
He,  roughly  honest,  has  been  long  a  gnido 
Iq  Bcrougli-Vuiiacss.  on  tlie  comj'icring  aid*; 
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And  teen  so  luarii  of  "both  sides,  and  so  long, 
Be  thinks  the  hiiis  of  man's  mind  goes  wTong 
Thus,  though  he's  friendly,  he  is  still  severe, 
Surly  thougii  kind,  snsi..ciously  sincere: 
So  much  he's  seen  of  hiiscness  in  the  mind. 
That,  while  a  friend  to  man,  he  scorns  mankind; 
lie  knows  the  human  huart,  and  siis  with  drwid 
By  slight  tem|itatinn,  how  the  strong  an-  led; 
Ho  knows  how  interest  can  asnn<ler  rend 
The  hond  of  parent,  master,  gnar.lian  fricn:' 
To  form  a  new  and  a  degriuling  tie 
'Twixt  needy  vice  and  tempting  vill  Jny. 
Sound  in  himself  yet  wlicn  sucli  Haws  ap|K>.ir, 
He  douhts  of  all,  and  learns  that  self  to  R-ar: 
For  where  so  ilark  the  moral  view  is  grown, 
A  timid  conscience  tremhles  for  her  own; 
The  pitchy-taint  of  general  vice  is  such 
As  danhs  the  fancy,  and  you  drea<l  the  touch. 

Far  unlike  hitn  was  one  in  firmer  times, 
Famed  lor  the  spoil  he  gatlierM  hy  his  crimes; 
W  ho,  while  his  hrethreii  iiihhliiig  hi-ld  their  prey 
He  like  an  eagle  seizeil  and  Liore  the  whole  away. 

Sirallair,  ii  |)oor  Attorney,  hronght  his  Ikjv 
Up  at  his  desk,  an<l  gave  him  his  employ; 
He  would  have  Imund  liini  to  an  honest  trade 
Could  prei>arations  have  ln-en  duly  made. 
The  clerkshij)  ended,  both  the  sire  and  .son 
'J'ogether  did  wli.it  liusiness  could  he  done; 
Sometimes  they'd  luck  to  stir  up  small  dispute* 
Among  their  friends,  ami  raise  them  into  suits: 
'J'hough  close  and  hard,  the  father  was  content 
With  this  resource,  now  old  :uul  indolent: 
]>nt  his  young  Swallow  gaping  and  alive 
To  fiercer  t'eeliiigs,  was  lesolved  to  thrive: — 
"  Father,     he  said,  "  l.ut  little  can  tliey  win, 
\\  ho  hunt  in  couples  where  the  game  is  thin; 
Lets  part  in  pe;ice,  and  each  jiursue  his  gain, 
\\  here  it  may  start — our  love  may  yet  rem  iiu." 
The  parent  growl  li,  he  eouldn  t  think  that  love 
Maih'  the  young  cockatrice  his  den  remove; 
i'.iit.  taught  l.y  liahit,  he  the  truth  ^uppressM, 
F^)^^•ed  a  frank  look,  and  sai>l  he  "thought  it  U-st.* 
Not  lung  they'd  parted  ere  ilispnte  arose; 
The  game  they  himted  ipiiekly  ma.le  them  f  les: 
Some  ho  ise,  the  I'ather  hy  his  tu-t  n:id  won, 
,Seemd  a  Ht  c^use  of  conte.st  lo  the  son, 
VMio  r.iised  a  ela-mant,  and  then  found  a  way, 
by  J  "tauncb  witm-s.-  to  >ecure  his  jjrey 
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The  people  cursed  him,  but  in  times  of  need 

Trusted  in  one  so  certain  to  succeed; 

By  Law's  <hirk  Ijy-ways  he  had  stored  his  mind 

With  wicked  Icnowledge,  how  to  cheat  mankind. 

Few  are  the  freeholds  in  our  ancient  town; 

A  coiiyrigiit  from  heir  to  heir  came  down. 

From  whence  some  heat  arose,  when  there  was  lioubt 

In  iioint  of  heirsiiip;  but  the  fire  went  out, 

Till  our  Attorney  had  the  art  to  raise 

Tlic  dying  spark,  and  blow  it  to  a  blaze. 

Ff  r  this  he  now  began  his  friends  to  treat: 

His  way  to  starve  them  was  to  make  them  eat, 

And  drink  oblivious  draughts — to  liis  applause, 

It  must  be  said,  he  never  starved  a  cause; 

He'd  roast  and  boil  d  upon  his  board;  the  boast 

Of  half  his  victims  was  his  boii'd  and  roast; 

And  these  at  every  hour: — he  seldom  took 

Aside  his  client,  till  he'd  praised  his  cook; 

Nor  to  an  office  led  liim,  tlii're  in  pain 

To  give  his  story  an<l  go  out  again; 

But  P.rst,  the  brandy  and  the  chine  were  seen, 

And  then  the  business  came  by  starts  between. 

'  Well,  if  "tis  so,  the  house  to  you  belongs; 
But  have  you  money  to  redress  these  wrongs? 
Nay,  look  not  sad,  my  friend;  if  you're  correct, 
^'I'u'll  find  the  trieudsliip  that  you'd  not  expect." 

If  right  the  man,  the  house  was  Swallow's  own; 
If  wrong,  his  kindness  and  good  will  were  sliown: 
••Uogue!"  "Villain!"  "Scoundrel!"  cried  the  losers  all 
He  let  them  cry,  for  what  would  that  recall? 
At  length  he  left  us,  took  a  village  seat. 
And  like  a  vulture  look'd  abroiul  for  meat; 
The  I'l trough-booty,  give  it  all  its  praise, 
H;id  only  served  the  ajipetite  to  raise; 
lir.t  if  fruiu  simple  heirs  he  drew  their  land, 
He  might  a  noble  feast  at  will  command; 
Still  he  proceeded  liy  his  former  rules, 
His  bait,  their  pleasures,  when  he  Hsh'd  for  fools — 
FbiTOns  and  haunches  on  his  board  were  placed, 
Anil  subtle  avarice  look  d  like  tliouglnkss  waste; 
Most  of  his  friends,  though  youth  from  nim  had  lied, 
Were  3'oung.  «erc  minors,  of  their  sires  in  dread; 
Or  those  whom  widowd  mothers  kept  1 1  bounds, 
And  check'd  their  generous  rage  for  steeds  and  houndi| 
Or  such  as  travell  u    cross  the  land  to  view 
A  Christian's  conllict  with  a  hoxing  .lew: 
Some  too  had  run  u|M>n  Newmarket  lie:ith 
Witli  so  much  s|>eed  that  the\   were  out  of  breath; 


l>tlici-s  h:id  tasted  clarel,  till  tlicy  now 

I'll  Imiiiljler  |Hirt  woiiM  turn,  lunl  knew  not  bow. 

All  tliesc  for  favours  woulil  to  Swallow  run, 

Who  never  8ou<;ht  tlioir  thanks  for  all  he'd  drneu 

!-!•.■  kindly  took  tiieni  l>y  tiie  hand,  th<-n  bow'd 

Politely  low,  and  thus  his  love  avuw'd — 

(For  he'd  a  way  that  many  iud;:od  |iolitc, 

A  cunninij  do? — he'd  liiwn  ln-foru  he'd  bite;) — 

"  (Jhscrve,  my  friends,  the  frailty  of  our  race 
WLen  aj;e  unmans  us — let  ine  state  a  case: 
There'H  our  friend, Uu|K'rt — we  shall  soou  redreM 
His  present  evil — drink  to  our  success — 
I  Hatter  not:  hut  did  you  ever  see 
Limbs  better  tin-n'd'/  a  jirettier  l)oy  than  he? 
His  senses  all  acute,  his  pn>aiotis  sncli 
As  nature  jpive — she  never  does  to«j  much; 
His  the  l)ol<l  wish  the  cup  of  joy  to  drain. 
And  .stren};tli  to  bear  it  without  ipialm  or  pain. 

'■  Now  view  his  father  sis  he  dozin;;  lies, 
Whose  scnsi!s  w:ike  not  when  he  o|>es  his  eyes; 
Who  slips  and  shullles  when  he  means  to  walk. 
And  lisps  and  ;;atibles  if  Iih  tries  to  t:ilk: 
Feeliui;  he's  none — he  could  as  soon  destroy 
The  earth  itself,  as  an;;ht  it  holds  enjoy: 
A  nurse  attends  him  to  lay  strai;:ht  his  limbs, 
Pivsent  his  irrui'I,  anil  rcs]M.'Ct  his  whims: 
Now  sh:dl  this  ilotard  from  our  hero  hold 
His  lauds  and  lonlships?  .Shall  he  hide  his  ^Id? 
That  which  he  cannot  use.  and  dare  not  show, 
Afld  will  not  irive — why  lons;er  should  he  owe? 
Yet,  't  would  Ik.'  nuirder  shouiil  we  snap  the  looka 
And  take  the  thin?  ho  worships  from  the  box; 
So  let  him  dote  au<I  <lre:im.  but,  till  ho  die. 
Shall  not  our  cenerous  heir  receive  supply? 
For  ever  sittiu?  on  the  river's  brink, 
Aiid  ever  thirsty,  shall  he  fear  to  drink? 
The  means  are  simple,  let  him  only  wish. 
Then  say  lie's  willing,  and  I'll  fill  his  disiL 

They  all  applauded,  aivd  not  least  the  boy, 
Who  now  replied,  "  It  fiU'd  his  heart  with  joy 
To  find  he  needed  not  deliv'rance  crave 
Of  death,  or  wish  the  .lustico  in  the  puve; 
Who.  while  he  spent,  would  every  ai-t  retain, 
Of  luring  home  the  scatter'd  gold  again; 
Just  as  a  fountain  gaily  spirts  and  pl.ays 
Wiih  what  returns  in  still  and  secret  w.ays." 

iibort  was  the  dream  of  bliss:  he  quickly  found 
Hit  fatl  er's  acres  all  were  Swallow's  ground. 
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Yet  to  tliosc  arts  wniild  other  hiToes  lend 

A  willing  ear,  an<l  Swalbw  was  iln'ir  friendj 

Kvor  siiccessfiil,  sonic  ln'j;uii  to  think 

'I'Int  Satan  help  <1  him  to  liis  pen  and  ink; 

K\ul  slirewd  sus)>icions  ran  ahout  tlie  place, 

"  There  was  a  compact"' — I  nni^t  leave  the  caae. 

But  of  the  parties,  had  tiie  fiend  been  one, 

The  business  could  not  have  l>een  speedier  dcce: 

Still  xviien  a  man  has  an^jled  day  and  iiif^ht, 

The  silliest  find.Keons  will  reCnse  to  bite: 

So  Swallow  tried  no  more:  but  if  tliey  camo 

'I'o  seek  his  friendship,  that  remain'd  the  same: 

1  bus  he  rctireil  in  peace,  and  some  would  say 

He'd  balk'd  his  partner,  and  liail  learnM  to  pray. 

To  this  some  zealots  lent  an  ear,  and  sought 

How  Swallow  felt  then  said  "  a  cbanjje  is  wrought 

'T  was  true  there  wanted  all  the  si^ns  of  grace. 

But  there  were  strong  ])rofe.s.sions  in  their  place; 

Then.  t'«),  the  less  that  men  fiom  him  expect. 

The  more  tiie  [iraise  to  the  converting  sect: 

He  had  not  yet  subscriiied  to  all  their  creed. 

Nor  own'd  a  Call,  but  he  confess  d  the  need: 

I  lis  acquiescent  speech,  his  gracious  Unik, 

Tliiit  pure  attention,  when  the  brethren  sjioke, 

Was  all  contrition, — be  had  felt  the  wound, 

An<l  with  confession  would  Jigain  be  sound. 

'l"i-iie.  Swaliows  board  had  still  the  sumptuous  trcau 
But  coidd  they  blame?  the  wannest  zealots  eat: 
He  drank — t  was  needful  his  p<H)r  nerve  to  bnice; 
lie  swore — 't  w;is  habit;  he  was  grieved — "t  w:is  graca 
What  could  they  do  a  new-born  ze:d  to  nur>e? 
"  His  wealth's  undoubted — let  him  lioM  our  purse. 
He  II  add  his  lx)unty.  and  the  house  we  11  raise 
Hard  by  the  cliurch,  and  g;itlier  all  her  strays: 
We'll  watch  her  sinners  as  they  home  retire. 
And  pluck  the  bnuids  from  the  devouring  tire." 

AlasI  such  sjwech  was  but  ;ui  emjity  boast; 
The  good  men  reckon "d.  but  without  their  host; 
Gwailow,  delighted,  took  the  trusted  store. 
And  own  d  the  sum:  they  did  not  ask  for  more, 
Till  more  was  needed;  when  they  call'd  for  jiid — 
And  had  it? — No,  their  agent  was  afraid: 
"  Could  he  but  know  to  whom  he  should  refund, 
He  would  mo.st  gladly — nay,  he  d  go  beyond; 
But  wheu  such  numbers  claim'd.  when  some  were  gon% 
And  others  going — h»  must  hold  it  on : 
The  Lord  would  help  them.  ' — Loud  their  anger  grew, 
And  while  they  threat'uing  from  his  door  withdrew, 
He  bow'd  politely  low.  and  bade  tliem  all  adiea. 


('.lit  liis  tlic  man  by  whom  such  deeds  are  done? 

^'I's,  iii^uiy  such — but  Swallow's  race  is  run; 

His  ii:imi'  is  lost, — for  thotigli  liis  sons  have  name, 

Ii  is  nut  his,  they  all  escajH,-  the  shame; 

Nor  is  there  vestige  now  of  all  he  had. 

His  means  are  wasted,  for  his  iieir  was  mad: 

Still  we  of  Swallow  as  a  monster  si)cak, 

A  hard  bad  man,  who  prey'd  ujion  tlie  weak. 


LETTER    VII. 


PROFESSIONS. — PHTSIC. 

Th>'  Worth  and  Excellence  of  the  true  I'hvsician — Merit,  no 
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tiseil  —  Kx-ila  of  Quackery  :  to  nervous  Females:  to  Youth:  la 
Inl'nuts—  liistory  of  au  Advertising  Empiric,  tc. 


Ni;.\T,  to  a  graver  tribe  we  turn  our  view, 
Ami  yield  the  praise  to  worth  and  science  due; 
Hut  this  with  serious  words  and  solier  style, 
I'tir  theMJ  are  friends  with  whom  we  seldom  smile- 
llcl|>i'rs  of  Men  they're  call'd,  and  we  conless 
'riieirs  the  deep  study,  theirs  the  lucky  guess; 
V.  e  own  that  numbers  join  with  care  and  skill, 
A  teiii(K;ntte  judgment,  a  devoted  will; 
Men  who  suppress  their  feelings,  but  who  feel 
'I'lie  painful  symptoms  they  delight  to  heal; 
I'atient  in  all  tiieir  trials,  they  sustain 
The  starts  of  jiassion,  the  reproach  of  pain; 
With  hearts  ailected,  but  with  looks  serene; 
Intent  they  wait  through  all  the  solemn  scene; 
Glad  if  a  hope  should  rise  from  nature's  strife, 
To  aid  their  skill  and  save  the  lingering  life; 
But  this  must  virtue's  generous  effort  be, 
And  spring  from  nobler  motives  than  a  fee : 
To  the  Physician  of  the  Soul,  and  these. 
Turn  the  disti-ess'd  for  safety,  hope,  and  ease. 

B,it  as  physicians  of  that  nobler  kind 
Have  their  warm  zealots,  and  tL«ir  sectaries  blindj 
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So  atiorig  these  for  knowledge  most  rcnown'cl. 

Are  dream(!rs  strange.  aii<l  stubborn  bigots  found; 

Some,  too,  admitted  to  this  honoiir'd  name. 

Have,  without  learning,  found  a  way  to  fame; 

And  some  by  learning — young  |iliysicians  write. 

To  set  their  merit  in  the  fairest  liglit: 

With  tl)em  a  treatise  is  a  bait  tint  draws 

Approving  voires — 'tis  to  gain  applause. 

And  to  e.xalt  them  in  the  fniblic  view. 

More  than  a  life  of  worthy  toil  could  do 

U  hen   t  is  proposed  to  make  the  man  renown  il, 

In  every  age,  convenient  doubts  abound; 

Ccnveuient  themes  in  every  period  start. 

Which  he  may  treat  with  all  the  pomp  of  ar 

Curious  conjectures  he  may  always  make. 

And  either  side  of  dubious  questions  take: 

He  may  a  system  broach,  or,  if  he  please, 

Start  new  ojiinions  of  an  old  disease; 

Or  may  some  simple  in  the  woodland  trace, 

And  hi  its  patron,  till  it  runs  its  lace; 

As  rustic  damsels  frf)m  their  woo<ls  are  won. 

And  live  in  splendour  till  their  ruce  be  run; 

It  weighs  not  nmch  on  what  tl.i.r  powers  be  sho\vD 

When  all  his  purpose  is  to  make  them  known. 

To  show  the  world  what  long  ex{x;ricnce  gains, ' 
Requires,  not  cotn-age.  though  it  calls  for  pains; 
But  at  life's  outset  to  inform  mankind, 
Is  a  bold  effort  of  a  valiant  mind. 

The  great  good  man,  for  noblest  cause  displays 
What  many  labours  taught,  and  many  days; 
Tliese  sound  instruction  from  experience  give, 
1  !'e  others  show  us  how  they  mean  to  live. 
That  they  have  genius,  and  they  hope  mankind 
Will  to  its  efforts  be  no  longer  blind. 

There  are,  beside,  whom  powerful  friends  advance 
Whom  fashion  favours,  person,  patrons,  chance: 
And  merit  sighs  to  see  a  fortune  made 
By  daring  rashness  or  by  dull  parade. 

But  these  are  trifling  evils;  there  is  one 
W  hicL  walks  uncheck'd,  and  triumphs  in  the  sun 
1  liere  was  a  time,  when  we  beheld  the  Quack, 
On  public  stage,  the  licensed  trade  attack; 
He  made  his  labour'd  speech  with  poor  parade - 
And  then  a  laughing  zany  lent  him  aid: 
Smiling  we  pass'd  him,  but  we  felt  the  while 
Pity  so  much,  that  soon  we  ceased  to  smile; 
Assured  that  fluent  s]jeecb  and  flow'ry  vest 
Disguised  the  troubles  of  a  man  distress'd:— 
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But  HOW  our  Quacks  are  gtiiiicsters,  md  the}  plajr 
With  vtixfl  and  skill  to  ruin  mid  iKtray; 
Witli  monstrous  proniise  tlioy  delude  tlic  mind, 
And  tiirivc  on  all  tliut  tortmcs  human-kind. 

N'liid  uf  nil  liunuur,  avaricious,  null, 
riie  diiriiig  tribe  ccmiwund  their  l>oastc(l  tnish — 
Tincture  or  syrup,  lotinn,  dr<)|)  or  |>ill; 
All  tempt  the  sick  to  tru>t  the  iyin^  bill; 
And  twenty  names  ol'  cobblers  turH°d  to  squires. 
Aid  the  bold  'air^uii^^c  of  these  blushless  liiir*. 
There  are  anion;;  them  tlio»e  wluj  cannot  read. 
And  yet  they'll  buy  a  patent,  and  succeed; 
Will  dale  to  promise  dying  sutlercrs  aid. 
For  who,  when  deail,  can  threaten  i>r  u|ibikid^ 
With  cruel  nvarice  still  they  ri-commend 
More  draujciils,  more  syrup  to  the  journey's  end: 
"  I  led  it  ntJt;" — "  Then  tike  it  every  hour:" 
"  It  Miakes  me  worse;" — "-Why  then  it  shows  its  power :• 
'*  I  fear  to  die;" — "  Let  not  your  spiritii  sink. 
You're  always  safe,  while  you  believe  and  drink." 

How  strange  to  lidd,  in  this  nefarious  trade, 
That  men  ol'  parts  arc  dupes  by  dunces  made: 
That  creatures,  nature  meant  should  cleiin  our  streets, 
Have  purcha-e<l  lands  and  mansions,  parks  and  scats: 
Wretches  with  conscience  so  obtuse,  they  leave 
Their  unt:iu;,'ht  sons  their  parents  to  deceive: 
And  when  they're  hiid  ujxjn  their  dying  bed, 
No  thought  of  murder  comes  into  their  head; 
Nor  oui-  revensjeful  gliost  to  them  aj)iK'ar8, 
To  till  till-  soul  wiiii  penitential  fears. 

■^'et  uiit  the  whole  of  this  i;n))Osin;,'  tr.iin 
Their  gardens,  seats,  anil  carriaj^cs  obtuiu; 
Chiolly,  inde«!i|.  they  to  the  robbers  fall, 
Who  are  must  tilled  to  disgrace  them  all: 
But  there  is  luucird — patients  wnist  be  Imught, 
Venders  and  pullers  for  the  poi.sou  son;;ht; 
And  then  in  many  a  paper  through  the  year, 
Must  cures  and  cases,  oaths  and  proofs  api>ear; 
Men  snatch'd  from  graves,  jis  they  were  drojiping  in. 
Their  lungs  cough'd  up,  their  bones  pierced  tiirough  thai 

skin; 
1  heir  liver  all  one  scirrhus.,  and  the  frame 
Poison'd  with  evils  which  they  dare  not  name; 
M  ;u  who  spent  all  ujKjn  physicians'  fees. 
Who  never  slept,  nor  lu»d  a  moment's  ea«e, 
Are  now  as  roaches  sound,  and  all  as  brisk  a«  beeSk 

If  the  sick  gudgeous  to  the  bait  attend, 
^1  i  come  in  shoals,  the  angler  gains  Lis  end  - 


I>iit  sIkuiim  tlie  iulvertising  cash  be  spent, 

IC.v  y>t  the  town  lias  due  attontion  lent, 

T  .c-ii  hursts  the  buhhle,  ami  the  huiij^ry  cheat 

I'l.ic--  for  the  bread  he  ill  deserves  to  eat; 

it  is  .1  lottery,  and  he  shares  perhaps 

The  rich  mails  least,  or  hejjs  the  pauper's  scraps. 

Kniia  powerful  causes  spring  th'  empiric's  gaiua, 
M  ins  love  of  life,  his  weakness,  and  his  pains; 
These  first  induce  him  the  vile  tra»h  to  try, 
Tiien  lend  his  name,  that  other  men  may  buy: 
This  love  of  life,  which  in  our  nature  rules, 
'i'o  vile  imposture  makes  us  dupes  and  tools; 
'i'iieii  pain  compels  th'  impatient  soul  to  seize 
On  iiiomised  hopes  of  instantaneous  e:use; 
And  weakness  too  witii  every  wish  complies. 
Worn  out  and  won  by  importunities. 

'!'•••  iiibied  with  something  in  your  bile  or  blood. 
You  tliiiik  your  doctor  does  you  little  good; 
And  i^rowii  impatient,  you  require  in  haste 
The  nervous  cordial,  nor  di.>like  the  taste; 
It  cuinforts,  heals,  and  strengthens:  nay,  you  think 
It  makes  you  better  every  time  you  drink; 
'*  Tnen  lend  your  name" — you  re  loth,  hut  yet  confeM 
Its  powers  are  great,  and  so  yon  acijuiesce: 
Yet  think  a  moment,  ere  your  nan;.'  yon  lend. 
With  whose  'tis  jjaoed,  ami  wiiat  you  recommend; 
Who  tipples  brandy  will  some  comfort  loel, 
liyl  will  :ie  to  the  ined'cine  set  his  seal? 
Wait,  and  you'll  find  the  cordial  yon  admire 
Has  ail  led  fuel  to  your  fever's  lire: 
."^ay,  should  a  robber  chance  your  purse  to  spare, 
\\ Onid  you  the  honour  of  the  man  declare':' 
Would  you  assist  his  purpose?  swell  his  crime? 
Besides  he  might  not  spare  a  second  time. 

Compassion  sometimes  sets  the  fatal  sign. 
The  man  v.as  poor,  and  humbly  begg'd  a  line; 
Else  how  should  noble  names  and  titles  back 
The  spreading  jir-iise  of  some  adveiitrous  quack? 
But  he  the  mf)ment  watches,  and  entreats 
Your  hoiionr's  name, — your  honour  joins  the  cheat*-, 
I'ou  judged  the  med'cinc  harmle>s.  aud  you  lent 
What  help  you  could,  and  with  the  best  intent; 
But  can  it  please  you,  thus  to  league  with  all 
Whom  he  can  beg  or  bribe  to  swell  the  scrawl? 
Would  you  these  wrappers  with  your  name  adorn, 
Which  hold  the  poison  for  the  yet  unborn? 

No  chiss  esca]ics  them — from  the  poor  mau's  paj, 
The  nostrum  takes  no  trifliug  p:u-t  away; 
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Soc!  tli"i««  (Miiiaro  intent  Ixittlcs  from  tlio  sliop 
N.nv  iliooratioii  to  tlic  cupboanl's  top; 
All  I  there  a  favourite  lioard  you'll  fiinl  within, 
('oui|iiiiioii8  UKotI  the  julq»  and  the  f^iu 

'liine  too  with  cash  is  wiusled;  'lis  the  fate 
Of  lual  hcli)ers  to  be  call'd  too  late; 
riiis  t^'xl  the  sick,  when  (time  and  patience  gone) 
D'utli  with  a  teiilold  terror  hurries  on. 

.•S'lupuse  the  ca^e  surpasses  human  skill, 
1  h-re  comes  a  cpiuck  to  Hitter  weakness  still; 
\'  hat  greater  evil  can  a  llatterer  do, 
'Ih  in  irom  himself  to  take  the  sulforer's  view? 
I'l.  turn  from  sacred  thoairhts  his  re:isoniug  power*, 
Aiiil  rob  a  sinner  of  his  dyin.:;  hours? 
Yet  this  they  dare,  and  cnivin>;  to  the  last, 
Im  holies  sti'ou):  bondage  hoM  tlu-ir  victim  fast: 
For  soul  or  body  no  concern  have  they. 
All  their  in>iuiry,  "  Can  tiie  patient  pay? 
And  will  he  swallow  draugiit^  until  his  dying  dnyf 

Observe  what  ills  to  nervous  females  (low. 
When  the  heart  HultiTS,  and  the  puUe  is  low; 
If  once  induced  these  cordial  sips  to  try. 
All  feel  the  ease,  and  few  the  danger  Hy: 
For.  while  obtain'il.  of  drams  they've  all  the  force, 
And  when  denied,  then  drams  are  the  resource. 

N'or  these  the  only  evils— there  are  those 
Who  for  the  troubled  mind  piepare  repose. 
They  write:  the  young  are  tiiiderly  a<ldress'd, 
Much  danger  hinted,  much  concern  expressed; 
'Ihev  dwell  on  freedoms  lads  are  prone  to  take, 
Which  makes  the  -l.K-tor  tremble  for  their  sake; 
.Still  if  the  youthful  patient  will  but  trust 
In  one  so  kind,  so  pitiful  and  jn>t; 
If  he  will  take  the  tonic  all  the  time. 
And  hold  but  nunlcrate  intercourse  with  eriire; 
The  sage  will  gravely  give  his  honest  word, 
That  strength  aiid  spirits  sIkiU  be  both  restoreJ: 
In  plainer  English— if  you  mean  to  sin, 
Fly  to  the  drops,  and  instantly  l)egin. 

Who  would  not  lend  a  sympathizing  sigh, 
To  hear  yon  infaut  s  pity-moving  cry? 
That  feeble  sob,  unlike  the  new-born  note. 
Which  came  with  vigour  from  the  op'ning  throat; 
When  air  and  light  (irst  rusii'd  on  lungs  aud  cyefc 
And  there  was  lilb  and  spirit  in  the  cries; 
Now  an  abortive,  faint  attempt  to  weep. 
Is  all  we  hear;  eeusatiou  is  asleep . 

Hi 
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The  liov  was  healthy,  and  at  Hrst  exprt»s'a 

Hi>  recliii<;s  loudly  when  he  failVl  to  rest, 

*i\  lieu  crauimd  with  food,  and  tighten'd  ever}  liiiih 

To  cry  aloud,  was  wiiat  pertain'd  to  him, 

'J  lien  the  good  nurse,  (who,  had  siie  borne  a  brain. 

Had  hoiiudit  the  cause  that  made  her  babe  ccni[>]aiu,'5 

Has  all  her  efforts,  loving  soul!  apjilied 

To  set  the  cry,  and  not  the  cause,  aside: 

She  gave  lu-r  jwwerful  sweet  without  remorse, 

The  sleipinij  cordial — she  had  tried  its  tijice, 

Ke]>eating  ol't:  tlie  iuCaut,  freed  from  |>ain, 

Rejected  food,  but  took  the  dose  again, 

Sinking  to  sleep;  while  she  lier  joy  exjjress'd, 

That  her  dear  <diarge  could  sweetly  take  his  re«t: 

Soon  may  *lie  spr.re  her  cordial;  not  a  doubt 

Remains,  but  quickly  he  will  rest  without. 

This  moves  our  grief  and  pity,  and  we  sigh 
To  think  what  nmnbers  from  these  causes  die; 
But  what  co!item])t  and  anger  sliould  we  show, 
Did  we  the  lives  of  these  impostors  know  I 

Ere  for  the  world's  I  left  the  cares  of  school. 
One  I  remember  who  assmucd  the  fool; 
A  part  well  suiteil — when  the  idler  boys 
Would  shout  :n-ound  him,  and  he  loved  the  noiM: 
They  called  him  Neddy: — Neddy  iuid  the  art 
To  play  with  skill  his  ignominious  jjart; 
When  he  bis  tiiHi-s  would  for  side  display, 
And  act  the  mimic  for  a  school  boy's  pay. 
For  many  years  he  plied  his  htmible  trade, 
And  used  liis  tricks  and  talents  to  persuade; 
The  fellow  barely  read,  but  chanced  to  look 
Among  the  fragments  of  a  tatter 'd  book; 
Where,  after  many  eflbrts  made  to  spell 
One  puzzling  word,  he  found  it  oxymel ; 
A  potent  thing,  't  was  said  to  cure  the  ills 
Of  ailing  lungs — the  oxymel  of  squills  ; 
Squills  he  procured,  but  found  the  bitter  strong 
And  most  unpleasant;  none  would  take  it  long; 
But  the  pure  acid  and  the  sweet  would  make 
A  med'cine  numbers  would  for  pleasure  take. 

There  was  a  fellow  near,  an  artful  knave. 
Who  knew  the  plan,  and  much  assistance  gaw; 
He  wrote  the  puffs,  and  every  talent  plied 
To  make  it  sell :  it  sold,  and  tlien  he  died. 

Ni.nv  all  the  profit  fell  to  Ned's  control, 
And  Pride  and  Avarice  quarrell'd  for  his  sool; 
When  mighty  profits  by  the  trash  were  made. 
Pride  built  a  palace,  Avarice  groan'd  aud  paid^ 
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Prido  placed  the  sifHis'iof  grandeur  all  ahont, 
And  Avarice  barr'd  liis  friends  and  ehildreu  oat. 

Now  see  him  Ductor!  yes,  the  idle  fool, 
The  butt,  tlie  robber  of  tlie  lads  at  scIixjI; 
W'lio  then  knew  notliin^,  nothing  since  acquired, 
Became  a  doctor,  iionour  ■!  and  admired; 
His  dress,  liis  frown,  his  di^Miity  were  such. 
Some  who  had  Jtnown  him  th(iu;;ht  liis  knowledge  mack 
Nay.  men  of  skill,  ot'  a|i|ireliL-nsion  <|uick, 
Spite  of  their  knowli,-il;;e,  trusted  him  wlien  sick* 
'i'hon;(h  he  could  neither  reason,  write,  nor  s|)ell, 
They  yet  had  iiope  his  trash  would  make  them  well; 
And  while  they  scorn'd  his  parts,  they  took  his  oxjmaL 
Uh!  when  his  ni-rves  had  once  received  a  shock. 
Sir  Isiuic  N'ewion  mi;?ht  have  gone  to  iJock: 
lieuce  im|)ositions  of  the  )jross«'st  kind, 
Hence  thought  is  feeble,  understanding  blind; 
Hence  smns  enormous  by  those  cheats  are  m.-ide, 
And  deaths  unnuniber'd  by  their  dreadful  trails. 

Ahus!  in  vain  is  my  contempt  express 'd, 
To  stronger  |)a>siiins  are  their  words  address'd; 
To  pain,  to  fear,  to  terror,  their  a|)|)eal, 
To  those  who,  weakly  reastming,  strongly  feel. 

What  then  our  hopes? — (lerhaps  there  may  by  law 
Be  method  lound,  theM;  [K'sts  to  curb  and  awe; 
Yet  in  this  laml  of  freedom,  law  is  slack 
With  any  being  to  connueuce  attack: 
'J'hen  let  us  trust  to  science — there  arc  those 
Who  .'an  their  fai.selioo<ls  and  their  frauds  liisclose, 
All  their  vile  trash  detect,  and  their  low  tricks  c.\pOM 
Perhaps  their  numbers  may  in  time  confoimd 
Their  r.rts — as  scorpions  give  themselves  the  wouud. 
For  w'  jn  these  curers  dwell  in  exery  place, 
While   if  ihe  cured  we  not  a  man  c;ui  trace, 
Stron     truth  may  then  the  public  mind  persuade 
And      )L  the  fruits  of  this  nef:u-ious  trade. 
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Bo  extcnoi'^e  Manufactories  m  the  Borongh  :  yet  considerabla 
fortiiucs  made  there— III  JudBment  of  Parents  in  difposing 
of  their  Sons— The  best  educated  not  the  mi>st  hkely  to 
succeed -Instance— Want  of  Success  con.peusatcd  by  the 
lenient  Power  of  some  Avocations— The  Naturalist— 1  he 
Weaver  an  Kntoniologist,  &c.— A  Prize-Flower- Story  of 
Walter  and  William. 


Or  manufacttires,  trade,  invpiuinns,  rare, 

Steam-towers  and  looms,    you'd    know    our  Borotigli'i 

sliare — 
'Tis  small :  we  boast  not  these  rich  subjects  here, 
Who  haz  ird  thrice  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year; 
We  ve  no  huge  buildings,  where  incessant  noise 
Is  made  by  springs  and  spindles,  <:irls  and  boys; 
Where,   inid  such  thundering  sounds,  the  maiden's  «  Pf 
Is  "  Harmony  in  Uproar"  all  day  long. 

Still  common  minds  with  us  in  common  trade, 
Have  gain'd  more  wealth  than  ever  student  made; 
And  y'et  a  merchant,  when  he  gives  his  son 
His  college  learning,  thinks  his  duty  done; 
A  way  to  wealth  he  leaves  his  boy  to  find, 
Just  when  he's  made  lor  the  di-scovcry  blind. 

Jones  and  liis  wife  perceived  their  elder  boy 
Twk  to  his  learning,  and  it  gave  them  joy; 
This  they  encouraged,  and  were  bless'd  to  see 
Their  son  a  fellow  with  a  high  degree; 
A  living  fell,  he  mairied,  and  his  sire 
Declard   t  was  all  a  father  could  require; 
Children  then  bless'd  them,  and  when  letters  came, 
The  parents  prrmdly  told  each  grandchild's  name 
Meantime  the  sons  at  homo  in  tra<le  were  placed. 
Money  tlicir  object— just  the  father's  taste; 
Saving  he  lived  and  long,  and  wlien  lie  died, 
He  ga\  3  them  all  his  fortune  to  divide: 
'■  Martin,'   said  he,  "  at  vast  expense  was  taught j 
He  gaind  liis  wish,  and  has  the  ease  he  sought." 

Thus  the  giKid  priest  (the  Christian  .•^holarl)  findi 
What  estimate  is  made  by  vidgar  minds; 
He  sees  his  brothers,  who  had  every  gift 
Of  tliriving,  now  assisteil  in  their  thrift; 
While  he  whom  learning,  habits,  all  prevent. 
Is  largely  mulct  f<>r  each  impediment. 


Yet  let  lis  own  that  Trade  lias  n.iich  of  c\iance, 
Not  all  the  carcl'ul  by  their  care  lulvaiicc; 
With  the  same  jcirts  and  prosi)CCts,  one  a  seat 
liuilds  for  himself;  on*  finds  it  in  the  Fleet. 
Then  to  the  wealthy  you  will  see  denied. 
Comforts  and  joys  that  with  the  poor  abide: 
There  are  who  labour  through  the  year,  and  j  et 
No  more  hare  };:iin'd  than — not  to  Ije  in  debt; 
Who  still  maintain  the  same  laborious  course, 
Yet  pleasure  hails  them  from  some  favourite  soaro* 
And  health,  ainusonients,  children,  wife,  or  friend, 
With  life's  dull  views  their  consolations  blend. 

Nor  these  alone  possess  the  lenient  jKiwer 
Of  soothing  life  in  the  desjMHidin;;  hour; 
Some  favourite  studies,  some  delightful  care, 
The  mind,  with  trouble  and  distresses,  share; 
And  by  a  coin,  a  flower,  a  verse,  a  boat, 
The  stagnant  spirits  have  lieon  set  alloat; 
They  plexsed  at  (irst,  and  then  the  haliit  ;:rew, 
Till  the  fond  heart  no  higher  |)!easure  knew; 
Till,  from  all  cares  and  other  comforts  fived, 
Tir  important  nothing  took  in  life  the  1i-:m1. 

With  all  his  pidegm,  it  l)roke  a  Diitehnian'B  hMit^ 
At  a  vast  price  with  one  loved  riM>t  to  jiart; 
And  toys  like  tlicse  fill  many  a  15ritisli  mind, 
Although  their  hearts  aro  found  of  firmer  kind. 

Oft  have  I  smiled  the  happy  jiride  to  see 
Of  hninlile  tradesmen,  in  their  evening  glee: 
When  of  some  pleasing,  fancied  goml  jMissoss'd, 
Each  grew  alert,  was  busy,  and  was  bless'd; 
Whether  the  call-binl  yield  the  hour's  delight. 
Or,  magnified  in  microscope,  the  mite; 
Or  whether  tuKjhlers,  crop|«ers,  carriers  seize 
The  gentle  mind,  they  rule  it  and  they  pleasec 
There  is  my  friend  the  Weaver;  strong  desirea 
Keign  in  bis  breast;  't  is  l>eauty  be  admires: 
See!  to  the  shady  grove  he  wings  iiis  way. 
And  feels  in  hope  the  nptnres  of  the  day — 
Kager  he  looks;  and  soon,  to  glad  his  eyes. 
From  the  sweet  bower,  by  nature  forni'd.  arise 
Bright  titK)ps  of  virgin  moths  and  fresh-lwm  biitterflk» 
Who  broke  that  morning  from  their  half-ye.-.r's  sleep. 
To  Hy  o'er  flowers  where  they  were  wont  to  creej* 

Aliove  tiie  sovereign  oak,  a  s<ivereign  skims 
The  purple  Kinpior,  strorig  in  wing  and  liiid.s: 
There  fair  Camilla  tjikes  ln-r  lliglit  serene, 
Adonis  blue,  and  Papliia  silve.--queen; 
With  every  •ilniy  fly  from  mead  or  liowe"-, 
kiA  hun.urv  Sjiliiiix  whj  threads  the  iiorey  d  flowei, 
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Slie  o'er  the  Larkspur's  bed,  where  sweets  ahound, 
Views  ev'ry  bell,  and  hums  th'  approving  sound; 
Poised  on  her  busy  plumes,  with  feelinj;  nice 
She  draws  froin  every  flower,  nor  tries  a  floret  twioa 

He  fears  no  bailiff's  wratli,  no  baron's  blame, 
His  is  untax 'd  and  undisputed  game; 
Nor  less  the  place  of  curious  plant  he  knows; 
He  both  his  Flora  and  his  Fauna  shows; 
For  him  is  bloommg  in  its  rich  array 
The  glorious  flower  which  bore  the  palm  away; 
In  vain  a  rival  tried  his  utmost  art, 
His  was  the  prize,  and  joy  o'erflow'd  his  heart. 

"  This,  this!  is  beauty;  cast,  I  pray,  your  eye* 
On  this  ni}'  glory!  see  the  grace!  the  size' 
Was  ever  stem  so  tall,  so  stout,  so  strong, 
Exact  in  breadth,  in  just  proportion,  long! 
These  brilliant  lines  are  all  distinct  and  clean. 
No  kindred  tint,  no  blending  streaks  between; 
This  is  no  sliaded,  run-olV,  pin  eyed  thing, 
A  king  of  lli)wers,  a  flower  for  Kngland's  king: 
I  own  my  pride,  and  thank  tlie  favouring  star, 
Which  shed  such  beauty  on  my  fair  Bizarre." 

Thus  may  the  poor  the  clieap  indulgence  seij^ 
While  the  most  wealthy  |)iiie  and  pray  for  ease; 
Content  not  always  waits  upon  success. 
And  more  may  he  eujuy  who  profits  less. 

Walter  and  William  took  (their  father  dead) 
Jointly  the  trade  to  whicli  they  both  were  bred; 
When  fix'd.  they  married,  and  they  quickly  found 
With  due  success  their  honest  labours  crown'd: 
Few  were  their  losses,  but  although  a  few, 
Walter  was  vex'd,  and  somewhat  peevish  grew: 
"  Von  put  your  trust  in  every  pleading  fool," 
Said  he  to  William,  and  grew  strange  and  cool. 
'  Brother  forbear,"  he  aiiswer'd;  "take  your  due, 
Nur  let  the  lack  of  caution  injure  you:" 
Half  friends  they  parted, — hotter  so  to  close, 
Than  longer  wnit  to  part  entirely  foes. 

Walter  had  knowledge.  priidi'Mce,  jealous  care; 
lie  let  no  idle  views  his  bosom  share; 
He  never  thought  nor  felt  for  other  men — 
"  Let  one  mind  one,  and  all  are  minded  then.*" 
Friends  he  respected,  and  believed  them  just, 
iVit  they  were  men,  and  he  would  no  man  trust; 
He  tried  and  watch'd  his  people  day  and  ni^'llt, — 
The  >;ood  it  liann'd  not;  tor  the  bad  't  w.i-.  right: 
He  could  their  humours  bear,  nay  disresftect. 
Hut  he  could  yield  no  pardon  to  neglect; 
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Tliat  all  about  him  were  of  him  af.  aid, 

'*  Was  right,"  he  said — "  so  should  we  be  obey'd." 

These  morchaut-maxims,  niucli  good  forluue  too, 
And  ever  keeping  one  grand  point  iu  view, 
To  vast  amount  his  once  small  portion  drew. 
William  was  kind  and  easy;  he  complied 
With  all  requests,  or  grieved  when  he  denied; 
To  please  his  wife  he  made  a  costly  trip. 
To  i>lease  his  child  he  let  a  liargain  slip; 
l*nine  to  compassion,  mild  with  the  distress'd, 
IJe  bore  with  all  who  poverty  profess'd, 
And  some  wouM  he  assist,  nor  one  would  he  arrost. 
He  had  souk;  loss  at  sea,  had  ilehts  at  laud. 
His  clerk  ah-icoinlcd  with  some  hills  iu  lian<i. 
And  phius  so  oftou  fail'd  th  it  he  ut»  liiuj:i"r  plaun'd 
To  a  small  house-  (his  lirntlicr's)  Ik-  withdrew, 
At  easy  rent — the  man  was  not  a  .lew; 
And  there  his  losses  and  his  cares  he  bore. 
Nor  found  that  want  of  wraith  could  make  luifi  pod 

No,  he  iu  fact  was  rich;  uor  could  he  move. 
But  he  was  follow'd  ly  tlio  looks  of  love; 
All  he  had  suH'er'd,  every  tbriuer  grief, 
Made  those  around  more  studious  iu  relief; 
He  saw  a  cheerful  smile  iu  every  face. 
And  lost  all  thoughts  of  error  and  disgnu». 

Pleasant  it  was  to  see  them  iu  their  walk 
Round  their  small  gardou.  and  to  hear  them  talk 
Free  arc  their  childi'cu,  hut  their  love  refrains 
From  all  oll'ence — none  uun°inurti,  iKMie  complains; 
Whether  a  hook  amusoil  them,  speech  or  play, 
Their  looks  were  lively,  ami  their  heaits  were  gay. 
There  no  forced  eH'oits  for  delight  were  made, 
Joy  came  with  prudence,  and  without  jiarade; 
Their  common  coujforts  they  had  all  iu  view, 
Light  were  their  troubles,  and  their  wishes  few; 
Thrill  made  them  easy  for  the  coming  day, 
Religion  took  the  dread  of  death  away; 
A  cheerful  spirit  still  ensured  content. 
And  lovo  smiled  round  them  wheresoe'er  they  went 

Walter,  n>eautiuie,  with  all  his  wealth's  increase, 
Gaiu'd  many  points,  but  could  uot  purchase  peace. 
When  he  witlnlrew  frouj  business  for  au  hour. 
Some  fled  his  presence,  all  confessed  his  power; 
He  sought  ofTectiou,  but  received  instead 
Fear  undisguised,  auil  love-repelling  dread; 
He  look'd  around  him — "  Harriet,  dost  tl.ou  Ic7e?" 
'  I  do  my  duty,"  said  the  timid  dove; 
'  Good  Heav  n,  your  duty!  prithee  tell  me  now— 
To  love  and  honour-— was  not  that  your  vow? 


»70  TRADES. 

Come,  my  gi)od  Harriet,  I  would  gladly  setk 

Your  inmost  thoiight — Why  can't  the  woman  ^peakf 

Have  you  not  all  things?" — "  Sir,  do  I  complain?  ' — 

"  No,  that  s  my  part,  which  I  perfovTii  in  vain; 

T  want  a  simple  answer,  and  direct — 

But  you  evade;  yes!  'tis  as  I  suspect. 

Ccne  tlu-n,  my  children!  Watt!  upon  your  knees 

Vow  that  you  love  uie." — "  Yes,  sir,  if  you  pleaae '  — 

"Again!  By  Hcav'n,  it  mads  me,  I  require 

Love,  and  they  11  do  whatever  I  desire: 

Thus  too  my  people  shun  me;  I  would  spend 

A  thousand  pounds  to  get  a  single  friend; 

I  would  be  happy — 1  have  meaus  to  p;iy 

For  love  and  friendship,  and  you  run  away ; 

Ungrateful  creatures!  why,  you  seem  tu  dread 

My  very  looki;  1  know  you  wish  me  ilead. 

Come  hither,  Nancy!  you  must  hold  nje  dear; 

Hither,  I  say:  why!   what  have  you  to  \\.-,\r'i 

You  see  I'm  gentle — Come,  you  triHer,  come; 

My  Gwi!  she  tremblesl — Idiot,  leave  the  itvtni! 

Madam!  your  children  hate  me;   I  siijipose 

They  know  their  cue:  vou  make  tlu-n i  ail  ujy  fdes; 

I've  not  a  friend  in  all  the  world — not  one. 

I'd  be  a  bankrupt  sooner;  nay,  'tis  doue: 

In  every  better  lu.pe  of  life  I  fail. 

You're  all  tormeniorii.  and  iny  house  a  jail; 

Out  of  my  sight  I     I II  sit  and  make  my  will — 

Wh:u,  glad  to  gor    st;iy.  devils,  and  be  still; 

"lis  to  your  Uncle's  eot  \ou  wish  to  ruu, 

To  learn  to  live  at  ea.-e  and  be   mdone: 

Him  you  can  love,  who  lost  hi:   whole  estate. 

And  I,  who  gain  you  fortunes,  have  your  hate; 

'Tis  in  mj-  absence,  you  yourselves  enjoy: 

Tom!  are  you  ghyl  to  lose  mc?  tell  me,  boy: 

Yes!  doc-  he  answer? — Yes?  upon  my  soul; 

No  awe,  no  fear,  no  dut}-,  no  control! 

Away!  away!  ten  thousand  devils  seize 

All  I  f)ossfcss,  and  plunder  where  they  pieasel 

What's  wealth  to  me?  yes,  yes!  it  gives  me  twajf. 

And  you  shall  feel  it — Go!  begcoe.  I  tiy." 
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LETTER    IX. 

AMLSKMKNT8. 
Common  Amuiemonta  of 


Common  Amuiemonta  of  a  R.-ithinp-place  —  Morn.'ne  Kidea, 
Walks,  Ac  — CoinpMiT  re5orliti)»  to  the  Town  —  t)iiri>rerj 
Choife  of  Lodi^iii);* — Cheap  Iiulul^jeiiceH — Seii-siile  WiUks— 
We;ilthv  InviiliJ — Suninu-r  Kveiiiii^  on  the  .SumU  — S<>a  l*rv> 
ductioDs—"  Water  portetl  frora  the  tieu"— Wiuut  Vi.-wi 
•oreue — In  what  cases  to  be  avoided — Sailinc  upon  iln-  liivei 
— A  small  Ulet  of  Sand  otf  the  Cuaflt — Visited  l>v  lompHiir— 
CoTered  by  the  Flowring  of  the  Tide— Adveiiinre  in  ibW 
PUce. 


Of  our  Annisemi>iits  ask  yoii? — We  nmtise 
Ourselves  and  Crieiiils  with  siM-siJe  walks-  :iii'l  viewii, 
Or  take  a  iiioriiiii;»riJe,  n  imvel.  or  tlic  rie"-j 
Or,  seeking  iiotliiii.i;.  giiile  alxiut  the  stn-et. 
And  so  engaged  with  viirioiis  parties  nicct ; 
Awhile  we  stop,  discourse  ol'  wind  and  tide. 
Bathing  and  books,  the  ratHe,  and  the  ri<le; 
Thus,  with  the  aid  which  shops  and  sjiilini;  uive, 
Life  passes  on:  't  is  labour,  but  we  live. 

When  eveniii,:;  conies.  o\ir  invalids  awake. 
Nerves  ceiuse  to  tremble,  heads  forbear  to  arhe; 
Then  cheerful  meals  the  sunken  spirits  nve. 
Cards  or  the  dance,  wine,  visiting,  or  [)lays 

.Soon  ns  the  .>e;i3on  comes,  and  crowds  arrive, 
To  their  sii[)erior  rooms  the  wealthy  drive; 
Others  look  round  for  lo<lging  snng  and  small, 
Sucli  is  their  t;i^<te — they've  liatred  to  a  hall; 
Hence  one  his  fav  rite  habitation  gets, 
The  brick-lloor  d  parlonr  which  the  butcher  leU; 
Where,  through  his  single  light,  he  may  regard 
The  various  business  of  a  conmion  yard, 
Bounded  by  backs  of  bniMings  form'd  of  clay, 
By  stable,  sties,  and  coops,  et  cactera. 

The  needy-vain,  themselves  awhile  to  shun. 
For  dissipation  to  these  dog-holes  run; 
Where  each  (assuming  petty  ])omp)  appear*. 
And  quite  forgets  the  slio|)board  and  the  sliears. 

For  them  are  cheap  amusements:  they  ni;iy  slip 
Beyond  the  town  and  take  a  private  dip; 
When  they  may  urge  that,  to  be  s;ife  they  mean. 
They've  heard  there's  danger  in  a  light  machine; 
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Tliey  too  cai  ^atis  move  the  quaj's  about. 
And  gatliRr  kind  replies  to  every  doubt; 
Tliere  th^y  a  pacing,  lounging  tribe  may  view, 
The  stranger  s  guides,  who've  little  else  to  do; 
The  IJorough's  placemen,  where  no  more  they  gua 
Than  keeps  them  idle,  civil,  poor,  and  vain. 
Then  may  the  poorest  with  the  wealthy  lcM)k 
On  ocean,  glorious  page  of  Nature's  book! 
May  see  its  varying  views  in  every  hour, 
All  softness  now,  then  rising  with  all  jKjwer, 
As  sleeping  to  invite,  or  threat  ning  to  devour: 
'Tis  this  which  gives  us  all  our  choicest  views; 
Its  waters  heal  us,  and  its  shores  amuse. 

See!  those  fair  nymphs  upon  tiiat  rising  strand, 
Yon  long  salt  lake  has  parted  from  the  laud; 
Well  pleased  to  press  tiiat  path,  so  clean,  so  jnire, 
To  seem  in  danger,  yet  to  feel  .secure; 
Trirting  with  terror,  while  they  strive  to  shun 
The  curling  billows;  laiigiiing  as  tliey  run; 
They  know  the  neck  tiiat  joins  the  shore  and  sea, 
Or,  ah!  how  changed  that  fearless  laugh  would  be. 

Observe  how  various  Parties  take  their  way, 
By  sea-side  walks,  or  make  the  sand-hills  gay; 
There  group'd  are  laughing  maids  and  sighing  «waiiu 
Aud  some  apart  who  feel  unpitied  pains; 
Pains  from  dise:ises,  pains  which  those  who  feei, 
To  the  physicia:i   not  the  fair,  reveal; 
For  nymphs  ([n-opitious  to  tlie  lovers  sigh) 
Leave  these  poor  patients  to  complain  and  die. 
Lol  where  on  that  iiuge  anchor  sadly  leiuis 
That  sick  tall  figure,  lost  in  other  scenes; 
He  late  from  India  s  clime  nniiatient  .sail'd 
There,  as  his  fortune  grew,  his  spirits  fail'd; 
For  each  delight,  in  search  of  wealtM  lie  went, 
For  ease  alone,  tiio  wealth  :u;|uired  is  spent — 
And  spent  in  vain;  enrich'd,  aggrieved,  he  sees 
The  envied  poor  possess  d  of  joy  and  ease: 
And  now  he  Hies  from  place  to  place,  to  gain 
Strength  for  enjoyment,  and  still  Hies  in  vain: 
Mark!  with  what  sadness,  of  that  ii)e;isant  crew, 
Boist'rous  in  mirth,  he  takes  a  transient  view; 
And  fi-ring  then  his  eye  upon  the  sea, 
Thinks  what  h:is  been  anil  wli:it  must  shortly  bat 
Is  it  not  strange  that  man  should  health  destroy, 
For  joys  tint  come  when  he  is  dead  ti>  joy? 

Now  is  it  pleasant  in  the  Siimmer-eve, 
When  a  broad  shore  retiring  waters  leave. 
Awhile  to  wait  upon  the  tirm  fan-  sand, 
VVheu  all  \s  caim  at  mm.  ail  <till  at  luud: 
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Aiii!  tlicrc  tlie  ocean V  |>ro< It icfl  to  explore. 
As  (loutiiip;  by,  or  rolling;  on  the  shore; 
I'hose  livin{»  jt'llii'K  wliirh  tlif  fit'sli  inflame, 
FiiTcc  iu«  a  nettle,  aipl  iVoni  tli;it  its  name; 
Siuie  in  huge  ni:i'->'<.'S,  mudc  tliit  von  inay  bring 
III  the  small  conipas-.  oC  a  lailyV  riiifj; 
Fifrurc'l  by  Imiiil  <liviiie — there's  not  ii  gem 
W'roiigiit  by  man's  ail  r«  !«•  coiiijMired  to  them; 
Soft,  i>riliiaiit.  tender.  tlirou;:h  the  wave  they  glow, 
And  make  the  mooiilieaiii  bri;:liter  where  tiiey  flow 
Involved  in  sen-wrack.  In-re  yon  Knd  a  race, 
Which  .science  ilonbtiii^.  kin-ws  imt  where  to  ]>litoe. 
On  shell  or  stone  i>  dri>|ip<l  the  embryo-seed, 
And  quickly  ve«ietati's  a  vital  bn-vd. 

While  thus  with  pleasinu'  wonder  you  inspect 
Treiusurcs  the  vnl;;ar  in  their  M.-orn  reject, 
See  as  tliey  float  alonj;  th"  ei. tangled  weeds 
Slowly  a|iproach,  nplKirnc  on  bladdery  l)end8; 
Wait  till  they  land,  and  you  shall  then  behold 
The  Hery  sparks  those  tangled  (Vuiids  nnlold, 
Myriads  of  living  points;  the  unaided  eye 
Can  but  the  Are  and  not  the  form  descry. 
And  now  our  view  uik)ii  the  ix;ean  turn 
And  there  the  siileiidour  of  the  waves  discern; 
Cast  l)ut  a  j^oiie.  or  >trike  them  with  an  oar, 
And  you  shall  flames  within  the  dee])  explore; 
Or  scoop  the  stream  jiho-phoric  as  you  stand, 
And  the  cold  flames  >ball  flash  along  your  hand; 
When,  lost  in  woinler.  you  shall  walk  and  gaze 
On  weeds  that  sparkle,  and  on  waves  that  blaiM. 

The  ocean  tiM>  has  \\iiiter-view.i  serene. 
When  all  you  see  through  deii.sest  tog  is  seen; 
Wlien  you  can  hear  the  tishers  near  at  hand 
Distinctly  speak,  yet  see  not  where  they  stand; 
Dr  sometimes  them  and  not  their  Iwat  discern, 
Or  hair-conceal'd  some  figure  at  the  stern; 
The  view's  all  bounded,  and  from  side  to  side 
Your  utmost  prospect  but  a  few  ells  wide; 
Boys  who,  on  shore  to  see  the  pebble  cast. 
Will  hear  it  strike  against  the  viewless  mast: 
While  the  stern  boatman  gi-owls  his  tierce  disdain 
At  whom  he  knows  not,  whom  he  tlireats  in  vain, 

'Tis  pleasant  then  to  view  the  nets  float  past, 
Net  after  net  till  you  have  seen  the  last ; 
And  as  you  wait  till  all  beyond  you  slip, 
A  boat  conies  gliding  from  an  anchor'd  ship, 
Breftkiug  the  silence  with  the  dipping  oar, 
Ajid  Uieir  own  tones  as  labouring  for  the  sliore; 
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I'!iii-i'  iiiLMsiireil  tones  wliicl)  with  tlie  scene  agi  je, 
An<l  <;ive  m  smlness  to  serenity. 

All  >cenes  like  tlieie  the  tenrler  Maid  sliould  shua, 
Nor  to  a  misty  heach  in  autumn  run; 
Much  should  she  jiuard  aj^ainst  the  evening;  cold, 
And  iier  slij;lit  shape  with  lleecy  warintii  infold; 
Tliis  she  admits,  hut  not  with  so  much  e;ise 
Gives  up  the  ni;;ht-walk  when  th'  attend*ants  phrase: 
Her  have  I  seen,  pale,  vapour'd  throufjli  tiie  day 
Witii  crowded  parties  at  the  niidni<;ht  jilay; 
Faint  in  tlie  morn,  no  powers  couhl  siie  exert; 
At  night  with  I'am  deli;^hted  an<l  alert: 
In  a  small  shop  she's  raffled  with  a  crowd. 
Brjath'o  the  thick  air,  and  cough'd  iuid  hui^h  d  alc-d- 
SI  e  who  will  tremhle  if  her  eye  explore 
"  The  smallest  monstrous  mouse  that  cree[)s  on  floor;* 
Whom  the  kind  doctor  cliarired  with  sliakiug  liuad, 
At  early  liour  to  quit  the  heaux  for  hed; 
She  h:is.  contemning  fear,  j^oiie  down  the  dance 
Till  .she  perceived  the  rosy  morn  ;iilvance; 
Then  ha.i  she  wonderd,  laintinj;  o'er  her  tea, 
Her  drojis  and  julep  should  so  u.«eless  be: 
Ah!  sure  her  joys  nnist  ravish  every  sense, 
Who  buys  a  portion  at  such  vast  expense. 

Amon"  those  joys,  'tis  one  at  eve  to  sail 
On  the  broiid  river  with  a  favourite  gale; 
When  no  rough  w:ives  upon  the  bosom  ride, 
But  the  keel  cuts,  nor  rises  on  the  tide; 
Safe  from  the  stream  the  nearer  gunwale  stands, 
Wliere  playful  children  trail  their  idle  hands: 
Or  strive  to  catch  long  grassy  leaves  that  float 
On  either  side  of  the  impeded  boat; 
What  time  the  moon  arising  shows  the  mud, 
A  shining  border  to  the  silver  Hood. 
When,  by  her  dubious  light,  the  meanest  views. 
Chalk,  stones,  and  stakes,  obtain  the  richest  hues 
\.nd  when  the  cattle,  as  tiiey  gazing  stand, 
Seem  nobler  objects  than  when  view'd  from  laud: 
Then  anchor'd  vessels  in  the  way  appear, 
And  sea-boys  greet  them  as  they  pass — "  What  cheerf 
The  sleeping  shell-ducks  at  the  sound  arise, 
And  utter  loud  their  unharmonious  cries; 
Fluttering  they  move  their  weedy  beds  among, 
Or  instant  diving,  hide  their  plunieless  young. 

Along  the  Wall,  returning  from  the  town, 
The  wearj'  rustic  homeward  wanders  down; 
Who  stops  and  gazes  at  such  joyous  crew, 
And  feels  his  envy  rising  at  the  view; 
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H'-  t'«'  liu'iit  s|icecli  and  laugh  indignant  hears, 

\iiil  \>-f\s  more  press'd  hy  want,  more  vex'd  by  fean> 

A  III  ;;o  ill  peace,  xood  fellow,  to  tliine  home. 
Nor  ('.iiiry  these  escape  the  general  doom; 
ti;iy  MS  tliey  seem,  be  »ure  with  them  are  hearts 
With  soriiiw  tried:  there's  sj\diiess  in  tlioir  p:irta: 
\f  thou  conldst  MM-  tluiii  when  they  think  alone, 
Mirtii.  mii>ir,  IVieiid^.  mid  tliex-  :iiiiuscinenl8  gon«{ 
Couidst  tiioii  discovvr  every  secret  ill 
That  |niii*  their  siiirit,  or  resists  tiicir  will; 
ConhUt  thou  N'liuKl  lorsakeii  I^>ve"s  distress 
Or  Kiivy  s  paii^  at  glory  niid  success. 
Or  Beauty.  coii!<cious  of  the  spoils  of  Time, 
Or  Guilt  ulann'd  when  Memory  shows  the  crime; 
All  that  >;ives  sorrow,  terntr.  grief,  and  gloom; 
Content  wmihl  cheer  thee  trudging  to  thine  honML 

There  are,  "tis  true,  who  lay  tlieir  Ciiies  aside, 
And  bid  ^ome  hours  i:i  calm  enjoyment  glide; 
Peruhuiiee  some  fair-one  to  the  sol>er  night 
Atlds  (by  the  sweetness  of  her  song)  delight; 
And  as  the  nuisic  on  the  water  H<jats, 
Some  JKii'ler  shore  returns  the  softeu'd  notes, 
Then,  youth,  Ix-ware,  for  all  arouiwl  conspire 
To  l):inish  caution  and  to  wake  desire; 
The  d:iy  s  amus^-ment.  feasting,  beauty,  wine, 
These  accents  sweet  and  this  st)ft  hour  combine, 
When  most  unguarded,  then  to  win  that  heart  of  thlBAt 
But  see.  they  land!  the  fond  cnchaiirment  Hies. 
And  in  its  |>iace  life  s  common  views  arise. 

S<imetimes  a  I'arty  row'd  from  town,  will  land 
On  a  small  islet  form'd  of  shelly  sand. 
Left  by  the  water  when  the  tides  are  low. 
But  which  the  IKkkIs  in  their  n'turn  o'errtow: 
'I'iuTc  will  tliey  ;uichor.  pleaded  awhile  to  view 
The  watery  w.a>te,  a  prosju-ct  wild  and  new; 
The  now  receding  billows  gave  them  space. 
On  eitiier  sicle  the  grt)wing  shores  to  pace; 
And  then  returning,  they  contract  the  scene, 
1  ill  small  and  smaller  grows  the  walk  between; 
As  sea  to  sea  approaches,  shore  to  shores. 
Till  the  next  ebb  the  sandy  isle  restores. 

Then  what  alarm!  what  danger  and  dismay, 
If  all  their  trust,  their  boat  should  drift  away: 
And  once  it  happen'd — Gay  the  friends  advanced, 
TLey  walk'd,  they  ran,  they  play'd,  they  sang,  thaj 

danced ; 
The  unis  were  boiling,  and  the  cups  went  round. 
And  not  a  grave  or  thoughtful  face  was  found 
KK  2 
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Oil  tlin  hrigiit  saixl  tln'y  trod  witli  rnmMe  foet, 
Dry  shelly  snnd  tlint  inmle  the  suininer-seat ; 
The  wonflcrinj;  mows  Hew  (liittering  o'er  the  head 
And  waves  ran  softly  up  their  shiiiiiir;  bed. 

Some  '"orm'd  a  jrirty  from  the  rest  tc  stray, 
Pleasol  to  collect  the  trifles  in  their  way; 
These  to  bchoM  they  call  their  friends  around, 
No  friends  can  h<-nr,  or  hear  another  sound, 
Alarm "d,  they  liasten,  yet  fierceive  not  why, 
But  catch  the  fear  that  quickens  as  tiiey  fly. 

For  k'  I  u  la<Iy  sage,  wlio  paced  the  sand 
With  her  i;i'r  cliiMren.  one  in  either  hand, 
Intent  oi   i;omc.  had  turn'd,  and  saw  the  boat 
Slipp"d  from  hor  moorings,  and  now  far  afloat; 
She  gazed,  she  trembled,  and  though  faiiit  her  \tall, 
It  seem'd,  like  thunder,  to  confound  them  all. 
Their  sailor-guides,  the  boatman  and  his  mate, 
Had  drank,  and  slept  regardless  of  their  state; 
"  Aw.'ike."  tiiey  cried  aloud!  "  Alarm  the  shore! 
Shout  all.  or  never  shall  wo  reach  it  morel" 
Alas!  no  shout  the  distant  land  can  reach, 
Nor  eye  behold  them  from  the  fo^'gy  beach: 
Again  they  join  in  one  louil  powerful  cry. 
Then  cease,  and  eager  listen  for  reply; 
None  came — the  rising  wind  blew  sadly  by: 
Tljay  shout  once  more,  and  then  they  turn  aside, 
To  see  now  quickly  flow  d  the  coming  tide; 
Between  each  cry  they  find  the  waters  steal 
On  their  strange  prison,  and  new  horrors  feel; 
Foot  after  foot  on  the  contnictcd  ground 
The  billows  fall,  and  dreadful  is  the  sound; 
Less  and  yet  less  the  sinking  isle  became. 
And  there  was  w.ailing,  weeping,  wrath,  and  blamft 

Had  one  been  there,  with  s|>irit  strong  and  high 
Who  could  observe,  as  he  i)repared  to  die, 
He  might  h.ave  seen  of  hearts  the  varying  kind. 
And  traced  the  mo»ement  of  each  different  mind 
He  might  have  seen,  that  not  the  gentle  maid 
Was  more  than  stern  and  haughty  m.an  afraid; 
Such,  calmly  grieving,  will  iheir  fears  suppress, 
And  silent  prayers  to  Mercy's  throne  address; 
*Vbile  fiercer  minds,  impatient,  angry,  loud, 
Force  tlieir  vain  grief  on  the  reluctant  crowd: 
The  party's  patron,  sorely  sighing,  cried, 
*  Why  should  you  urge  me?   I  at  first  denied." 
Fiercely  they  answer'd,  "  Why  will  you  comp^aia 
Who  saw  no  danger,  or  was  warn'd  in  vain?" 
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\  f('\v  cssayfl  the  trouhTed  soul  to  calm. 
Bill  ilivinl  pivvail'd,  and  atifjiiisli  ami  alnmi. 

Now  rose  tlie  wator  tiin>u<jli  tlie  lessoiiiiifr  sand, 
Ami  tliey  seem  d  sinkiiij;  wliilt;  tlicy  yot  roiild  stand 
The  sun  went  down,  they  look'd  (Vom  side  to  side, 
Ncr  auf^ht  except  the  gatherinsr  sea  deserii'd: 
Dark  and  more  dark,  more  wet,  more  cohl  it  grew, 
And  the  nio<t  lively  hade  to  l)0|>e  adieu; 
Childicii.  l>y  love  t'jen  lifted  tVrim  the  seas. 
Felt  ii'it  tiie  waters  at  the  parents'  knees, 
Bnt  wept  aloud:  the  wind  iii('reas«-d  the  sound, 
And  the  cold  l)illows  as  they  liroke  around. 

"  Once  more,  yet  once  ajrain,  witli  all  our  strength, 
Cry  to  the  land — we  may  he  heard  at  lenpth." 
Vain  hope  if  yet  unseen!  hut  hark!  an  oar, 
'J'liat  sound  of  hliss!  comes  dashing  to  their  shore; 
Still,  still  the  water  rises,  "  Haste!"  they  err, 
"  Oil!  hurry,  seamen:  in  delay  we  die:'" 
(Seamen  were  these,  who  in  their  ship  perceived 
Tbe  drifted  hoat.  and  thus  her  crew  relieved.) 
And  now  the  keel  just  cuts  the  coverM  .'•and, 
Now  to  the  gunwale  stretches  every  hand: 
With  tremliliiig  pleasure  all  eoufu.sed  euihark, 
And  kiss  the  tackling  of  their  welcome  ark; 
While  the  mos',  gi'ldy,  as  they  reach  the  ahoni, 
Tttiuk  of  their  iuu^r  and  their  Goo  adore. 
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Desire  ff  C:>untrT  Geiitlpmon  for  Town  Associntions  — Bot^ 
elulis — Too  much  of  l.iterai.v  Character  ex prt-lcd  from  them— 
Litiraiy  ConviTs.ition  prevented:  by  Fi-a-itinj;:  by  Cards  — 
G.ir.d,  notwithstanding,  results  —  Ca'rd-cliih  wth  Kagernes* 
reported  to  — Phiyers— Umpires  at  the  Whist  Table — Petn- 
lanees  of  Temper  there  discovered— Free-and-easy  Club:  not 
piTlectly  easy  or  free — Freedom,  how  interrupted  —  The 
superior  Member— Termination  of  the  Kvening —  Drinking 
and  Smokinn  Clubs — The  Midnight  Conversation  of  the  de- 
laying Members — Society  of  the  Poorer  Inhabitants:  its  Use: 
eives  Pride  and  Consequence  to  the  humble  Character  — 
Pleasant  Ilabitations  of  the  frugal  Poor— Sailor  returning  to 
his  Family  —  Freemasons'  Club — The  Mystery — What  ita 
Origin— Its  professed  Advantages — Griggs  and  Gregorians^ 
A  Kind  of  Ma,sous — Keflections  on  these  various  Societies. 


You  say  you  envy  in  your  calm  retreat 
Our  social  Meetings; — 'tis  with  joy  we  meet: 
In  these  our  parties  you  are  pleased  to  Hnd 
Good  sense  and  wit,  with  intercourse  of  mind; 
Composed  of  men,  who  read,  reflect,  and  write, 
Who,  wlien  tiiey  meet,  must  yield  and  share  delight: 
To  you  our  Book-<:lub  lias  peculiar  charm, 
For  wliioli  you  sicken  in  your  c^uiet  farm: 
Here  you  suppose  us  at  our  leisure  placed, 
Enjo^-inu;  freedom,  and  displaying  taste; 
With  wisdom  cheerful,  temperately  gay, 
Pleased  to  enjoy,  and  willing  to  display. 
.     If  thus  your  envy  gives  your  ease  its  gloom, 
Give  wings  to  fancy,  and  among  us  come. 
We're  now  assembled;  you  may  soon  attend— 
I'll  introduce  you — "  Gentlemen,  my  friend." 

"  Now  are  you  happy?  you  have  pass'd  a  night 
In  gay  discourse,  and  rational  delight.  " 

"  Alas!  not  so:  for  how  can  mort;xls  think, 
Or  thoughts  exchange,  if  thus  they  cat  and  driaky 
No!  I  confess,  when  we  had  fairly  dined, 
That  was  no  time  for  intercourse  of  mind; 
There  was  each  dish  prepared  with  skill  t'  inrita 
And  to  detain  the  struggling  appetite; 
On  such  occasions  minds  with  one  consent 
Axe  to  the  comforts  of  the  body  lent,* 
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Thsre  wiis  no  pause--tlie  wiiu'  wcnl  quickly  round 
Till  stnij^gliiig  Fancy  was  by  Baccliub  IxjuikI; 
'Aiiic  i^  to  wit  as  w:iter  thrown  on  Hrc, 
By  'inly  sprinkling  Ix.tli  are  niisvd  the  hi<rher: 
Tims  largely  dciilt.  the  vivid  hlaze  they  choke, 
An.l  nil  the  genial  Hame  goes  oil'  in  smoke.  ' 

"  But  when  no  mora  yonr  hoards  these  loads  contain, 
Wben  wine  no  more  o'erwhclms  the  lahourinj^  braia, 
Hut  serves,  a  gentle  stimulus;  we  knf>w 
How  wit  must  si.arkle,  and  how  fancy  flow.' 

It  mi;;lit  be  so.  but  no  such  club  days  come; 
We  always  find  these  damjiers  in  tiie  room: 
II  to  converse  wimc  ail  tiiat  lnought  us  liere, 
A  lew  odd  ni.Mnl.ers  w.aild  in  turn  appear; 
Who  dwellins:  ni:4h.  would  saunter  in  and  out, 
Ocrlook  the  li>t.  and  loss  the  books  about; 
Or  yawning  rea.l  tluan.  walking  up  and  down, 
Ju>t  as  the  loungers  in  the  shops  m  town; 
Till  fancving  not  ing  would  their  minds  amuse. 
They'd  iiu>h  them  by,  and  go  in  search  of  new*, 

ii'ut  our  attrattions  are  a  stronger  sort, 
The  earlie.st  <laiiiti.'.i  and  the  «ildpst  i>ort: 

All  enter  them  with  glee  in  every  look 
And  not  a  member  thinks  about  a  book. 

Still,  let  me  own,  there  are  some  vacant  hc.irs, 

When  minds  might  work,  and  men  exert  their  power* 

Kre  wine  to  folly  spm-s  the  gidily  guest, 

But  gives  to  wit  it-  vigour  and  its  /est; 

Then  might  we  reason,  nn.ulit  in  turn  display 

(Jur  several  talents,  and  be  wi>ely  gay; 

We  might — but  who  a  tame  discourse  regards, 

When  Whist  is  named,  and  we  behol.l  the  Cards? 
We  from  that  time  are  neither  grave  n(.r  gay; 

Our  thought,  our  care,  our  business  is  to  play: 

Fix'd  on  these  spots  and  figures,  each  attends 

Much  to  his  partners,  nothing  to  his  friends. 

Our  public  cares,  the  long,  the  warm  debate, 

That  kept  our  jiatriots  from  their  beds  so  late; 

War,  peace,  invasion,  all  we  hope  or  drejid. 

Vanish  like  dreams  when  men  forsake  their  bed; 

Vud  groaning  nations  and  contending  kings 

Are  all  forgotten  for  these  painted  things: 

Paper  and  paste,  vile  figures  and  iioor  spots. 

Level  all  minds,  philosophers  and  .sots: 

And  give  an  equal  spirit,  pause,  and  force, 

Join'd  with  peculiar  diction,  to  discourse: 

"Who  deals?— you  led— we're  three  by  cards— had  70B 

Honour  in  hand?  "— "  Upon  my  honour  twa" 
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Umir  alter  liour,  men  thus  contending  sit, 
Of;ivc  without  sense,  and  pointed  without  wit. 

Thus  it  appears  these  envied  Ciuhs  possess 
No  certain  means  of  social  happiness; 
Vet  tliere's  a  good  that  flows  from  scenes  like  thcM   ■ 
Man  meets  with  man  at  leisure  and  at  ease; 
We  to  our  neighbours  and  our  equals  come, 
An''  rub  off"  pride  that  man  contracts  at  home; 
lor  there,  admitted  master,  he  is  prone 
To  claim  attention  and  to  talk  alone: 
But  here  lie  meets  with  neither  son  nor  spouse; 
No  liUmble  cousin  to  his  bidding  bows; 
To  his  raised  voice  bis  neighitours'  voices  rise, 
To  his  high  look  as  lofty  look  replies; 
When  much  he  sjjeaks.  he  Hn<ls  that  ears  are  closed, 
And  certain  signs  inform  him  when  he's  prosed; 
Here  all  tbe  value  of  a  listener  know, 
And  claim,  in  turn,  the  favour  they  bestow. 

No  i)leasure  gives  the  speech,  when  all  would  si)eak 
And  all  in  vain  a  civil  hearer  seek. 
To  chance  alone  we  owe  the  free  discourse. 
In  vain  you  purpose  what  you  cannot  force; 
'T  is  when  tlie  favourite  themes  unbidden  spring. 
That  fancy  soars  with  sucli  unwearied  wing; 
Then  may  you  call  in  aid  the  moderate  glass, 
But  let  it  slowly  and  unprompted  pass; 
So  sliall  there  all  tilings  for  the  end  unite. 
And  give  that  hour  of  rational  delight. 

Men  to  their  Clubs  repair,  themselves  to  please. 
To  care  for  nothing,  and  to  take  their  ease; 
In  fact,  for  play,  for  wine,  for  news  they  come: 
Discourse  is  shared  with  friends  or  found  at  home. 


But  Cards  with  Books  are  incidental  things; 
We've  nights  devoted  to  these  queens  and  kings; 
Then  if  we  choose  the  social  game,  we  may; 
Now  'tis  a  duty,  and  we're  bound  to  jilay; 
^^or  ever  meeting  of  the  social  kind 
Was  more  engaging,  yet  had  less  of  mind. 

Our  eager  parties,  when  the  lunar  light 
Throws  its  full  radiance  on  the  festive  night. 
Of  either  sex,  with  punctual  hurry  come. 
And  fill,  with  one  accord,  an  ample  room. 
Pleased,  the  fresh  jjacks  on  cloth  of  green  they  aac^ 
And  seizing,  handle  with  preluding  glee; 
TLey  draw,  they  sit,  they  shuffle,  cut  and  deal; 
Like  D'ieuds  as.sembled,  but  like  foes  to  feel: 
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But  yet  not  all, — a  hapiMcr  fow  have  joys 

Of  inero  amiisLMnent,  ami  tlicir  cinls  are  toys; 

No  skill  nor  art,  nor  fretful  hoi)Cs  have  they, 

But  while  tlieir  friends  are  gaining,  laugli  and  p>iy 

CHhers  there  are,  the  vetenins  of  the  game, 
Who  owe  their  pleasure  to  their  envied  fame; 
Through  many  a  year,  with  hard-contested  strife, 
Have  they  atuin'd  this  glory  of  their  life: 
Such  h  that  anciout  hurgess,  whom  in  vain 
Would  gout  au<l  fever  on  his  couch  detain: 
And  tiiat  large  laily,  who  resolves  to  come. 
Though  a  first  fit  has  warn'd  her  of  her  doom! 
Those  are  ivs  oracles:  in  every  cause 
They  settle  douhts,  aud  their  decrees  are  laws, 
But  all  arc  trouhieil.  wluii.  with  iluhious  look, 
Diana  ijuestions  wh:it  A|>ollo  8i><>ke. 

Here  avarice  Mr<t,  the  keen  desire  of  gain. 
Rules  in  each  luMrt.  and  works  in  c%-cry  hniini 
Alike  tlie  vetornu  ■lames  iin>l  vir^'iiis  feel. 
Nor  care  wh:it  i,'i<'y  hi-ard"  or  what  striplings  deal; 
Sex,  age,  and  st:ition.  vaiii-h  from  their  view. 
Ami  gold,  their  sov'reign  giKwl,  the  niingleil  crowd  punoi 

Hence  they  are  Jealnus.  ami  as  rivals  keep 
A  watchful  eye  on  the  lielovcd  heap; 
Meantime  discretion  hids  tlie  tongiie  be  still, 
And  mild  good-hum.iur  strives  with  strong  ill-will; 
Till  prudence  fails;  when,  all  impitient  grown. 
They  make  their  grief,  hy  their  suspicions,  known. 

"  Sir,  1  protect,  were  doh  himself  at  play. 
He'd  rave  to  sec  you  tnrow  your  carls  aw.iy. 
Not  that  I  care  a  button — not  n  pin 
For  whit  I  lo.se:  but  we  li:id  cards  to  win: 
A  saint  in  heiven  wuuid  grieve  t<H>  ■<«€  suc'i  hin-l 
Cut  up  hy  one  who  will  not  luiderstHud." 

"  Complain  of  me  I  ami  so  you  might  in  Khj"!, 
If  I  h:i  I  ventured  on  tint  f.M)lish  le:iil. 
That  fital  heart— hut  I  forgot  your  [il.iy— 
Some  folk  have  ever  tliiMwn  tlieir  hearts  iway  " 

"  Yes.  and  their  <li:iinonds:   I  Inve  he  mi  of  Olia 
Who  m:i  le  a  beggar  of  m  only  «in." 

"  Better  a  heggir.  thui  t>i  see  him  tii-d 
To  art  :iiid  >pite.  to  in-uience  ami  priile."' 

"  Sir   were  I  von    I  d  strive  to  lie  iwilite. 
Against  my  nature,  for  a  single  night." 

"  So  di<l  you  strive,  and.  mail:icul  wun  succes* 
'  knew  no  being  we  coulil  censure  le>'«I 

Is  this  too  much?  ;ilas!  my  [le.iceful  mose 
C»unot  with  h.Uf  their  virulence  aliuse 
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And  hark!  at  other  tnlik's  discord  rcijjiis, 
With  feign'd  coiitenifit  for  losses  and  for  ;^ins; 
I'assions  awhile  are  bridled;  then  they  rage, 
In  waspish  youth,  and  in  resentful  age; 
With  scraps  of  insult — "  Sir,  when  next  you  plaf 
ReHcct  wliose  money  't  is  you  throw  away. 
No  ore  on  earth  can  less  such  things  regard, 
But  v/hen  one's  partiier  doesn't  know  a  card— 
I  scorn  susjiicinn,  ma  am,  but  while  you  stand 
Behind  tliat  lady,  pray  keep  down  your  hand." 

"  Good  lieav'n,  revoke !  remember,  if  the  aet 
Be  lost,  in  honour  yon  should  pay  the  debt." 

"  There,  there's  your  money;  but,  while  I  hav«  lift 
I'll  never  more  sit  down  with  man  and  wife; 
They  snap  and  snarl  indeed,  but  in  the  heat 
Of  all  their  spleen,  their  understandings  meet 
They  are  Freemasons,  and  have  many  a  sign, 
That  we,  poor  devilsl  never  can  divine: 
May  it  be  told,  do  ye  divide  th'  amount, 
Or  goes  it  all  to  family  account?" 


Next  is  the  club,  where  to  their  friends  in  town, 
Our  country  neighbours  once  a  month  come  down; 
We  term  it  Free -and- F.<isy,  and  yet  we 
Find  it  no  easy  matter  to  be  free : 
Ev'n  ill  our  small  assembly,  friends  among, 
Are  minds  ])erverse,  there's  something  will  be  wro:ij^ 
Men  are  not  equal ;  some  will  claim  a  right 
To  be  the  kings  and  heroes  of  the  night; 
Will  their  own  favourite  themes  and  notions  Btarl, 
And  you  must  hear,  offend  them,  or  depart. 

There  comes  Sir  Thomas  from  his  village  seal, 
Happy,  he  tells  us,  all  his  friends  to  nieet; 
Ho  brings  the  ruin'd  brother  of  his  wife, 
Whom  he  supports,  and  makes  him  sick  of  life; 
A  ready  witness  whom  he  can  produce 
Of  all  Mm  deeds — a  butt  for  his  abuse; 
Soon  as  he  enters,  has  the  giiests  espied, 
Drawn  to  the  tire,  and  to  the  glass  applied — 
"  Well,  what's  the  sub-e't'"' — what  are  you  aboutf 
Tlie  news,  I  tt'ke  it — cone   I'll  help  you  out;" 
And  then,  without  one  answer  he  bestows 
Freely  upton  us  all  he  hciirs  and  knows; 
Gives  us  opinions,  tells  us  how  he  votes, 
Recites  the  speeches,  adds  tliem  to  bin  notes. 
And  gives  old  ill-told  tales  for  new-born  aiie<;dote«: 
Yet  cares  he  nothing  what  we  ju<lge  or  think, 
Oiir  only  duty  s  to  ati>  ud  ami  drink 
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At  ler.gth,  admoiiish'd  by  his  gout  ho  ends 
The  various  fpeech,  and  leaves  at  peace  his  friend*" 
But  now  alas!  we've  lost  the  plea.-aiit  hour, 
And  wisdom  (lies  from  wine  s  suju'rior  power. 
Wine,  like  the  rising  sun,  possession  gains. 
And  drives  the  mist  of  dullness  from  the  braini; 
The  gloomy  vapour  from  the  spirit  flies, 
And  views  of  gaiety  and  gladness  rise; 
Still  it  proceeds;  till  from  the  glowing  heat, 
The  prudent  calmly  to  their  shades  retreat:— 
Then  is  the  niiiul  o'erca-t— in  wordy  rage 
And  loud  contention  angry  men  engage; 
Then  spleen  and  pique,  like  fireworks  thrown  in  (pita 
To  mischief  turn  the  pleasures  of  the  night; 
Anger  abuses.  Malice  loudly  rails, 
Revenge  awakes,  and  Anarchy  prevails: 
Till  wine,  that  rais<'d  the  tempest,  makes  it  cjMft, 
And  maudlin  i.ov  insists  ..n  ir.tiant  i>eace; 
He,  noisy  mirth  and  roaring  song  commands 
Gives  idle  toasts,  and  joins  imfriendly  lian.ls: 
Till  fuddled  Friendship  vows  esteem  and  wi  pp». 
And  jovial  Folly  drinks  and  sings  and  slei-ps. 


A  Club  there  is  of  Smokers— Dixre  yon  come 
To  that  close,  clouded,  hot,  narcotic  room? 
When,  midnight  past,  the  very  candles  scimu 
Dying  for  air,  and  give  a  ghastly  gleam; 
When  curling  fumes  in  huy  wreaths  arise. 
And  prosing  topers  ruh  their  winking  eyes; 
AVIicn  the  long  tale,  rencwM  when  last  they  met. 
Is  spliced  anew,  and  is  unlinish  d  yet; 
When  hut  a  few  are  left  the  Imuse  to  lire, 
And  they  half-sleeping  hy  the  sleepy  tire; 
Evn  the  |ioor  ventilating  vane  that  tlew 
Of  late  so  fast,  is  now  grown  drowsy  tt>o; 
When  sweet,  cold,  clammy  punch  its  aid  Ixjstow*, 
Then  thus  the  mi<lnight  convers;ition  Hows. — 

"  Then,  ius  I  s:»id,  and — mind  me — as  I  s:iy. 
At  our  last  meeting— you  remenit)er  " — "  Ah?" 
"  Well,  very  well — then  freely  as  1  drink 
1  spoke  my  thought— you  take  me — what  I  'hink: 
And,  sir,  said  1,  if  I  a  freeman  he. 
It  is  my  hounden  duty  to  he  free." 

"  Ay,  there  you  posed  him :  1  respect  the  Chair, 
But  man  is  man,  although  the  mans  a  mavor; 
If  Muggins  live — no.  no! — if  Muggins  die, 
Hell  quit  his  office — neighbour,  shall  1  trvi"" 
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"  I'll  speak  my  mind,  for  liere  are  none  but  frienda: 
They're  ail  contending  for  their  private  ends; 
No  public  spirit — once  a  vote  would  bring, 
I  say  a  vote — was  then  a  pretty  thing; 
It  made  a  man  to  serve  his  country  and  his  king: 
But  for  that  place,  that  Muggins  mast  resign, 
You've  my  advice — 't  is  no  affair  of  mine." 


The  Poor  Man  ha^  In';  Club;  he  comes  and  spendj 
His  hoarded  pittance  with  his  chosen  friends; 
Nor  this  alone, — a  monthly  dole  he  pays. 
To  be  assisted  when  his  iiealth  decays; 
Some  part  his  jirudcnce  from  the  day's  supply, 
For  cares  and  troubles  in  his  age,  lays  by; 
The  printed  rules  he  guards  with  painteil  frame, 
And  shows  his  children  where  to  read  his  name: 
Th"s"  simple  words  his  honest  nature  move, 
That  bond  of  union  tied  by  laws  of  love; 
Tliis  is  his  pride,  it  gives  to  his  employ 
New  value,  to  his  home  another  joy; 
While  a  religious  hope  its  balm  applies 
For  all  his  fate  indicts,  and  all  his  state  denies. 

Much  would  it  please  you,  sometimes  to  explore 
The  peaceful  dwellings  of  our  Borough  poor; 
To  view  a  sailor  just  rctiwn'd  from  sea. 
His  wife  beside:  a  child  on  either  knee. 
And  others  crowding  near,  that  none  may  lose 
The  smallest  portion  of  the  welcome  news; 
What  dangers  passcl.  "  wiien  sca<  ran  mountains  hi^ 
When  tempests  raved,  and  horrors  veil'd  the  sky; 
When  prudence  faii'd.  when  courage  grew  disniay'd 
When  the  strong  fainti-d.  and  the  wicked  pray'd, — 
Then  in  the  yawning  gulf  far  >l<)wn  we  drove. 
And  gazed  upon  the  billowy  mount  above; 
Till  up  that  mountain,  swindling  with  the  gale, 
We  vi(Mv'd  the  horrors  of  the  watery  vale." 

The  trembling  children  look  with  stcdf:ist  eye§, 
And,  panting,  sob  involuntary  sighs: 
Soft  sleep  awhile  his  torpid  touch  delays, 
AjJd  all  is  joy  and  piety  anil  praise. 


Masons  are  ours,  Freenutsoni — but,  alas! 
To  their  own  bards  I  leave  the  mystic  clasg- 
[n  vain  shall  one,  and  not  a  gifted  man, 
Attempt  to. sing  of  this  enlighten'd  clan: 
I  know  no  Won!,  boast  no  directing  Sign, 
And  not  one  Token  of  the  race  is  mine; 
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Whetlier  with  Hiraiii,  that  wise  widows  sou, 
l^hoy  canif  Iroin  Tyre  to  roynl  Soioinon, 
Two  pillars  raisiiif;  by  their'skiil  profound, 
Boiiz  aiiJ  .lachin  tlironj;li  tlie  Last  rciiown'd: 
Whetlier  the  sacred  Bo<jks  their  rise  express,' 
Or  bo<ik8  prolkiic,  'tis  vain  lor  me  to  jjiiess: 
It  may  Iw,  lost  iit  date  remote  and  high, 
Thev  know  not  what  their  own  antiquity: 
ft  may  he,  ttxj,  derived  from  cause  so  low, 
1  hey  have  no  wish  their  ori;;in  to  show: 
If,  as  Crusaders,  they  comhined  to  wrest 
From  heathen  lords  the  laiid  they  long  i>os«eM'dj 
Or  were  at  Krst  some  liarnil<.>.8  elul>,  who  made 
Their  i.lle  meetings  wileiim  hy  parade; 
Is  but  conjecture— (or  the  U^k  unlit. 
Awe-struck  and  mute,  the  puzzling  theme  I  qnit: 
■^  et,  if  Mich  hiessings  from  their  <  hder  flow, 
We  should  he  glad  their  niunil  c.«ie  to  know; 
Trowels  of  silver  are  hut  simple  tliiug>i. 
And  Aprons  worthless  as  their  apronl.strings; 
But  if  indee<l  you  have  the  skill  to  teach 
A  social  spirit,  now  heyond  our  rc:ich: 
If  mans  warm  [.assi„ns  you  can  guide  and  bind. 
And  plant  the  virtues  in  the  wavward  mind; 
If  you  can  wake  to  Christian  love  the  heart,— 
In  mercy,  something  of  your  jtowers  impart. 

But,  as  it  se«Mns,  wc  AJasons  must  Ix-come 
To  know  the  .^xvi-et.  and  must  then  k-  dumb; 
And  as  we  ventine  for  uncertain  gains, 
Perhaps  the  profit  i-s  not  worth  the  pailis. 

When  Hn.ce,  that  dauntlos  traveller,  thought  he  stood 
Un  Nile  s  first  rise,  the  lountain  of  the  fJoo<l, 
And  dnuik  exulting  in  the  sacred  spring, 
The  critics  told  him  it  was  no  such  thing; 
That  springs  uimumherd  round  the  country  ran. 
But  no:>j  could  show  him  where  the  first  l)eg!in: 
So  might  we  feel,  should  wc  our  time  l)estow% 
To  gain  these  .^ecrets  and  these  .^igns  to  know- 
Might  question  still  if  all  the  truth  we  found, 
And  firmly  stood  upon  tlie  certain  ground; 
We  might  our  title  to  the  Mystery  dre.id,  ' 
An<l  lear  wc  drank  not  at  the  river-head.' 


Ortggs  .ind  Gifgorians  here  their  meeting  hold. 
Convivial  sects,  and  Bucks  alert  an.l  lx)ld; 
A  kind  of  Masons,  hit  without  their  sign': 
The  bonds  of  union— ple;uure,  song,  aird  wiae 

L  L 
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Ma;.,  a  gregarious  creature,  loves  to  fly 

Vliere  he  the  trackings  of  tlie  herd  can  spy; 

Still  to  be  one  witii  many  he  desires, 

Although  it  leads  him  throu;;h  tlie  tlioms  and  brien. 

A  few!  but  few  there  are,  who  in  the  mind 

Perpetual  source  of  consolation  find; 

The  weaker  many  to  the  world  will  come, 

For  comforts  seldom  to  be  found  from  home. 

When  the  faint  hands  no  more  a  brimmer  hold. 
When  flannel-wreaths  the  useless  limbs  infold, 
The  breath  impeded,  and  the  bosom  cold ; 
When  half  the  pillow'd  man  the  palsy  chains, 
And  tlie  blood  falters  in  the  bloated  veins, — 
Then,  as  our  friends  no  further  aid  supply 
Than  hope's  cold  phrase  and  courtesy's  soft  sigh, 
\\'e  should  that  comfort  for  ourselves  ensiure. 
Which  friends  could  not,  if  we  could  friends,  prtxrur& 

Early  in  life,  when  we  can  laugh  aloud. 
There's  something  pleasant  in  a  social  crowd, 
M'ho  laugh  with  us — but  will  such  joy  remain. 
When  we  lie  struggling  on  the  bed  of  pain? 
WTien  our  physician  tells  us  with  a  s.'gb. 
No  more  on  hope  and  science  to  rely, 
Life's  staff  is  useless  then;  with  labouring  breath 
We  pray  for  Hope  divine — the  staff  of  Death; — 
This  is  a  scene  which  few  companions  grace, 
And  where  the  heart's  first  favourites  yield  their  plaei 

Here  all  the  aid  of  man  to  man  must  end, 
Here  mounts  the  soul  to  hor  eternal  Friend; 
The  tenderest  love  must  here  its  ties  resign. 
And  give  tih'  aspiring  heart  to  love  divine. 

Men  feel  their  weakness,  and  to  numbers  run, 
Themselves  to  strengthen,  or  themselves  to  shoo; 
But  tliongh  to  this  our  weakness  may  be  protxt, 
Lk's  learii  to  l>ve  for  we  mu.-<t  die.  alone. 


LETTER  XL 


A  diffienlt  Stil^jpct  for  Pootry — Invocation  of  the  Muse — D« 
<criptitiii  of  the  priDoipal  Inn  and  tbo>e  of  the  Qrtt  C°1b(»— 
The  larijo  Jeserled  Tavern — Thuao  of  a  second  Ordet— Ihoi; 
Company — One  of  partii-iihir  Ucscription — A  lower  Kind  of 
Public- ttoiiaes  :  yet  distinguished  among  themselves — |{iiu'<es 
on  the  Quays  for  Sailors —  The  Greeu-Muu  :  ita  LamUordi 
and  the  Adventure  of  his  Marriage,  Sto. 


Much  do  I  need,  and  therefore  w  ill  T  ask, 

A  Muse  to  aid  me  iii  my  present  t:isk; 

For  tliem  witL  s|>ecial  cause  we  l)e;r  for  aid, 

^\  hen  of  our  subject  we  are  most  afmid: 

Inns  are  this  sulycct — 'tis  an  ill  drawn  lot, 

S),  tliou  whii  gravely  trillest,  fail  me  not; 

Fail  not,  but  h;i>te,  ami  to  my  memory  lirinj; 

Scenes  yet  tinsniiLr,  which  few  would  clu«>se  to  .«injt: 

Thou  m;i(lVt  :i  >hiiling  splendid;  thou  ha.-t  throwu 

On  humlile  themes  the  graces  all  thine  own; 

By  thee  the  Mis-trcss  of  a  Villivge-school 

Became  a  (pieen  enthroned  u|>fin  her  stiMil; 

And  far  beyond  the  rest  thou  gav'st  to  shine 

Belinda's  i.ock — that  deathless  work  was  thine. 

Come,  leml  thy  cheerful  lig'it.  ami  give  to  ph-ase. 
These  seats  of  revelry,  these  scenes  >f  ease 
Who  sings  ol   Inns  much  danger  has  to  drend, 
And  uee<ls  assistance  from  the  fountain-heail. 

High  in  the  street,  o'erlooking  all  the  place, 
Tlie  ram|)aut  Lion  shows  his  kingly  face; 
His  anipKjaws  extend  from  si<le  to  side. 
His  eyes  are  glaring,  and  his  nostrils  wide- 
In  silver  shag  the  sovereign  form  is  dress  d. 
>  mane  horritic  sweeps  liis  ample  chest: 
,late  with  pride,  he  seems  t'  assert  his  reign 
ind  stuids  the  glory  of  his  wide  domain. 

Yet  nothing  dreadful  to  his  friends  the  sight, 
But  sign  ami  pledge  of  welcome  and  delight; 
To  him  the  noblest  guest  the  town  detains 
Flies  for  rejiast,  and  in  his  court  remains; 
Him  too  the  crowd  wth  longing  looks  admire. 
Sigh  for  his  Joys,  and  mo<lestly  retire; 
Here  not  a  comfort  shall  t<i  them  be  lost 
Who  never  .ask  or  nevei-  feel  the  cost. 

L  L  a 
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The  nm]ile  yards  on  eitlier  si<Ic  wntain 
Buildings  where  order  and  ilistinclion  reign? 
The  splendid  carriage  of  the  wealthier  piiest, 
The  really  chaise  and  driver  smartly  drc»s"d; 
Whiskeys  and  gigs  and  curricles  are  there, 
And  high-fed  pranccrs  many  a  raw-honed  pur. 
On  all  without  a  lordly  host  sustains 
Tiie  care  of  empire,  and  ohscrvant  reigns; 
The  parting  giiest  beholds  him  at  liis  side, 
With  y)()in[)  obsequious,  bending  in  his  pride; 
Ronr.i  all  llie  place  his  eyes  all  objects  meet, 
Attentive,  silent,  civil,  and  discreet. 
O'er  all  within  the  lady- hostess  rules, 
Her  bar  she  governs,  and  her  kitchen  schools; 
To  every  guest  th'  appropriate  sj>eech  is  made, 
And  every  duty  with  distinction  paid: 
Respectful,  easy,  pleasant,  or  polite — 
"  Your  honours  ser\'ant  " — "  Mister  Smith,  goovi  night* 

Next,  but  not  near,  yet  lionourd  tlirough  the  town, 
There  swing,  incongruous  pair!  the  Bear  and  Crown? 
That  Crown  suspended  gems  and  ribands  deck, 
A  golden  chain  hangs  o  cr  that  furry  neck  : 
Unlike  the  nobler  be.-ist,  the  Bear  is  bound. 
And  with  the  Crown  .so  near  him.  scowls  uncrown'd; 
Less  his  dominion,  but  alert  are  all 
Without,  within,  and  ready  for  the  call; 
Smart  lads  and  light  run  nimbly  here  and  there, 
Nor  for  neglected  duties  mourns  the  Bear. 

To  his  retreats,  on  the  Election-day, 
The  .osing  party  found  their  silent  way; 
There  they  partook  of  each  consoling  good. 
Like  him  uncrownd,  like  him  in  sullen  inoo<l — 
Threat'ning,  but  bound. —  Here  meet  a  social  kind. 
Our  various  clubs  for  various  cau.se  combined; 
Nor  has  he  pride,  but  thankful  takes  as  gain 
The  dew-drops  shaken  from  the  Lion's  mane: 
A  thriving  coujile  here  their  skill  display, 
And  share  the  profits  of  no  vulgar  iway. 
Third  in  our  Boroughs  list  ap|)e.irs  the  sign 
Of  a  fair  queen— the  gracious  Caroline; 
But  in  decay — each  feature  in  the  face 
Has  stain  of  Time,  and  token  of  disgrace. 
The  stomi  of  winter,  and  the  summer-sun. 
Have  on  that  form  their  equal  mischief  done; 
The  featm-es  now  are  all  disfigured  seen. 
And  not  one  charm  adorns  th'  insulted  qneon- 
To  this  poor  lace  was  never  paint  .applied, 
Th'  un«eemh  work  of  cniel  Time  to  hide; 


Here  we  may  rightly  such  neglect  u,»biai<i. 
Puint  i)!i  such  faces  is  by  prudence  hiid. 
Large  the  domain,  but  all  within  combine 
To  correspond  with  the  dishonour'd  sign; 
And  all  around  dilapidates;  you  call — 
But  nunc  re])lies — they're  inattentive  all : 
At  liMiu'th  a  ruiii'd  stable  holds  your  steed, 
While  you  through  large  and  dirty  ro<jins  j.roceed, 
Spacious  and  cold:  a  proof  they  ouce  had  been 
In  hotiour, — now  magnificently  mean; 
Till  in  some  small  half-furnish'd  room  you  rest, 
Whose  dviug  fire  denotes  it  had  a  guest, 
In  those  "you  pass'd  where  former  si)leudour  reigneil, 
'•'on  saw  tiie  carjKJts  torn,  the  paper  staiii'd; 
'quares  of  discordant  glass  in  windows  fixd, 
ind  paper  oil'd  in  many  a  space  betwixt; 
i  soil'd  ami  broken  sconce,  a  mirror  cnick'd. 
With  table  underpropp'd,  and  chairs  new  buck'd; 
A  marble  side-slab  with  ten  thousand  stains, 
And  all  an  ancient  Tavern's  poor  remains. 

With  much  entreaty,  they  your  food  prepare, 
And  acid  wine  allord,  with  meagre  fare; 
Heartless  vou  sup;  and  when  a  dozen  times 
You've  read  the  fractured  window's  senseless  rhyme* 
Have  been  assured  that  Phoebe  Green  was  fair, 
And  Peter  .Jackson  took  his  supper  there; 
You  reach  a  chilling  chamber,  where  you  dread 
Damps,  hot  or  cold,  from  a  tremendous  bed; 
Late  comes  your  sleep,  an.l  you  arc  waken'd  soon 
By  rustling  tatters  of  the  old  festoon. 

O'er  this  large  building,  thus  by  time  defaced, 
K  servile  couple  has  its  owner  placed. 
Who  not  uiunindful  that  its  style  is  large 
To  lost  magnificence  adapt  their  charge: 
Thus  an  old  beauty,  who  has  long  declined, 
Keeps  former  dues  and  dignity  in  mind: 
And  wills  that  all  attention  should  be  paid 
For  graces  vanish'd,  and  for  charm*  decay'd. 

Few  years  have  passd,  since  brightly  'cross  the  w^ 
Lights  from  each  window  shot  the  lengthcn'd  ray, 
And  busy  looks  in  every  face  were  seen. 
Through  the  warm  precincts  of  tie  reigning  Queea*. 
There  fires  inviting  blazed.  aTid  all  around 
Was  heard  the  tinkling  bells'  seducing  sound; 
The  nimble  waiters  to  that  sound  from  far 
Sprang  to  the  call,  then  hasten'd  to  the  bar;^ 
Where  a  grand  priestess  of  the  temple  sway'4 
The  most  obedient,  and  the  most  obey'd; 
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Kiisy  uiul  ruiiini.  ailiini'd  iu  crimson  vest, 
Ami  lianiiiig  ribands  ut  her  ample  breaist: 
She,  sitill  d  like  Circe,  tried  her  guests  to  mcve, 
Witii  loiiks  of'  welcome  and  with  words  of  lev* 
And  such  her  [x^tunt  charms,  that  iin.n  unwise 
Were  soon  transform "d  and  fitted  for  the  stiea. 

llcr  port  in  bottle*  stood,  a  well-stain"d  row 
Drawn  for  the  cveniiij;  from  the  [lipc  below; 
Three  powerful  spirits  fill'd  a  parted  c:ise. 
Some  cordial  bottles  stood  in  secret  plate; 
Fair  acid-friiits  in  nets  above  were  seen. 
Her  plate  was  splendid,  and  her  ghusses  cleaa; 
Basins  and  bowls  were  ready  on  the  stand, 
Aud  measures  clatter'd  in  her  powei lul  baud. 

Inferior  Houses  now  our  notice  claim, 
But  who  shall  de;il  them  their  api)ropriate  famel 
Who  shall  the  nice,  yet  known  distinction,  tell, 
Between  the  peal  complete  and  single  Bell? 

Determine  ye,  who  on  your  shining  nags 
Wear  oil-skin  beavers,  and  bear  seal-skin  bags; 
Or  ye,  grave  topers,  who  with  coy  delight 
Snugly  enjoy  the  sweetness  of  the  night; 
Ve  Travellers  all,  superior  Inns  denied 
By  moderate  purse,  the  low  by  decent  pride; 
Come  and  determine, — will  ye  take  your  place 
At  the  full  Orb,  or  half  the  lunar  Face? 
With  the  Black  Boy  or  Angel  will  ye  dine? 
Will  ye  approve  tiie  Fountain  or  the  Vine? 
Horses,  the  while  or  black  will  j'e  prefer? 
The  Silver-Swan  or  Swan  opposed  to  her — 
Rare  bird  I  whose  form  the  raven-pliunage  deck% 
And  graceful  curve  her  three  alluring  necks? 
All  these  a  decent  entertainment  give. 
And  by  their  comforts  comfortably  live. 

Siiall  I  pass  by  the  Boar? — there  are  who  cry 
"  Beware  the  Boar,"  and  pass  determined  by: 
Those  dreadful  tusks,  those  little  peering  eyes 
And  churning  chaps,  are  tokens  to  the  wise. 
There  dwells  a  kind  old  Aunt,  and  there  you  see 
Some  kind  young  Nieces  in  her  company; 
Poor  village  nieces,  whom  the  tender  dame 
Invites  to  town,  and  gives  their  beaut}-  Fame; 
The  grateful  listers  feel  th'  impoitant  aid. 
And  the  good  Aunt  is  flatter  d  aud  repaid. 

What,  though  it  may  some  cool  observers  strik% 
That  such  fair  sisters  should  be  so  unlike: 
That  still  another  and  another  comes 
Aiid  at  the  matron's  tables  smiles  aud  blooma; 


fLat  all  »inifiir  as  U'  tliey  meant  to  stay 
Time  uiiJi-linefi,  nor  name  a  parting  day; 
And  yet,  tUough  all  are  valued,  all  are  dear 
Causeless  tlioy  go,  and  seldom  more  appear. 

Yet  let  Susjrtcion  hide  licr  odious  liead, 
And  Scainlal  vengeance  from  a  burgess  dread: 
A  pious  friend,  who  with  the  ancient  dame 
At  sober  cribbaj;c  takes  an  evening  game; 
His  cup  beside  him,  through  tlieir  play  he  quaA, 
And  oft  renews,  and  innocently  laughs; 
Ur,  growing  serious,  to  the  text  resorts, 
And  from  tl»e  Sunday-sermon  makes  repcns, 
While  all,  with  grateful  glee,  his  wish  attend, 
A  grave  protector  aad  a  powerful  friend: 
But  Slaniier  says,  wlio  indistinctly  sees, 
Once  be  was  cauglit  with  Sulvia  on  his  knees  — 
A  cautious  burgess  witJi  a  careful  wife 
To  be  sti  caught! — 'tis  false  ufxjn  my  life. 

Next  are  a  lower  kind,  yet  not  so  low 
But  tliey,  aii;oug  them,  their  di>tiucUon6  know, 
And  when  a  thri\-ing  landlord  aims  so  high, 
As  to  exchange  tlie  (.'hequer  for  tl>e  Pye, 
Or  from  Duke  William  to  tlje  Dog  repairs, 
lie  takes  a  tiner  co;it  and  fiercer  airs. 

Pleased  with  liis  power,  the  jxxir  man  loves  to  Miy 
What  favourite  Inn  shall  share  lii<  evening's  pay; 
Where  be  shall  sit  the  social  hour,  and  lose 
His  i^ist  day  s  labours  and  liis  next  day's  views. 
Jur  Siameu  too  have  choice:  one  ukes  a  trip 
In  the  warm  cabin  of  his  favourite  Ship; 
And  on  tJie  morrow  ii.  the  humbler  Boat 
He  rows  till  fancy  ftels  herself  afloat; 
Can  he  tlie  sign— Three  Jolly  Sailors— pass, 
Who  hears  a  tidille  and  who  sees  a  lass? 
The  Anchor  too  atlords  tlie  seaman  joya, 
In  small  smoked  room,  all  clamour,  crowd,  and  noiMi 
Wlieie  a  curved  settle  half  surrounds  the  fire, 
W  here  filty  voices  purl  and  punch  require; 
Tliey  come  for  pleasure  in  tlieir  leisure  hour, 
Afld"  they  enjoy  it  to  their  utmost  power; 
Standing  they  drink,  they  swearing  smoke,  while  all 
Cail  c.r  make  ready  for  a  second  call: 
Tliere  is  no  time  for  trifling — "  Do  ye  see? 
" We  drink  and  drub  the  French  extempore." 

See !  round  the  room,  on  every  beam  and  balk, 
Are  mingled  scrolls  of  hieroglyphic  chalk; 
Yet  nothing  heeded — would  one  stroke  sufHoo 
To  bJot  out  all,  here  honour  is  too  nice, — 
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"  Lc-l  kiiavisli  lair  t>i)M-ik  tliiitk  siid>  iVtrt\  tLings, 
We're  Bri^-sli  t;»i!«.  hikI  IVriiisli  Mrs  :ire  kings." 

But  tl>e  Green- Mmii  slmll  I  jwiss  hv  iiiiiMiuff, 
Which  mine  own  Jimtes  ii|h>u  his  sign-post  hung? 
His  sign,  liis  image, — for  lie  was  once  seen 
A  squire's  attenrl;inr,  cl.vl  in  keeper's  green; 
Ere  yet  with  wages  more,  .i)v\  lionour  less. 
He  stood  behind  me  in  a  grnver  dress. 

James  in  an  evil  hour  went  forth  to  woo 
Young  Juliet  Hurl,  and  wjis  lier  Komeo: 
They'd  seen  tl»e  play,  and  thought  it  vastly  sweet 
For  two  young  lovers  by  tlu;  mtx)n  to  meet; 
The  nymph  w;is  gentle,  of  licr  favours  free, 
Kv'n  at  a  worrl — no  Rosalviwl  wjus  she; 
Nor,  like  tlMt  otlicr  Juliet,  tried  his  truth 
Witl» — "  Be  thy  purpose  ntarriiige,  gentle  yuutli?" 
But  him  received,  and  Iveard  his  tender  tale 
When  sang  tlie  lark,  and  with  tlie  nighliag:ile: 
So  in  few  months  tlie  genero<is  lass  wa*-  seiti 
r  the  way  t!i;tt  all  tl;e  ("apuli-ts  liiwl  been. 

The  Brst  repenlaiuH;  seized  the  amorous  ni;ui 
And — slumie  on  love  I — he  reason 'd  and  Ite  niu; 
Tlie  thonglrtful  >'r)ineo  trembled  for  his  pur-e, 
And  tlie  s;»d  sounds,  "for  ijetter  and  for  wor^*?.' 

Yet  could  tlie  Ijiver  not  so  far  withdraw. 
But  he  w:is  liaiiiitt-d  both  by  Love  and  Law. 
Now  Law  di.sm:iy°d  liim  a^*  he  view'd  its  fangs 
Now  Pity  seized  hiui  for  his  Juliet's  pangs; 
Then  tlionghls  of  justice  and  some  dread  c>f  jaik. 
Where  all  would  blame  him,  aud  wttere  none  migt.t  lisul 
These  di-ew  him  back,  till  .lulict's  hut  :tppe:ir'd 
Wliere  love  had  (h-awn  liim  wlien  he  sluxild  liave  fe:ii  i 

Tliere  sat  the  father  in  his  wicker  throne, 
Uttering  his  curses  in  tremendous  tone; 
With  foulest  luuncs  his  daughter  he  reviled. 
And  look'd  a  very  Herod  at  the  child: 
Nor  was  she  patient,  but  with  equal  scorn, 
Bale  liim  remember  when  his  Jne  was  bom: 
Then  rose  the  inotlier,  eager  to  begin 
Her  plea  for  frailty,  wlieu  tlie  swain  came  in. 

To  him  she  turneil,  and  otlier  theme  began, 
Show'd  him  his  boy.  aud  baile  him  be  a  man; 
"An  honest  man.  who,  when  he  breaks  the  laws, 
Will  make  a  woman  honest  if  there's  cause." 
With  lengthcn'd  speech  sht^  proved  what  came  to  | 
Was  no  reflection  on  a  loving  lass: 
•  If  slie  your  love  as  wife  and  mother  claim. 
What  can  it  matter  which  was  lirst  the  name? 


isiN««.  ;^93 

But  't  ii  most  biisu,  "l  is  p<*rjury  aii'l  tliff'l, 
When  a  lost  fjirl  is  like  a  \vi<Jow  Id't; 
Tlie  rogue  wlio  ruins — "  licre  tlie  DiiIkt  t'uuiia 
His  spouse  \v:i.s  trending  on  forbid'len  ground. 

"That's  not  the  (loint,' quotli  he, — "  I  don't  unpiiosd 
My  good  friend  Fletclior  to  be  one  of  tliose; 
»Vhiit".s  d  ine  amiss  he  11  mend  iu  proper  time — 
I  hate  to  lu'Jir  of  villany  .md  crime: 
'I    was  my  misfortune,  in  the  days  of  youtii 
To  lind  two  lasses  pleiuiing  for  my  truth ; 
The  case  was  hard,  I  would  with  all  my  soul 
Have  vedded  Itotli,  hut  law  is  our  control; 
So  ot  i  I  took,  and  when  we  giiin'd  a  home. 
Her  triend  agretMl — wliat  could  she  more? — to  come; 
And  when  she  found  that  IM  a  widow'd  l)ed. 
Me  slie  desired — what  could  I  less? — to  wed. 
An  easier  case  is  yours:  you've  not  the  smart 
That  two  fond  pleaders  cause  in  one  man's  heart; 
You'ye  uoi  to  wait  from  year  to  year  distress'd, 
B«fofe  your  conscience  can  be  laid  to  rest; 
There  smiles  your  bride,  there  sprawls  your  new -bora 
•^A  ring,  a  licence,  and  the  thing  is  done."  [acu, 

"  My  loving  James,"  the  lass  began  her  plejv 
"  I'll  make  thy  reason  t:ike  a  part  with  me: 
Had  I  been  froward,  skittish,  or  unkind, 
Or  to  thy  person  or  thy  passion  blind; 
Had  I  refused,  when   t  was  thy  part  to  pray, 
Or  put  thee  olT  with  promise  and  delay; 
Thou  might'st  in  ju.'-tice  and  in  conscience  fly. 
Denying  her  who  taught  thee  to  deny; 
But,  James,  with  me  thou  hadst  an  easier  t-isk. 
Bonds  and  conditions  I  forbore  to  ask; 
I  laid  no  traps  for  thee,  no  plots  or  plans, 
Kor  marriage  named  by  licence  or  by  banns; 
Nor  would  I  now  the  parson's  aid  employ, 
But  for  this  cause,' — and  up  she  held  her  boy. 

Motives  like  these  could  heart  or  llesh  resist? 
James  took  the  infant  and  in  trium]>h  kiss'd; 
Then  to  his  mother's  arms  the  child  restored, 
Made  his  proud  speech  and  pledged  his  worthy  wonl. 

"  Three  times  at  church  our  banns  shall  publish'd  b^ 
Thy  health  be  drunk  iu  bumpers  three  times  three; 
And  thou  shall  grace  (bedeck'd  iu  garments  gay) 
The  christening-dinner  on  tlij  wedding  day." 

James  at  my  door  then  made  his  parting  bo^ 
Tcok  Uie  Green -Mau,  and  is  a  master  now. 
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LETTER    XII. 


PLAYERS. 


They  arrive  in  the  Boronjh — Welcomed  by  their  fcrm«c 
Friends — Are  better  Htted  for  Comic  than  Trajjic  Scenes:  yet 
better  approved  in  the  latter  by  one  Part  of  their  Audience — 
Their  general  Character  and  PleasantrJ" — Particular  Di*i 
tresses  and  Labours — Their  Fortitude  and  Patience — A  private 
Rehearsal — The  Vanity  of  an  aged  Actress — A  Heroine  from 
the  Milliner's  Shop — A  deluded  Tradesman — Of  what  Pi^rsona 
the  Company  is  composed — Character  and  Adventures  <tt 
Frederic  Thompson. 


Drawn  by  the  annual  call,  we  now  behold 

( >iir  Troop  Dramsitic,  heroes  known  of  old, 

And  thoso,  since  last  they  march'd,  enlisted  and  cai'oll'd: 

Mounted  on  hacks  or  in  waggons  some, 

The  rest  on  foot  (the  humbler  brethren)  come. 

Three  favourd  places,  an  unequal  time, 

Join  to  support  this  company  sublime: 

Ours  for  the  longer  period — see  how  light 

Yon  parties  move,  their  former  friends  in  sight,      [niglit 

VViiose  claims  arc  all  allow'd,  and  friciulship  glads  \h» 

Now  public  rooms  shall  sound  with  words  divine, 

And  private  lodgings  hear  how  heroes  shine; 

No  talk  of  |)ay  shall  yet  on  pleasure  steal, 

Bnt  kindest  welcome  bless  the  friendly  meal; 

While  o'er  tiie  social  jug  and  decent  cheer, 

Shall  be  described  the  foi-tunes  of  the  year. 

Peruse  these  i)ill9  and  see  what  each  can  do. — 
Behold!  the  prince,  the  slave,  the  monk,  the  Jew, 
Change  but  the  garment,  and  they  '11  all  eng:ige 
To  take  each  part,  and  act  in  every  age: 
Cull  (1  from  all  houses,  what  a  house  are  they! 
Swept  from  ;ill  bai-ns,  our  Borough-critics  say; 
But  with,  some  portion  of  the  critic's  ire, 
U'e  all  endure  them;  there  are  some  admire: 
I'hiy  might  have  praise  confined  to  farce  aloue; 
Full  well  they  grin,  they  <;hould  not  try  to  groan; 
?ut  then  <»ur  .'servants'  a  id  our  seamen's  wives 
'yove  all  that  rant  and    apture  as  their  lives; 
ie  who  'Squire  Richa.-d's  part  coidd  well  sustain, 
rinds  as  King  Richard  he  must  roar  amain — 
'  My  horse!  my  horse!" — Lo!  now  to  their  abodes 
/om(^  lords  and  lovers,  empresses  and  gods. 
The  master-mover  of  these  scenes  hsis  made 
(o  trifling  gain  in  this  adventurous  tracLe: 


i-i.\>Kit<*.  S9I 

Trade  we  iiuiy  term  ir  (.>r  In  il  ily  bi.ys 
Amis  out  of  iisti  iiml  iiiKlirecti;il  eyes: 
Tliese  lit'  iiistruct-i,  aiiJ  <;uii]e!»  tlicin  as  he  can, 
And  vends  each  iii;;lit  tlie  iimiiufuctured  man. 
Long  as  our  custom  lusts  tlicy  ijladly  stay, 
Then  strike  their  tents,  like  Tartars!  and  awaj'I 
The  pliice  f,'ro\vs  hare  where  they  too  long  remain. 
But  grass  will  rise  ere  they  return  a;);ain. 

Children  of  Thes(iis,  welcome!  knights  and  quceniS 
Counts!   barons!  beauties!   when  liefore  your  seenes, 
And  mighty  monarchs  thund'ring  from  your  throne; 
Then  step  behind,  and  all  your  glory's  gone: 
Clf  crown  and  palace,  throne  and  guards  bereft, 
The  pomp  is  vanish'd,  and  the  care  is  left. 
Yet  strong  and  lively  is  the  joy  they  feel, 
When  the  full  house  secures  the  plenteous  meal- 
Flatt'ring  and  llatter'd,  each  attempts  to  raise, 
A  brother's  merits  for  a  brother's  praise; 
For  never  hero  shows  a  prouder  he:irt, 
Than  he  who  proudly  acts  a  hero's  part; 
Nor  withour  cause;  the  boards,  we  know  can  yield 
Pliice  for  fierce  contest,  like  the  tented  field. 

Graceful  to  tread  the  st:ige,  to  be  in  turn 
The  prince  we  honour,  and  the  knave  we  spurn; 
Bravely  to  bear  the  tumult  of  the  crowd. 
The  hiss  tremendous,  and  the  censure  loud: 
These  are  tlioir  parts, — and  he  who  these  sustains. 
Deserves  some  priise  aii'l  profit  for  his  pains. 
Heroes  at  least  of  gentler  kind  are  they. 
Against  whose  swords  no  weeping  widows  pray. 
No  blood  their  fury  sheds,  nor  huvoc  marks  their  way. 

Sacl  liai)py  race!  soon  raised  and  soon  ilepresa'd. 
Your  d.ays  all  pass'd  in  jeopardy  and  jest; 
Poor  without  ))rudeuce,  with  atflictions  vain, 
Not  warn'd  by  miser}',  not  enrich'd  by  gain ; 
Whom  Justice,  pitying,  chides  from  plaee  to  place, 
A  wandering,  careless,  wretched,  merry  nice. 
Whose  cheerfiil  looks  assume,  and  play  the  poi'U 
Of  happy  rovers  with  repining  hearts; 
Then  cast  olF  care,  and  in  the  mimic  [>ain, 
v)f  tragic  woe,  feel  spirits  light  and  vain. 
Distress  and  hope — the  mind's,  the  body's  wear. 
The  man's  alHiction,  and  the  actor's  tear: 
Alternate  times  of  fasting  and  excess 
Are  yours,  ye  smiling  children  of  distress. 

Slaves  though  ye  be,  your  wandering  freedom 
Au<l  with  your  yaryiug  views  and  restless  schemes 
Your  gi'iefs  are  trauiieut,  as  yoiu' joys  ore  di-eams. 
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Yet  keen  tliosc  irricfs — :ihl  what  avail  thy  cljuia» 
Fair  .luliet!  what  thjit  infant  in  tliine  arms; 
Wii.it  those  licnjic  lines  thy  jtatiencc  learns, 
With  all  the  aid  thy  present  iiOincD  i-arns, 
Whilst  tliou  art  irowded  in  that  lumlwrinj;  wain, 
With  all  thy  plaintive  sisters  to  coni|)laiii? 

Nor  is  there  lack  of  libour — To  rehearse, 
Day  after  day,  poor  scraps  of  prose  and  verse; 
'J"o  hear  each  other's  spirit,  priile,  and  spite; 
To  hide  in  rant  the  iieart-achc-   ^'"  the  night; 
To  dress  in  gandy  patchwork,  and  to  force 
The  mind  to  think  on  the  a])i>ointed  course; 
This  is  laborious,  and  may  be  detined 
The  Ixwtless  labour  of  the  thriftless  mind. 

Tliere  is  a  veteran  Dame.     I  see  her  stand 
Intent  and  pensive  with  her  book  in  hand; 
Awhile  her  thoughts  she  forces  on  her  part, 
'I'hen  dwells  on  objects  nearer  to  tlie  heart 
Across  the  room  she  paces,  gets  her  tone, 
And  fits  her  features  for  the  Danish  throne: 
To-night  a  queen — I  mark  her  motion  slow, 
I  hi-ar  her  .'•peech,  and  Hamlet's  mother  know. 

Methinks  't  is  jiitiful  to  see  her  try 
For  strength  of  arms  and  energy  of  eye; 
With  vigour  lost,  and  spirits  worn  away, 
Her  pomp  and  pride  she  labours  to  display; 
And  when  awliile  she's  tried  her  part  to  act. 
To  find  her  thoughts  arrested  by  some  fact; 
When  struggles  more  and  more  severe  are  seen, 
In  the  plain  actress  than  the  Danish  queen, — 
At  length  she  feels  her  part,  she  finds  deliglit, 
And  fancies  all  the  [il.iudits  of  the  night: 
Old  as  she  is,  she  smiles  at  every  sj)eech. 
And  thinks  no  youthful  part  beyond  her  reach; 
Hut  :is  the  mist  of  vanity  again 
Is  blown  away,  by  press  of  present  pain, 
Sad  and  in  doubt  she  to  her  purse  applies 
For  cause  of  coinfort,  where  no  comfort  lies; 
Thr  1  to  lur  tiisk  she  sighing  turns  again — 
"  Uh!   Hamlet,  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain!* 

And  who  that  poor  consumptive  wither'*!  thing 
Who  strains  her  slender  throat  and  strives  to  .sing? 
Panting  for  breath,  and  forced  her  voice  to  drop. 
And  far  unlike  the  imnate  of  the  shop. 
Where  she,  in  youth  and  health,  alert  and  gay, 
L.augh'd  off  at  night  the  labours  of  the  day; 
With  novels,  verses,  fancy's  fertile  powers. 
And  aister-couversc  pass'd  tlie  eveuing  boun; 
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But  Cynthia's  soul  was-soft,  her  wishes  strotg, 
Her  jiidj,Tnent  weak,  and  her  conclusions  wrong; 
The  morning-call  and  counter  were  her  dread, 
And  her  contempt  the  needle  and  the  thread: 
But  when  she  read  a  gentle  damsel's  part, 
Her  woe,  her  wish! — she  had  them  all  by  hearC 
At  length  the  hero  of  the  boards  drew  nigh, 
Who  spoke  of  love  till  sigh  re-echo'd  sigh; 
He  told  in  honey'd  words  his  deathless  (lame, 
And  she  his  own  by  tender  vows  became; 
Nor  ring  nor  licence  needed  souls  so  fi>nd, 
Alfonso's  passion  was  iiis  Cynthia's  houd: 
And  thus  the  simi)le  girl  to  shame  betny'd 
Sinks  to  tlie  grave  forsaken  and  disni.iy  d; 
Sick  without  pity,  sorrowing  without  hope, 
See  her!  the  grief  and  scauflal  of  the  troop; 
A  wretched  martyr  to  a  childish  pride, 
Her  woe  insulted,  and  her  jiraise  denied: 
Her  humble  talents,  thougii  deri.lcd,  used, 
Her  prospects  lost,  her  confidence  abused; 
All  that  remains — for  she  not  long  can  brave 
Increase  of  evils — is  an  early  grave. 

Ye  gentle  Cynthias  of  the  shop  take  heed 
What  dreams  ye  cherish,  and  what  books  ye  retdt 

A  decent  sum  had  Petei-  Nottat/e  made 
Bv  joinius;  bricks — to  him  a  thriving  trade: 
Of  his  employment  master  and  his  wife, 
This  humble  "tradesman  led  a  lordly  lii'<'; 
The  house  of  kings  and  heroes  lack'd  repairs, 
And  Peter,  though  reluctant,  served  the  i'layeri; 
Connected  thus,  he  heard  in  way  polite, — 
"  Come  Master  Nottage,  see  us  play  to  night." 
At  first  't  was  folly,  nonsense,  idle  stuff. 
But  seen  for  nothing,  it  grew  well  enough; 
And  better  now — now  best,  and  every  night 
In  this  fool  s  paradise  he  drank  delight; 
And  as  he  felt  the  bliss,  he  wish  d  to  know 
Whence  all  this  rapture  and  these  joys  could  flo« ; 
For  if  the  seeing  could  such  plejisure  bring. 
What  must  the  feeling? — feeling  like  a  king? 

In  vain  his  wife,  his  uncle,  and  his  friend. 
Cried — "Peter!   Peter!  lot  smh  follies  end; 
'T  is  well  enough  these  vagabonds  to  see, 
But  would  you  partner  wi:h  a  showman  be?" 

"  Showman!"  said  Peter,  "  did  not  Quin  and  Clira, 
And  Roscius-Gariick,  hy  the  science  thrive? 
Showman! — t  is  scandal;   Im  by  genius  le^". 
To  joir  ■»  class  v.hove  Sliakspeire  at  their  head." 
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Pnor  Peter  thus  by  easy  steps  became 
A  nrcaminf;  candidate  for  scenic  lame, 
And,  after  years  consumed,  infirm  and  poor, 
lie  sits  and  takes  the  tickets  at  the  door. 

Of  various  men  these  marching  troops  are  made,—' 
Pen-spuming  clerks,  and  lads  contemning  trade; 
Waiters  and  servants  by  confinement  teased, 
And  youtlis  of  wealth  by  dissipation  eased; 
With  feeling  nymphs,  who,  such  resource  at  hand. 
Scorn  to  obey  the  rigour  of  command: 
Some,  who  from  higher  views  by  vice  are  wou, 
And  some  of  either  sex  by  love  undone; 
The  greater  part  lamenting  as  they  fall. 
What  some  an  honour  and  advancement  call. 

There  are  who  names  in  shame  or  fear  assume, 
And  hence  our  Bevilles  and  our  Savilics  come: 
It  honours  him.  from  tailor's  hoard  kick'd  down. 
As  Mister  Dormer  to  amuse  the  town; 
Falling,  he  rises:  but  a  kind  there  are 
Who  dwell  on  former  prospects,  and  despair; 
Justly  but  vainly  they  their  fate  dejjlore, 
And  mourn  their  fall  wlio  fell  to  rise  no  more. 

Our  merchant  Thompson,  with  his  sons  around. 
Most  mind  and  talent  in  his  Frederick  found: 
He  was  so  lively,  that  his  mother  knew, 
If  he  were  taught,  that  honour  must  ensue; 
The  father's  views  were  in  a  rlitt'erent  line, — 
But  if  at  college  he  were  sure  to  shine, 
Tlien  should  he  go — to  pros|->er  who  could  doubt? — 
When  schoolboy  stigmas  would  be  all  wash  d  out, 
For  there  were  marks  upon  his  youthful  face, 
'Twixt  vice  and  error — a  neglected  c:i>e — 
These  would  submit  to  skill;  a  little  time, 
And  none  could  trace  the  error  or  the  crime; 
Then  let  him  go,  and  once  at  college,  he 
Might  choose  his  station — what  woul  1  Frederick  be? 

"i"  was  soon  determined — He  could  not  descend 
To  )>endant  laws  and  lectures  without  end; 
Ard  then  the  chapel — night  and  morn  to  p  "ay. 
Or  nuilct  and  threaten d  if  he  kept  away; 
No!  not  to  bj  a  bislMifi^so  be  swore. 
And  at  his  college  he  was  wen  no  ntore. 

His  debts  all  paid,  tiie  lather,  with  a  sigh, 
Pl.aced  him  in  olhce — '•  pu.  my  Frederick,  try: 
Confine  thyself  a  few  short  luontlis,  aiul  then — " 
He  tried  a  fortnight  anfl  threw  down  the  pen. 

Again  demands  were  husli'd:  "  .My  son,  you're  &M 
But  you're  unsettled:  Uikt  vour  chance  at  sna-"' 
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So  in  few  fl:\vs  the  midshipman,  equipp'd. 
Received  his" mother's  Messing,  and  w:is  shipp'd. 

Hard  was  her  fortune  I  soon  compoil'd  to  meet 
The  wretched  stripling  staggering  though  the  streM 
For,  rash,  impetuous,  insolent  and  vain. 
The  captain  sent  him  to  iiis  friends  agniu 
Ahont  tiie  Borough  roved  th'  nidiappy  hoy, 
And  ate  tiie  liread  of  every  chance-employ! 
Of  friends  he  borrow'd,  and  the  parents  yet 
In  secret  fondness  authorised  the  deht; 
The  younger  sister,  still  a  child,  was  taught 
To  give  with  feign 'd  affright  the  pittance  sought, 
For  now  the  father  cried—"  It  is  too  late 
For  trial  more — I  leave  him  to  his  fate. ' — 
Yet  left  liiin  not;  and  with  a  kind  of  joy. 
The  mother  heard  of  her  desponding  boy; 
At  length  he  sicken  d,  and  he  found,  when  wck 
All  aid  was  ready,  all  attemlance  quick; 
A  fever  seized  him,  and  at  once  was  lest 
The  thought  of  tresp;iss,  error,  crime  and  cost: 
Th'  indulgent  parents,  knelt  besi.le  tlie  youth. 
They  heard  his  promise  and  believed  his  truth; 
And"  wlicn  the  danger  iessen'd  on  their  view,        » 
Thev  east  otf  doubt,  and  hope  assurance  grew: — 
Nursed  by  his  sisters,  cherished  liy  his  sire, 
Begg  d  to  be  glad,  cncounigod  to  aspire, 
Hislife,  they  said,  would  now  all  care  repay. 
And  he  might  <late  his  prospects  from  tliat  day; 
A  son,  a  brotiier  to  his  home  receivol. 
They  hope<i  for  all  tilings,  and  in  all  believed. 

And  now  will  pardon,  comfort,  kindness  draw 
The  youth  from  vice?  will  honour,  duty,  law? 
Alas!  not  all:  the  more  the  trials  lent, 
The  less  he  scemd  to  ponder  and  rei^nt; 
Headstrong,  determined  in  his  osvn  career. 
He  thoughl  reproof  unjust  and  truth  severe; 
The  soul's  disease  w:vs  to  its  crisis  come. 
He  first  abused  and  they  abjured  his  home; 
And  when  he  chose  a  vagabond  to  be, 
He  made  his  shame  his  gloiy— "  I'll  be  free." 

Friends,  parents,  relatives,  hoiw,  reason,  love, 
With  anxious  ardour  for  that  empire  strove; 
In  vain  their  strife,  in  vain  the  means  applied. 
They  had  no  comfort,  but  that  all  were  tried; 
One" strong  vain  trial  made,  the  mind  to  move, 
Was  the  last  ell'ort  of  pareritiO  love. 

Evn  then  he  walchd  hi*  father  from  lus  hooM 
And  to  hi-,  mother  wonld  for  pity  comu. 


U  hctw  as  lie  rna<It'  her  tender  terrors  ri^c, 

He  talk  d  of  ileiitli,  and  tln'eaten'd  for  f^uppliet. 

Against  a  yontli  so  vicious  and  undone, 
All  hearts  were  closed,  and  every  door  but  one: 
The  Players  received  him ;  they  with  open  heart 
Gav2  him  his  portion  and  assign'd  liis  fiait; 
And  ere  three  days  were  added  to  his  life, 
lie  found  a  home,  a  duty  and  a  wife. 

His  present  friends,  though  they  were  nothing  nioe) 
Nai  ask  d  how  vicious  he,  or  what  his  vice, 
Still  they  expected  he  should  now  attend 
To  the  joint  duty  as  a  useful  friencl 
And  leader  too  declared,  with  frown  severe, 
That  none  should  pawn  a  robe  that  kings  might   'en 
And  much  it  moved  him,  when  he  Hamlet  play'd. 
To  see  his  Father's  (iho^^t  so  (Inmken  made: 
Then  too  the  temper,  the  unljcnding  pride 
Of  this  ally,  would  no  reproof  ahide: — 
So  leaving  these,  he  march'd  aw.ay  and  join'd 
Another  troop,  and  other  grio<ls  iiurloin'd; 
And  other  characters  both  gay  and  sage. 
Sober  and  sad,  made  stagger  on  the  stage; 
Then  to  rebuke  with  arrogant  disdain. 
He  gave  abuse  and  sought  a  home  again. 
Thus  changing  scenes,  but  witli  unchanging  vice, 
Engaged  by  many  but  with  no  one  twice: 
Of  this,  a  last  and  poor  resource,  bereft, 
He  to  himself,  unhappy  guide!  was  left — 
And  who  shall  say  where  glided?  to  what  seat8 
Of  starving  villainy?  of  thieves  and  cheats? 

In  that  sad  time  of  many  a  dismal  scene 
Had  he  a  witness,  not  inactive,  been; 
Had  leagued  with  petty  pilferers,  and  hwl  crept 
Wl.ere  of  each  sex  degraded  numbers  slept: 
With  such  associates  he  was  long  allied, 
Where  his  capacity  for  ill  was  tried. 
And  that  once  lost,  the  wretcli  was  cast  aside: 
For  now,  though  willing  with  the  worst  to  act. 
He  wanted  powers  for  an  importJint  fact; 
And  whilt  he  felt  as  lawless  spirits  feel, 
ULs  hand  w.as  palsied,  and  he  could't  steal. 

By  these  rejected,  is  their  lot  so  strange, 
Sti  low!  that  he  could  sufl'er  by  the  change? 
Ves!  the  new  station  as  a  fall  we  judge, — 
He  now  became  the  harlots'  humble  dnidge. 
Their  drudge  is  common:  they  combined  to  mtb 
Awhile  from  starving  their  submissive  slave; 
For  now  his  spirit  left  him,  and  his  pride 
His  scorn,  his  rancour,  and  resentment  died; 
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Few  were  his  feelings^— but  the  keenest  these, 

The  rage  of  hunger,  and  the  sign  for  ease; 

Ho  wlio  abused  iudulgeiicc,  now  became 

By  want  subservient,  and  by  misery  tame; 

A  slave  he  bcK-jd  forbearance:  bent  with  pam, 

He  siiunn'd  the  blow,—"  Ah!  strike  me  not  again." 

Thus  was  he  found:  the  master  of  a  hoy 
S-iw  the  sad  wretch  whom  lie  had  known  a  boy 
At  Hr.-t  iu  <loiil<t,  but  P'rederick  laid  o-side 
All  shame,  and  humbly  for  his  aid  :ip)|)lied: 
He.  tamed  and  smitten  with  the  stornis  goue  by. 
I..H)k'd  for  compassion  through  one  living  eye, 
And  stretch'd  th'  unpalsied  hand:  the  scanian  felt 
Ills  holiest  heart  with  gentle  piry  melt, 
And  his  small  boon  with  cheerful  frankness  dealt; 
Then  made  enquiries  of  th'  unhappy  youth. 
Who  told,  iiiir  shame  forbade  him,  all  the  truth. 

"  Viiung  Frederick  Thoujpsou,  to  a  chandler's  sliOf 
By  harlots  orderd  and  afmid  to  stop! — 
What!  our  good  merchant's  favourite  to  be  seen 
In  st.ate  so  loathsome  and  in  dress  so  mean?'' — 

So  thought  the  seaman  as  he  bade  adieu. 
And,  when  iu  port,  rehited  all  be  knew. 

But  time  was  lost,  enquiry  came  too  late. 
I^liose  whom  he  served  knew  nothing  of  his  fate, 
No!  they  had  seize<l  on  what  the  sailor  gave, 
Xor  bore  resistance  fi-om  their  abject  slave; 
The  spoil  obtain'd,  they  cast  him  fi-oin  the  door 
Kobb'd,  bciten,  hungry,  paiu'd.  diseased,  and  pool 

Then  nature,  pointing  to  the  only  sfwt 
W'hicii  still  had  coiufort  for  so  dire  a  lot, 
Altliou;;li  so  feeble,  led  him  on  the  way, 
AikI  hope  'ook'd  forward  to  a  hajjpier  "day : 
He  tlmugi)!,,  poor  prodigal!  a  father  yet  " 
His  .vocs  would  i)ity  and  his  crimes  forget: 
K  IT  had  he  brother  who  with  speech  severe 
\^ould  check  the  pity  or  refrain  the  tear. 
A  lighter  sjjirit  in  his  bosom  rose, 
A(!  ne;ir  the  road  he  sought  an  hours  reposo 

And  there  he  found  it:  he  had  left  the  town, 
But  buildings  yet  were  scatter  d  up  and  down; 
To  one  of  these,  half-ruin'd  and  half-built. 
Was  traced  this  child  of  wretchedness  and  <,'uilt; 
There,  on  the  remnant  of  a  be-x;ir's  vest, 
Thrown  by  in  scorn,  the  surt'erer  sought  for  rest; 
Tliere  vas  this  scene  of  vice  and  woe  to  close. 
*u>i  there  the  wretched  body  found  repose. 
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LETTER    Xril. 


TUB   ALMS-HOTSE   A:n>  TRUSTEES. 

rhe  fmjfal  Merchant — Rivalship  in  Modes  of  FnipaKtr— 'Pri 
vate  Excev*'""'  to  the  general  Manners — Alras-hoitse  baik— 
Its  Deseri^jtion  —  FminJer  dies  —  Six  Trustees — Sir  Denyt 
Brand,  a  Principal — His  Eulogium  in  the  Chronicles  of  tiM 
Day  —  Tnith  reckoned  invidious  on  these  Occasions — Aa 
Ei[)lanatio!i  of  the  Magnaninuty  and  Wisdons  of  Sir  Dorays — 
His  Fviml-i  of  Moderation  and  Humility — Laughtou,  his  Sne- 
eessor,  a  planninc,  ambitious,  wealthy  Man — AdvanceiBent  in 
Life  his  wrpetuaT  Object,  and  all  Things  made  the  Means  oi 
it — His  Idea  of  Falsehood — His  Resentnient  dangerous  :  how 
remoTed  —  Success  produces  Love  of  Flattery;  his  daily 
Gratification — His  Merits  and  Acts  of  Kindness — His  prop^ 
Choice  of  Aln>s-men — In  this  Respect  meritorious — Bis  Pr«- 
decessor  not  so-  cautious. 


Leave  no\T  our  streets,  and  in  yon  place  heboid 

Those  pleasant  Seats  for  the  reiiuced  and  old ; 

A  merchant's  gift,  wliose  wife  and  children  died. 

When  he  to  saving  all  his  powers  ap)>lied; 

lie  wore  his  coat  till  bare  was  every  tbi'ead. 

And  with  the  ineanest  fare  bis  body  fed. 

lie  had  a  female  cousin,  who  with  care 

Walk'd  in  his  steps,  and  learn  d  of  him  to  spare; 

»Vith  emulation  and  success  they  sti^ove, 

Improving;  still,  still  seekiiig  to  improve, 

As  if  that  useful  knowledge  they  would  gain — 

How  little  food  would  human  life  sustain: 

No  pauper  came  their  table's  crumbs  to  crave; 

.Scraping  they  lived,  but  not  a  scrap  they  gave: 

When  beggars  saw  the  frugal  Mercliant  piss, 

It  moved  their  pity,  and  they  said,  "  Alas! 

Hard  is  thy  fate,  my  brother,"  and  tl>ey  felt 

A  beggar's  pride  as  they  that  pity  dealt: 

1  he  dogs,  wIk)  learn  of  man  to  scorn  the  poor, 

Bftrk'd  him  away  from  every  decent  door, 

While  they  who  siw  him  bare,  but  thought  hini  rich, 

T.)  show  resfxxrt  or  scorn,  they  knew  not  vi  hich. 

But  while  our  Merchant  seem'd  so  base  and  meaq 
He  had  his  wanderings,  sometimes,  "  iK>t  uns«eu;" 
To  give  in  secret  was  a  favourite  act. 
Yet  more  than  once  they  took  him  in  the  fact: 
To  scenes  of  various  woe  he  nightly  went, 
And  serious  sums  in  healiu;;  misery  spent: 
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jn  liH-  lie  cheer'd  the  wretched,  at  a  nit« 

For  which  he  diiily  init;ht  have  dined  on  platej 

Hi-  has  been  seen — his  hiiir  ail  silver-wliile, 

SLaiiinf;  and  sliining — as  lie  stole  by  night, 

Tu  feed  unenvied  on  his  still  delight. 

A  tw^-fold  taste  he  had;  to  pive  and  spare, 

I'.-, til  were  his  duties,  and  had  equal  care; 

It  was  his  joy,  to  sit  alone  and  fast. 

Then  wnd  a  widow  and  her  boys  repast: 

Tears  in  his  eyes  would,  spite  of  him  appear, 

lint  he  from  other  eyes  has  kept  the  tear: 

All  in  a  wintry  night  from  far  he  came. 

To  soothe  the  sorrows  of  a  sufl'cring  dame; 

Whose  husband  robb  d  him,  and  to  whom  he  meant 

A  lingriu",',  but  rel'ormin;^  punishment: 

Home  then  he  walk'd,  and  found  his  anger  rise, 

When  fire  and  rushlight  met  his  troubled  eyes; 
But  these  extinguish'd,  and  his  prayer  aildressd 
To  Heaven  in  hof)e,  lie  calmly  sank  to  rest. 

His  seventieth  year  was  pass'd,  and  then  was  seen 
A  huildiiig  rising  on  the  northern  green; 
There  was  no  blinding  all  his  neighliours"  eyes, 
Or  surely  no  one  would  have  seen  it  rise; 
Twelve  rooms  contiguous  stood,  aii<i  six  were  near, 
There  men  were  placed,  and  sober  matrons  here; 
There  were  behind  small  useful  gardens  made, 
JVnches  l)efore,  and  trees  to  give  them  shade. 
In  the  first  room  were  seen,  above,  below. 
Some  marks  of  taste,  a  few  attempts  at  show. 
The  founder's  picture  and  his  arms  were  there 
(Not  till  he  left  us.)  and  an  elbow'd  chair; 
There,  'mid  these  signs  of  his  superior  place. 
Sat  the  mihl  ruler  of  this  humble  race. 

Within  the  row  are  men  who  strove  in  vain. 
Through  years  of  trouble,  wealth  and  ea.sc  to  gain: 
Less  must  they  have  than  an  ap[>ointed  sum. 
And  freemen  been,  or  hither  must  not  come* 
They  should  be  decent,  and  command  respect 
(Though  needing  fortune.)  whom  these  dimrs  protect, 
And  should  for  thirty  disnv.d  years  have  tried 
For  peace  unfelt  and  competence  denied. 

Stringe!  that  o'er  men  thus  traind  in  sorrow's  school, 
Power  must  be  held,  and  they  must  live  by  rule; 
Infirm,  con-ected  by  mislnrtunes,  old, 
Their  liabits  settled  and  their  passions  cold ; 
Of  health,  wealth,  power,  and  worMly  cjires  berof^ 
Still  nuist  llity  not  at  lilH-'fty  be  left; 
Therj  must  l)e  one  to  rule  them,  to  restmin 
^d  guide  the  movenients  of  liis  erring  train. 
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If  then  control  imperioiu,  check  sevei-e, 
Be  needed  wliere  sncli  reverend  men  appear; 
J"o  what  would  youth,  without  such  checks,  a8fnra 
Free  tlie  wild  wish,  uncurh'd  the  strong  desire! 
And  whore  (in  college  or  in  camp)  they  found 
Tlie  heart  ungoveru'd  and  the  hand  unhound? 
Hii?  house  endow'd,  the  generous  man  resign'd 
All  power  to  rule,  nay  power  of  choice  declined; 
He  Hnd  the  female  saint  survived  to  view 
'I'lkir  work  complete,  and  hade  the  world  iwlieiil 
Six  are  the  Guardians  of  this  li!i])py  seat, 
And  one  presides  when  they  on  business  meet; 
As  each  expires,  the  five  a  hrother  choose: 
Nor  would  Sir  Deni/st  Brand  the  charge  refuse; 
'I'rue,  't  was  beneath  him,  "  but  to  do  men  good 
Was  motive  never  by  his  lieart  withstood:'' 
He  too  is  gone,  and  they  again  must  strive 
To  find  a  man  in  whom  his  gifts  survive. 
Now,  in  the  various  records  of  the  dead, 
Thy  worth.  Sir  Denys.  shall  bo  weigh 'd  and  read. 
There  we  the  glory  of  thy  house  shall  trace, 
With  e:ich  alliance  of  thy  noble  race. 

'^'es!  here  we  have  him  I — •'  Came  in  Willian:  s  Yeigo^ 
The  Norman  Brand!  the  blood  without  a  stain: 
From  the  fierce  Dane  and  ruler  3axon  clear, 
Pict,  Irish,  Scot,  or  ('aml)rian  mountaineer; 
But  the  piux-  Norman  was  the  sacred  spring. 
And  he,  Sir  Denys,  was  in  lieart  a  king: 
Frect  in  person  and  so  firm  in  soul, 
Fortune  he  seem'd  to  govern  and  control , 
Generous  as  he  who  gives  his  all  away, 
Prudent  as  one  who  toils  for  weekly  pay; 
In  him  all  merits  were  decreed  to  meet, 
Sincere  though  cautious,  frank  and  yet  discreet. 
Just  all  his  dealings,  faithful  every  word, 
His  passions'  master,  and  his  temper's  lord." 

Yet  more,  kind  dealers  in  decaying  fame? 
His  magnanimky  you  next  proclaim: 
^  on  give  him  learning,  join'd  with  sotuid  good  seOM^ 
And  matcli  his  wealth  wi'.h  lii-^  benevolence; 
What  hides  the  uniltitude  of  sins,  you  add, 
Yet  seem  to  iloiibt  if  sin.=i  he  ever  bad. 

Poor  ho'ipst   Truth !  thou  writst  of  living  mec 
And  art  a  railer  and  detractor  then: 
They  d:3,  again  to  be  descrilwd,  and  now 
A  foe  to  merit  and  muikiiid  iwi  thou! 

Why  banish    irutb?      It  injures  not  the 
It  »i'ls  uot  t  u;m  wiMi  (i:itterv  t<>  be  fed- 
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Am!  wlien  mankind  such^rfect  picture*  view, 
1  hoy  copy  less,  the  more  tliey  tliink  them  tni6> 
Li't  lis  ii  mortal  as  he  was  behold, 
AikI  sue  the  dross  udhering  to  the  gold; 
\\  hen  we  the  errors  of  the  virtuous  state, 
Then  erriiif;  innii  their  worth  may  emulate 
View  then  this  pictur«  of  a  noble  mind, 
Let  <iim  be  wise,  mri^uwcnnouB,  and  kind; 
What  was  the  wisdom?     \V:is  it  not  the  frown 
That  keei)S  all  question,  all  empiiry  down? 
His  words  were  powerful  and  decisive  all, 
But  his  slow  reasons  came  lor  no  man  s  call 
"  "J'is  thus,"  he  crit-d,  no  doubt  with  kind  intent, 
To  give  results  and  spare  all  arjjunient: — 
"  Let  it  be  spared — all  men  at  least  agree 
Sir  Denys  Brand  had  ma<;nanimity : 
Ilis  were  no  vuli,'ar  oiiarities;  none  saw 
Ilim  like  the  Merchant  to  the  hut  withdraw; 
He  left  to  meaner  minds  the  simple  deed. 
By  wiiich  the  housLdess  rest,  the  hungry  feed. 
His  was  a  public  bounty  vast  an<l  grand, 
'T  was  not  in  him  to  work  with  viewless  hand; 
He  raised  the  Uoom  that  towers  above  the  sf  «et, 
A  i)ublic  room  where  grateful  jjarties  meet; 
He  tirst  the  Life-boat  plann'd;  to  him  the  place 
Is  deep  in  diJit — t  was  he  revived  the  Kace; 
To  every  public  act  this  hearty  friend 
Would  give  with  freedom  or  with  frankness  lend; 
His  money  built  the  .lail,  nor  prisoner  yet 
Sits  at  his  ease,  but  he  must  feel  the  debt; 
To  these  let  candour  aild  his  vaJ^t  ditplay; 
Aronnd  his  mansion  all  is  grand  and  gay. 
And  this  is  bounty  with  the  name  of  i>ay." 

I  grant  the  whole,  nor  from  one  deed  retract, 
But  wish  recorded  too  the  private  act. 
All  these  were  great,  but  still  our  hearts  approve 
Those  simpler  tokens  of  the  Christian  love; 
"T  would  give  nie  joy  some  gracious  deed  to  meet, 
That  h:is  not  call'd  for  glory  through  the  street: 
Who  felt  for  many,  could  not  always  shun. 
In  some  soft  moment  to  be  kind  to  one; 
And  yet  they  tell  us,  when  Sir  Denys  died, 
That  not  a  wido-.v  in  the  Borough  sigh'd; 
Great  were  his  gifts,  his  mighty  tie.irt  I  own, 
But  why  describe  what  all  the  world  has  knownP 

The  rest  is  petty  pride,  the  useless  art 
Of  a  vain  mind  to  hide  a  swelling  heart: 
Small  was  his  private  room:  men  found  him-wiei« 
hf  8  plain  t\ble,  on  a  paltry  chair; 
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A  wretched  fljor  cloth,  and  some  prints  around. 

The  easy  purchase  of  a  sin<,'le  pound: 

Those  hiiuihle  trifles  and  that  study  small 

Make  a  strung  contrast  with  the  servants'  hall 

There  barely  comfort,  here  a  proud  excess, 

The  pompous  seat  of  pamper 'd  idleness. 

Where  the  sleek  rogues  with  one  consent  declare, 

They  would  not  live  upon  his  honours  fiire; 

He  daily  t'xjk  but  one  half-hour  to  dine. 

On  one  poor  dish  and  some  three  sips  of  wine; 

Then  he'd  abuse  tiiem  for  their  sumptuous  feast«, 

And  tay,  ''  My  friends!  you  make  yourselves  like  bewto| 

One  dish  suffices  any  man  to  dine, 

But  you  are  greedy  as  a  herd  of  swine; 

Learn  to  be  temperate." — Had  they  dared  t'  obey, 

He  would  have  praised  and  turn'd  them  all  away. 

Friends  met  Sir  Denys  riding  in  his  ground, 
And  there  the  meekness  of  his  spirit,  found: 
For  that  grey  coat,  not  new  for  many  a  year, 
Hides  all  that  would  like  decent  dress  appear; 
An  old  brown  pony  't  was  his  will  to  ride,  • 

Who  shuflled  onward,  and  Irom  side  to  side; 
A  tive-pound  purchase,  but  so  fat  and  sleek, 
His  very  plenty  made  the  creature  weak. 

"  Sir  Denys  Brand!  and  on  so  poor  a  steed! " 
"  Poor!  it  may  be — such  things  I  never  heed:" 
And  who  that  youth  behind,  of  pleasant  mien. 
Equipped  as  one  who  wishes  to  be  seeu, 
rjpon  a  horse,  twice  victor  for  a  plate, 
A  noble  hunter,  bought  at  dearest  rate? — 
Him  the  lad  fearing  yet  resolved  to  guide. 
He  curbs  his  spirit  while  he  strokes  his  pride. 

"  A  handsome  youth,  Sir  Denys;  and  a  horse 
Of  finer  figure  never  trod  the  course, — 
Yours,  without  question?" — "  Yes!   I  think  a  groon 
Bought  me  the  bea-ist;  I  cannot  say  the  sum: 
I  ride  him  not;  it  is  a  foolish  pride 
Men  have  in  cattle — but  my  people  ride. 
The  boy  it. — hark  ye,  siirah!  what's  your  name, 
Ay,  Jacob,  yes!  I  recollect — the  same; 
As  I  bethink  me  now,  a  tenant's  son — 
I  think  a  bmaiit, — is  your  father  one?" 

There  w  is  an  idle  boy  who  I'an  about, 
And  found  his  master's  humble  spirit  out; 
He  would  Et  awful  dist;inco  snatch  a  look, 
'JThen  run  an-ay  and  hide  him  in  some  nook; 

For  oh! "  quoth  Im   "  I  dare  not  tix  my  sigbt 
Jta  Mm,  hit  grandeur  puts  me  in  a  fright; 
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On;   Misler  Jacob,  when  you  Wfiit  on  him. 
Do  you  not  quake  xnd  tremble  every  limb?" 

The  Steward  soon  had  order* — "  Suiniueru,  MM 
Tliat  Sum  be  clothed,  aud  let  hiin  wait  ou  mo." 


Sir  Dcuys  died,  bequeathiiij;  all  afTairs 
la  trust  to  LatufhtoHB  louj;-exj)eriei»oe<l  caret, 
Before  a  Guardian,  and  Sir  Denys  dead, 
All  rul<3  and  power  devolved  upon  his  head, 
JTurabcrs  are  call'd  to  goveru,  but  ia  fact 
Only  fie  powerful  and  assuiuing  act. 

Lau^hboB,  too  wise  to  be  a  du]>e  to  fame, 
Cared  not  a  whit  of  what  descent  he  came, 
Till  he  was  rich;  he  then  conceived  the  tboogbt 
To  fish  for  |*edigr©e,  but  i)ever  caught : 
All  his  desire,  when  Ite  was  young  aud  poor. 
Was  to  advance;  be  never  cared  for  moro: 
"  Let  me  buy,  sell,  be  factor,  take  a  wife, 
Take  any  road  to  get  along  in  life." 

Was  lie  a  miser  then?  a  robber?  foe 
To  tlx)se  wIjo  trusted?  a  deceiver? — No! 
Me  was  ambitious;  all  his  powers  of  mind 
Were  to  one  eud  coutroird,  imj)roved,  eombinedi 
Wit,  kaniiug,  judgnieat,  were  by  his  accouut, 
Step.s  (or  the  ladder  he  dcsign'd  to  mount: 
Such  step  was  money;  wealth  was  but  his  slave. 
For  power  he  gain'd  it,  aud  for  power  he  gave: 
Full  well  the  Borough  knows  that  he'd  the  art 
Of  In-iaging  money  to  tl»e  surest  mart; 
Friends  too  were  aids, — they  k-d  to  contain  cnd% 
Increa^  of  power  and  claim  ou  oiIkt  friends. 
A  favourite  step  was  marriage:  then  l»e  gain'd 
Seat  ia  our  Hall,  and  o'er  his  oarty  reign 'd; 
Ho<ises  and  laitds  he  bouglit,  aud  long'd  to  bar. 
But  never  drew  the  springs  of  purchase  drj', 
And  thus  at  last  tliey  answer'd  every  call, 
The  failing  found  him  ready  for  their  fall: 
He  walks  along  the  street,  tlie  mart,  the  quay. 
And  looks  and  mutters,  "  This  belongs  to  me." 
Hit.  passions  all  partook  tlve  general  beat; 
Interest  inform  d  hiiu  when  lie  should  resent, 
H'  w  long  resist,  and  on  wltat  terms  relent: 
Ii  points  where  he  determiuet  to  succeed, 
In  rain  might  reason  or  oompaesMU  plead; 
Bat  guin'd  his  point,  lie  was  the  best  of  men, 
*  r  "Was  loss  of  time  to  be  vexatious  tlien : 
B£T>oe  he  was  mild  to  all  men  whom  he  led, 
Of  41  u  bo  dared  refiiet,  the  soourge  aod  drsMd. 
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Falselioo)  in  liiii;  wns  r.ot  ihe  useless  (ie 
Of  boustiii^'  pride  or  laiijjliins;  v;in:ty; 
Ft  was  the  Gfiinfnl,  tlie  |>crsti:KH)i;^  nrt, 
Tliat  in:i<li?  ks  w!iy  nrid  wmy  tli<;  floubtin;^  lieart. 
Wliicli  MViriied,  sotten'd,  humbled,  and  prevail'c* 
Nor  was  it  tried  till  ev'rv  truth  had  fail'd; 
No  sapfc  on  earth  could  more  than  he  despise 
Degrading,  poor,  unprofitable  lies. 
Though  fond  of  gain,  and  grievefl  by  wanton  waste, 
To  social  parties  lie  had  no  di<;taste: 
With  one  irresicling  purix>se  iti  his  view, 
He  sometimes  could  desc»>nd  lo  trifle  too! 
Yet,  in  these  moments,  he  had  still  the  art 
To  ope  the  looks  and  close  tli5  guarded  heart; 
And,  like  tlie  jiublic  host,  has  sometimes  mule 
A  grand  repast,  for  wliicli  the  guests  have  paid. 

At  length,  with  power  eixhied  and  wcalrhy  grow^ 
Frailties  and  passions,  long  suppress'd,  were  .-.liown: 
Then  to  provoke  him  was  a  dangerous  thing, 
His  pride  would  pnni.sh,  and  his  temper  sting; 
His  powerful  hatred  sought  tli'  avet)ging  hour, 
And  his  proud  vengeance  struck  with  all  his  power. 
Save  when  th'  otlender  took  a  pnident  way 
The  rising  storm  of  fury  to  allay: 
This  might  he  do,  and  so  in  safety  sleepv 
By  largely  casting  to  the  aijgry  deep! 
Or  better  yet  (its  swelling  force  t'  assuage,^ 
By  pouring  oil  of  fl:ittery  on  its  rage. 

And  now,  of  all  tl>e  heart  approved,  j)Osses8'd, 
Fear'd,  favour'd,  follow'd,  dreaded  and  caress'd, 
ITf  gently  yields  to  one  mellJt)uous  joy, 
TLie  only  sueet  that  is  not  found  to  cloy. 
Bland  aduhuion! — other  i>leasures  pall 
On  the  sick  taste,  and  transient  are  iUt-y  all; 
But  this  one  sweet  has  such  enchanting  power. 
The  more  wo  take,  the  faster  we  devour: 
Naui?cous  to  those  who  mu.st  the  dose  aj>plj, 
And  most  disgusting  to  the  standors-by. 
Yet  in  all  comjiaiiies  will  I.aughton  feed, 
Nor  core  liow  grossly  men  perform  the  deed. 

As  gapes  the  nursling,  or  what  comes  more  Deal 
Some  Friendly  Island  chief,  for  iKwirly  oheer: 
When  wives  and  slaves,  attending  round  his  seat^ 
frepare  by  turns  the  masticated  meat : 
So  for  this  master,  husband,  parent,  friend, 
His  ready  slaves  their  various  efforts  blend, 
And.  to  their  lord  still  eagerly  inclined, 
Vaij  ti--'  "'"ndii      »u    *■  a  dependeot  ntnd 
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But  let  tlie  Muse  assigii  tlie  man  Iiis  due, 
Woitli  lie  possess  d,  iii.r  were  liis  virtues  few: — 
He  sometiriKS  lielii'd  the  injured  in  their  cause; 
His  power  and  purse  liave  hiick'd  the  fiiiiing  laws; 
He  I'or  riilij^ioii  has  a  due  resi»ect, 
And  :i!l  his  serious  notions  are  oon-ect; 
AlthoiiKli  he  ])r:iy  d  and  hin^ruish'd  for  a  son, 
He  <;rew  rusijru  d  vvlien  Heaven  denied  hiui  one; 
He  never  to  this  ((uiet  niansion  -ends 
Suhjects  unfit,  in  conipliment  to  Iriends; 
IJot  so  Sir  Denys,  who  would  yet  protest 
He  always  ciiose  the  worthiest  and  the  best: 
Not  men  in  trade  Ijy  various  loss  brought  down, 
Hut  those  \¥hose  glory  once  amazed  the  town. 
Who  their  last  guinea  in  their  plciisures  spent, 
jet  never  fell  so  low  as  to  repent: 
'■'o  these  his  pity  lie  could  largely  deal. 
Wealth  they  hml  known,  and  therefore  want  could  feel 

'Ihree  seats  were  vacant  while  Sir  Denys  reign'd 
And  three  such  favourites  their  admission  gain  d; 
These  let  us  view,  still  more  to  understand 
The  moral  feelings  of  Sir  Denys  Brand. 


LETTER    XIV. 


LIFE  UF  iil.ANET. 


Blaney,  a  wealthy  Heir,  dissipated,  and  roduceil  to  Pi.Tprlr— 
His  Fortune  restored  l.y  Marriage:  ac.iin  eoiisuund— Hi« 
Manner  of  liTing  in  tlie  West  Indies— KeccOleil  to  a  largef 
Inheritiniee — His  more  rclined  and  expensive  Luvuri.-s— Hi« 
Method  of  quieting  Conscience— Death  of  bis  Wife— Almiu 
become  Poor- His  Method  of  supporting  iOxistcnce— Hi» 
Ideas  of  Religion— His  Habits  and  Connettiona  when  eld— 
Admitted  into  the  Aims-houae. 


Observk  that  tall  pale  Veteran!  what  a  look 
Of  shame  and  guilt! — who  cannot  read  that  bookf 
Misery  and  mirth  are  blended  in  his  face, 
Much  innate  vileness  and  some  outward  grace; 
There  wishes  strong  and  stronger  griefs  are  seen. 
Looks  ever  changed,  and  never  one  serene : 
Show  not  that  manner,  and  these  features  :ill, 
The  serpent's  cunning  and  the  sinner  s  fall? 

Hark  to  that  laughter!— 't  is  the  way  he  take* 
To  force  applai  se  for  each  vile  jest  he  "makev 
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3iich  is  yoii  man,  by  partial  favour  sent 
To  tiiese  calm  seats  to  fK)nder  and  repent. 

Blanc;/,  a  wealthy  heir  at  twcntj'-one. 
At  twenty-live  was  ruin'd  and  undone, — 
These  years  with  grievous  crimes  we  need  not  load 
He  found  his  ruin  in  the  common  road! — 
iJamed  witiiout  skill,  without  inquiry  bought, 
Lent  without  love,  and  borrow  d  without  thought. 
But,  guy  and  handsome,  he  had  soon  the  dower 
Of  a  kind  wealthy  widow  in  his  power: 
Then  he  aspired  to  loftier  flights  of  vice, 
To  singing  harlots  of  enormous  price; 
He  took  a  jockey  in  his  gig  to  buy 
A  horse,  so  valued,  that  a  duke  was  shy: 
To  gain  the  plaudits  of  the  knowing  few, 
Gamblers  and  grooms,  what  would  not  Blaney  do? 
His  dearest  friend  at  that  improving  age. 
^^'a-s  Hounslow  Dick,  who  drove  the  western  stage. 

Cruel  he  was  not — If  he  left  his  wife, 
He  left  ber  to  her  own  pursuits  in  life; 
Deaf  tc  reports,  to  all  expenses  blind. 
Profuse,  not  just,  and  careless,  but  not  kind. 

Yet,  thus  assisted,  ten  long  winters  pass'd 
In  wasting  guineas  ere  he  saw  his  last ; 
Then  he  began  to  reason,  and  to  feel 
He  could  not  dig,  nor  had  he  learn'd  to  steal, 
And  should  he  beg  as  long  as  he  miglit  live, 
He  justly  fear'd  that  nobody  would  give: 
But  he  could  charge  a  pistol,  and  at  will, 
All  that  was  mortal;  by  a  bullet  kill: 
And  he  was  taught,  by  those  whom  he  would  cah 
Man's  surest  guides — that  he  was  mortal  all. 

While  thus  he  thought,  still  waiting  for  the  day, 
When  he  should  dare  to  blow  liis  brams  away, 
A  place  for  him  a  kind  relation  found,  [grouni 

Where  England's  monarch  ruled,  but  far  from  Engiial 
He  gave  employ  that  might  for  bread  suflice, 
Correct  his  habits  and  restrain  his  vice. 

Here  Blaney  tried  (what  such  man's  miseries  teach) 
To  Hud  what  pleasures  were  within  his  reach; 
These  he  enjoy 'd,  though  not  in  just  the  style 
He  once  possess'd  them  in  his  native  isle; 
Congenial  souls  he  found  in  every  place, 
Vice  in  all  soils,  and  channs  in  every  race: 
His  lady  t(X)k  the  .same  amusing  way, 
Inj  laugh'd  at  Time  till  he  had  turn'd  them  grey; 
kt  length  for  England  once  again  they  steer'd, 

X  aucieiu  views  and  new  designs  eudear'd 
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His  kiudrcd  diod,  aiid.  Blancy  now  became 
An  iieir  to  one  who  never  heard  his  name. 

Wliut  could  he  now? — The  man  had  tried  befoM 
The  joys  of  youtli,  and  they  were  joys  no  mere; 
To  vicious  pleasure  he  w.is  still  inclined, 
But  vice  must  now  be  season'd  and  refined; 
Then  as  a  swine  he  wouM  on  [)le:isure  seize, 
Now  common  pleasures  had  no  jKiwer  to 
Beauty  alone  has  Cor  the  vulgar  charms, 
He  wanted  beauty  trembling  with  alarms: 
His  was  no  more  a  youthful  dream  of  joy, 
The  wretch  desired  to  ruin  and  destroy; 
He  bought  indulgence  with  a  boundless  price. 
Most  pleased  when  decency  bow'd  down  to  vice, 
^Vhen  a  fair  dame  lier  husbands  honour  sold, 
And  a  frail  cf  iiitess  play'd  for  Bhmey's  gold. 

"  But  dif'     )t  conscience  in  her  anger  rise?" 
Yes!  and  he  .earn'd  her  terrors  to  despise; 
^Vhen  stung  by  thought,  to  soothing  books  be  fled. 
And  grew  com|>oscd  and  harden  d  as  he  read; 
Tales  of  Voltaire,  and  essiiys  gay  and  slight, 
Pleased  him,  and  shone  with  their  phosphoric  light 
Wliich,  though  it  rose  from  objects  vile  and  base, 
^Vbere'er  it  came  threw  s[)lendour  on  the  place, 
And  was  that  light  which  the  deluded  youth. 
And  this  grey  sinner,  deem'd  the  light  of  truth. 
He  diflerent  works  for  difl'erent  cause  admired. 
Some  fix'd  his  judgment,  some  his  passions  fir'd; 
To  cheer  the  mind  and  niise  a  dormant  tliune. 
He  had  the  Uioks,  decreed  to  lasting  shame. 
Which  those  who  read  are  careful  not  to  name: 
These  won  to  vicious  act  the  yielding  heart. 
And  then  the  cooler  reasoners  soothed  the  smart. 

He  heard  of  Blount,  and  Mandeville.  and  ChubU 
How  they  the  doctors  of  their  day  would  drub; 
How  Hume  had  dwelt  on  Miracles  so  well, 
That  none  would  now  believe  a  miracle; 
And  thougii  he  cared  not  works  so  grave  to  read. 
He  caught  their  faith,  and  sigu'd  the  sinner's  creed. 

Thus  was  he  pleas-;d  to  join  the  laughing  side, 
Nor  ceased  the  laughter  when  his  lady  died; 
Yet  was  he  kind  and  careful  of  her  fame. 
And  on  her  tomb  inscribed  a  virtuous  name; 
"A  tender  wife,  respected,  and  so  forth," — 
The  marble  still  bears  witness  to  the  worth 

He  has  some  children,  but  lie  knows  not  where, 
Sometl  ing  thsy  cost,  but  neither  love  nor  care: 

K  M  2 
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A  lather'!:  fei-linjrs  lie  lias  never  known, 
His  joys,  his  soitows,  have  lieen  nil  his  own. 
lie  would  now  build — and  lofty  seat  he  built, 
And  sought,  in  various  ways,  relief  from  guilt 
Restless,  for  ever  anxious  to  obtain 
Ease  for  the  heart  by  raniblinss  of  the  brain, 
He  would  have  pictures,  and  of  course  a  Taste. 
And  found  a  thousand  means  bis  wealth  to  wasta 
Newmarket  steeds  he  bought  at  mighty  cost; 
They  sometimes  won,  but  Blaney  always  lost 

Quick  came  his  ruin,  came  when  he  had  still 
For  life  a  relish,  and  in  pleasure  skill: 
By  his  own  idle  reckoning  he  supposed 
His  wealth  would  last  him  till  his  life  was  closed; 
But  no!  he  found  this  fmal  hoard  was  spent, 
While  he  had  years  to  suffer  and  repent. 
Yet,  at  the  last,  his  noble  mind  to  show, 
And  in  his  misery  how  he  bore  the  blow, 
He  view'd  his  only  guinea,  then  suppress'd, 
For  a  .short  time,  the  tumults  in  his  breast, 
And,  moved,  by  pride,  by  habit  and  despair, 
3«ve  it  an  opera-bird  to  hum  an  air. 

Come  ye!  who  live  for  pleasure,  come,  behold 
A  man  of  pleasure  when  he's  poor  and  old ; 
When  he  looks  back  through  life,  and  cannot  find 
A  single  action  to  relieve  his  mind; 
When  he  looks  forward,  striving  still  to  keep 
A  steady  prospect  of  eternal  sleep ; 
When  not  one  friend  is  left,  of  all  the  tr.ain 
Whom  't  was  his  pride  and  boast  to  entertain, — 
Friends  now  employ 'd  from  house  to  house  to  run 
.■\nd  say,  "Alas!  poor  Hlancy  is  undone!" — 
Tho.se  whom  he  shook  with  ardour  by  the  hand. 
By  whom  he  stood  as  long  as  he  could  st.ind. 
Who  .seem'd  to  him  from  all  deception  clear, 
And  who,  more  strange!  might  think  themselves  sincere 

i-o!  now  the  hero  shuffling  tlirough  the  town, 
To  hunt  a  dinner  and  to  beg  a  crown; 
To  tell  an  idle  tale,  that  boys  may  smile; 
To  bear  a  strumpet's  billet-doux  a  mile; 
To  cull  a  wanton  for  a  youth  of  wealth 
(With  reverend  view  to  both  his  taste  and  health) 
To  be  a  useful,  needy  thing  between 
Fear  and  desire — the  pander  and  the  screen; 
To  flatter  pictures,  houses,  horses,  dress. 
The  wildest  fashion,  or  the  worst  excess; 
To  be  the  grey  seducer,  and  entice 
Un'jearded  filly  into  acts  of  vic«; 


ALMS-HOrSE — BLANET. 


413 


And  then  to  level  eveiy  fence  which  law 

And  virtue  fix  to  kefip  the  mind  in  siwe, 

He  first  inveigles  youth  to  walk  astray, 

Ne<t  prompts  and  soothes  them  in  tlieir  fatal  way 

Then  vindicates  the  deed,  and  makes  the  mind  Iu»  ptty 

Unhappy  man!  what  pains  he  takes  to  state — 
(Proof  of  "his  fear!)  that  all  below  is  fate; 
Tiiat  ^11  proceed  in  one  appointed  traek. 
Whfii  none  can  stop,  or  take  their  journey  back: 
Then  wiiat  is  vice  or  virtue? — Yet  hell  rail 
At  priests  till  memory  and  quotation  fail; 
lie  rearls,  to  learn  the  various  ills  tli- y"ve  done, 
And  calls  them  v\\k'T*.  every  mctlier-  son. 

lie  is  the  harlot's  aid,  who  wheedliiii;  tries 
To  move  her  friend  for  vanity's  supplies; 
To  weak  inilulgeiice  he  allures  the  mind, 
Loth  to  be  duped,  but  willinf?  to  bo  kind; 
And  if  successful— what  the  l.al)Our  pays? 
He  K3t8  the  friend's  contempt  and  I'hloe's  praise, 
Who.  in  her  triumph,  condescends  to  say, 
"  What  a  pXMl  creature  Ulaney  was  to-day!" 

Hear  the  poor  demon  when  the  yoimg  attend, 
Ai;d  willin;;  ear  to  vile  exi^riencc  lend; 
When  he  relates  (with  laushin?,  leerin-j  eye) 
The  tJile  licentious,  mixM  with  blasphemy: 

No  genuine  {jladness  his  narrations  caust. 

The  frailest  heart  denies  sincere  applause; 
And  many  a  youth  has  turn'd  him  half  aside. 

And  lan-iii  d  aloud  the  sign  of  shame  to  hide. 
Blaney,  no  aid  in  his  vile  cause  to  lose, 

Buys  pictures,  prints,  and  a  licentious  muse! 

He  borrows  every  help  from  every  art. 

To  stir  the  passions  :jnd  mislead  the  heart: 

But  fro'u  the  subject  lot  us  soon  escape, 

Nor  give  this  feature  all  its  ugly  sha|>e; 

Some  to  their  crimes  escape  from  satire  owe, 

Wiio  shall  describe  what  Blaney  dares  to  show? 

While  thus  the  man  to  vice  and  passion  sln»e, 

Was,  with  his  follies,  moving  to  the  grave, 

The  ancient  ruler  of  this  mansion  died. 

And  Blaney  Iwldly  for  the  seat  applied: 

Sir  Denys  Brand, "then  guardian,  join'd  his  suit; 

"  'T  is  true,"  said  he.  "  the  fellow's  quite  a  brute — 

A  very  beast,  but  yet,  with  all  his  sin, 

He  has  a  manner — let  the  devil  in." 

They  half  complied,  they  gave  the  wish'd  retreat, 

But  raised  a  wortliicv  to  the  vacant  s.^at. 
N  K  .3 
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Thus  forced  on  ways  unlike  encli  former  ynj, 
Thus  led  to  pniyer  witliont  a  lieiirt  to  pray, 
He  quits  the  gay  and  rich,  the  young  and  free, 
Among  the  badge-men,  with  a  badge  to  be: 
He  sees  an  humble  tradesman  raised  to  rule 
The  grey-beard  pupils  of  tliis  moral  school; 
Where  he  himself,  an  old  licentious  boy, 
Will  nothing  learn,  and  nothing  can  enjoy; 
In  temp'rate  measures  he  must  eat  and  drink. 
And,  pain  of  pains!  must  live  alone  and  think. 

In  vain,  by  fortune's  smiles,  thrice  affluent  madfl^ 
Still  has  he  debts  of  ancient  date  unpaid ; 
Thrice  into  penury  by  eiTor  thrown; 
Not  one  right  maxim  hits  ho  made  his  own; 
The  old  men  shun  him, — some  his  vices  hate, 
And  all  abhor  his  principles  and  prate; 
Nor  love  nor  care  for  him  will  mortal  show, 
Save  a  fniil  sister  in  the  female  row. 


LETTER    XV. 

IVHABITAltrS  OF  THE   AI^S-HOITSS. 

CLELIA. 

Her  IJTely  and  pleasant  Manners — Her  Reading  and  Decision— 
Her  intercourse  with  different  Classes  of  Society — Her  Kind 
of  Character — The  favoured  Lover — Her  Management  of  him: 
his  of  her — After  one  Period,  Clelia  \vith  an  Attorney :  her 
Manner  and  Situation  there — Another  such  Period,  when  her 
Fortune  still  declines  —  Mistress  of  an  Inn  —  A  Widow  — 
Another  such  Interval :  stie  becomes  poor  and  infirm,  but 
still  vain  and  frivolous — The  fallen  Vanity — Admitted  in'o 
the  House  :  meets  Blaney. 


We  liad  a  sprightly  nymph — in  every  town 

Are  some  such  sprights,  who  wander  up  and  down; 

She  had  her  useful  arts,  and  could  contrive, 

In  Time's  despite,  to  sUiy  at  twenty-five; — 

"  Here  vnW  I  rest:  inovc  on,  thou  lying  year, 

Tliis  is  mine  age,  and  I  will  re--t  me  here." 

Arch  was  her  look,  and  she  had  plejvsant  wayi 
Your  good  opinion  of  her  heart  to  raise; 
Her  speech  was  lively,  and  with  case  express'd, 
And  well  she  judged  the  tempers  she  address'd; 
If  some  soft  strippling  iiad  her  keenness  felt, 
She  k'lew  the  way  to  make  his  anger  melt: 
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Wit  was  alloAv'J  licr,  tlioui;li  hut  few  couM  bring 
Direct  examj)k!  ol'a  witty  tiiiii^;; 
'T  was  that  gay,  pleasant,  smart,  enjra.i^inj;  speech. 
Her  beaux  adiuircil.  ami. just  withiu  their  reach; 
Not  indiscreet,  jjeriiajis,  but  yet  more  Tree 
T'lan  prudish  nymphs  allow  tiieir  wit  to  be. 

Novels  and  plays,  with  piK-ms  old  and  new, 
IJSere  all  the  books  our  nymph  attended  to; 
Yet  from  the  press  no  treatise  issued  forth, 
Bnt  siie  would  speak  precisely  of  its  wortlj. 

She  with  the  London  staf^e  familiar  grew 
And  every  actor's  name  and  merit  knew; 
She  told  liow  this  or  that  their  part  mistiMjk, 
And  of  the  rival  Koiiieos  gave  the  look; 
Of  eithcM-  house  "t  was  iiers  the  strength  to  see, 
Then  judge  with  candour — "  Drury  Lane  for  in*   ' 

What  made  this  knowledge,  what  this  ;Uill  ci  iiipletef 
A  fortnight's  visit  in  Whitechapel  Street. 

Her  place  in  lil'e  was  rich  and  p<w)r  between. 
With  those  a  favourite,  and  with  theso  a  ipieen; 
Slie  could  her  j)arts  assume,  and  condesceml 
To  friends  more  humble  while  an  liumbii-  I'liend; 
And  thus  a  welcome,  lively  guest  could  pa>s, 
Threading  her  pleasant  way  from  class  to  class. 

"  Her  re])utation?  " — That  was  like  her  wii, 
And  seemed  her  manner  and  her  state  to  tit; 
Something  there  was,  what  none  presumed  to  say, 
Clouds  lightly  ]iassing  on  a  smiling  day, — 
Whispers  and  hints  which  went  from  ear  to  car. 
And  mix'd  reports  no  judge  on  earth  cmild  dear. 

But  of  each  sex  a  friendly  number  pressd 
To  joyous  banquets  this  alluring  gue>t : 
There,  if  indulging  mirth,  and  freed  fri>ui  awe, 
If  pleasing  all,  and  pleased  with  all  she  »aw, 
Her  speech  were  free,  and  sucli  as  freely  dwelt 
On  the  same  feelings  all  around  her  felt; 
Or  if  sDHiC  fond  presuming  favourite  tried 
To  come  so  near  as  once  to  be  denied; 
Yet  not  with  brow  so  stern  or  speech  so  nice, 
But  that  he  ventured  on  denial  twice: — 
If  these  have  been,  and  so  has  Scandal  taught. 
Yet  Malice  never  found  the  proof  she  sought. 

But  then  came  one,  tl)e  Lovelace  of  his  day, 
Rich.  ]>roud,  and  crafty,  handsome,  brave,  and  gay 
Yet  lo7ed  he  not  those  labour'd  plans  and  ai'ts, 
But  left  the  business  to  the  ladies   hearts. 
And  when  he  found  them  in  a  proper  train. 
He  thought  all  else  sujjcrrtuous  ;uid  vain  • 
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But  in  thai  training  he  was  deeply  taugnt, 

And  rarely  faild  of  gaining  all  he  sought; 

He  knew  how  far  directly  on  to  go; 

How  to  recede  and  dally  to  and  fro; 

How  to  make  all  the  passions  his  allies, 

And,  when  he  saw  them  in  contention  rise, 

To  watch  the  wrought-up  heart,  and  conquer  by  lurpiiae 

Our  heroine  fear'd  him  not;  it  was  her  part, 
To  make  sure  conquest  of  such  gentle  heart — 
Of  one  so  mild  and  humble:  for  she  saw 
In  Henrj^'s  eye  a  love  chastised  by  awe. 
llfir  tiioughts  of  virtue  were  not  :ill  sublime, 
Nor  virtuous  all  her  thoughts;  't  was  not  lier  time 
To  bait  each  hook,  in  every  way  to  please, 
And  the  rich  prize  with  dextrous  hand  to  seize. 
She  had  no  \nrgin-terrors:  she  could  stray 
In  all  love's  maze,  nor  fear  to  lose  her  way; 
Nay,  could  go  near  the  precipice,  nor  dread 
A  failing  caution  or  a  giddy  head; 
She'd  fix  her  eyes  upon  the  roaring  flood, 
And  dance  upon  the  brink  where  danger  stood. 

'T  was  nature  all.  she  judged  in  one  so  young, 
To  drop  the  eye,  and  falter  in  the  tongue; 
To  be  about  to  take,  and  then  command 
His  daring  wish,  and  only  view  the  hand: 
Yes!  all  was  nature;  it  became  a  maid 
Of  gentle  soul  t'  encourage  love  afraid; — 
He,  so  unlike  the  confident  and  bold, 
\\'ould  fly  in  mute  despair  to  find  her  cold: 
The  young  and  tender  germ  re(juires  the  sun 
To  make  it  spread;  it  must  be  smiled  upon. 
Thus  the  kind  virgin  gentle  means  devised, 
To  gain  a  heart  so  fond,  a  hand  so  prized; 
More  gentle  still  she  grew,  to  change  her  way, 
Would  cause  confusion,  danger,  and  delay: 
Thus  (an  increase  of  gentleness  her  mode,) 
She  took  a  plain,  unvaried,  certain  road. 
And  every  hour  believed  success  was  nesir, 
Till  tiiere  was  nothing  left  to  hope  or  fear. 

It  must  be  own'd  that  in  this  strife  of  hearts, 
Man  has  advantage — has  superior  arts: 
The  lover's  aim  is  to  the  nym))L  unknown. 
Nor  is  she  alwa\-s  certain  of  her  own; 
Or  has  her  fears,  nor  these  can  so  disguise, 
But  he  who  searches,  reads  them  in  her  eyes, 
In  the  avenging  frown,  in  the  regretting  sighs: 
1  hese  arc  his  signals,  and  he  learns  to  steer 
The  »traighter  course  whenever  they  appear 
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"  Pass  we  ten  years,  ami  what  was  Clelia's  fate?  ' 
At  an  attorney's  bo;ird  alert  »lic  sate, 
Not  legal  iiii^ress.  lit;  with  other  men 
U:ice  sou{,-li'.  Ler  liaml,  but  otlicr  views  were  then; 
And  wlieii  lie  knew  lie  ini-iit  the  bliss  coininaud, 
Ue  other  bletisiiig  sought  without  the  h:ind: 
For  still  lie  felt  alive  the  lambent  ttaiue. 
And  otfer'd  her  a  home.— and  home  she  caine. 

There,  titough  iier  1  igher  friend-ships  lived  uo  mof 
She  loved  to  .si-rak  of  what  .>.he  bhared  liel'ore — 
"  Of  the  dear  Lucy,  heire>s  of  the  lioli, — 
Of  good  Sir  I'eter,— of  their  annual  ball, 
And  the  fiiir  countess!— Oh!  ciie  loved  them  all!" 
The  liiniibler  clients  of  her  friend  w<uii<l  »Ure, 
The  knowing  smile,— but  lu-ither  caused  her  can; 
She  brought  her  spirits  to  her  humble  .••tate. 
And  wKJthud  with  i-lie  dreiims  h<i  fiowi.ing  fate. 

"  Ten  summers  pa.s*d,  and  how  was  Clelia  then?"— 
Alas!  she  suH'erd  in  this  trying  ten; 
The  pair  had  p:irte<l:   who  to  him  attend, 
Must  judge  the  nymph  uulaithful  to  her  friend; 
But  who  on  her  would  e.jual  faith  be>tow, 
Would  think  hiin  ra.-h,— ami  surely  she  must  know. 

Then  as  a  matron  Clelia  taught  a  school, 
But  nature  gave  not  talents  tit  for  rule: 
Yet  HOW,  though  marks  of  waiting  years  were  seen 
Some  touch  of  sorrow,  some  attack  of  spleen; 
Still  there  was  life,  a  spirit  quick  and  gay, 
And  lively  s|H,-ech  an.l  elegant  army. 

The  UrilHu  s  landlord  these  allured  so  far 
He  made  her  mistress  ol  his  hea,rt  and  bar; 
He  had  no  idle  retr«.si«ctive  whim. 
Till  she  was  his,  her  dee.ls  concenid  not  him 
Sj  far  was  well, — .'^nt  Clelia  thought  not  fit 
(In  .xll  the  Grirtin  nteded)  to  submit: 
Gaily  to  dress  and  in  ihe  bar  preside, 
Soothed  the  poor  spirit  of  degraded  pride; 
But  cooking,  waiting,  welcomng  a  crew 
01  noisy  guests,  were  arts  she  never  knew: 
Hence  daily  w;urs,  with  temporary  truce. 
His  vulgar  insult,  and  her  keen  abuse; 
And  as  their  spirits  wasted  in  the  strife. 
Both  took  the  Grillin's  ready  aid  of  life; 
But  she  with  greater  prudence — Harry  tried 
More  powerful  aid,  and  in  the  trial  died; 
Yet  drew  down  vengeance:  in  no  distant  time, 
Th"  insolvent  Grilliu  struck  his  wings  sublime— 
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Forth  from  her  palncc  wnlk  d  the  ejected  qneea. 
And  show'd  tr>  Irinvniiif;  fate  i\  look  serene; 
Gay  spite  of  time.  thoiif;h  pf)or,  yet  well  attired. 
Kind  without  ii>ve,  and  vain  if  not  adtnireo. 


Another  term  is  past;  ten  other  years 
In  various  trials,  troubles,  views,  and  fears: 
Ol  these  some  p;iss'd  in  small  attempts  at  trade; 
Houses  she  kept  for  widowers  lately  nuv-.-^; 
For  now  she  said,  "  They'll  miss  th'  emlearing  friend) 
Ana  I'll  be  there  the  soften'd  lieart  tr)  bend:" 
And  true  a  part  was  done  as  Cielia  plaimd — 
The  heart  was  soften  d,  but  she  niissd  the  l&nrL 
She  wrote  a  novel,  and  Sir  Deiiys  said 
The  dedie.ition  was  tlie  Jjest  lie  re:wi; 
But  Edgeworths,  Smiths,  and  Radeliffes  so  e^groes'd 
The  public  ear,  that  all  lier  pains  were  lost. 
To  keep  a  toy-shop  was  attempt  the  iiist. 
There  too  she  faild,  and  sciieines  and  h(>f>es  were  paa^ 

Now  friendless,  sick,  and  old,  and  w:\nting  bread» 
The  first-born  tears  of  fallen  pride  were  slied — 
True,  bitter  tears;  and  yet  that  woimded  pride, 
Among  the  poor,  for  poor  distinctions  sigh'd. 
Though  now  lier  tales  were  to  l»er  audience  fit; 
Though  loud  her  tones,  and  vulg:»r  grown  her  wit. 
Though  now  her  dress — (but  let  me  not  explain 
The  piteous  patchwork  of  tlie  needy-vain, 
The  fiirtish  foj-ni  to  cot^rse  ntiterials  lent, 
And  one  poor  nJin  through  fifty  iasliions  sent:) 
Though  all  within  was  sad,  witlwHit  was  mean,— 
Still   t  was  her  wish,  her  comfort,  to  be  seen: 
She  would  to  plays  on  lowest  terras  resort, 
Where  once  her  box  w.as  to  the  beaux  a  conrt; 
And,  strsmge  delight!  to  that  same  house  where  ilM 
Join'd  in  the  dance,  all  gaiety  and  glee. 
Now  with  the  menials  crowiiing  to  ihe  wall. 
She'd  see,  not  share,  the  pleasures  of  tl>e  ball, 
And  with  degnxled  vanity  unfold. 
How  she  too  triumph'd  in  the  years  of  old. 
To  her  poor  friends,  't  was  now  her  pride  to  tell, 
On  what  a  heiglit  slie  stood  before  site  fell; 
At  church  slie  points  to  one  tall  seat,  and  "  Then 
We  sat,"  she  cries,  "  when  my  papa  was  mayor." 
Not  quite  con-ect  in  wijat  she  now  relates, 
She  alters  persons,  and  slie  foi-ges  dates, 
And,  finding  memoi-y's  weaker  help  decay'd 
Sbe  boldljr  calls  uivention  to  lier  aii 
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ToiichM  by  tlie  pity  lie  had  felt  before, 
For  her  Sir  Dciiys  o|>o<l  tlie  Alms-liouse  door: 
"  With  all  her  faults,"  he  said,  "  the  woman  knew 
How  to  distinguish — had  a  iiitinner  too; 
And,  as  they  any  she  is  iiMied  to  some 
111  decent  station — let  the  creature  cotne." 

Here  siie  and  Bhincy  meet,  and  take  their  view 
Of  all  the  plca«nros  they  would  still  pursue: 
Hour  after  hour  they  sit,  and  nothin;;  hide 
Of  vices  past;  their  fillies  are  tin-ir  firide, 
What  to  the  sober  and  the  cool  are  crimes, 
They  bo:Lst — exultinfj  in  thosp  happy  tinies^ 
The  darkest  deeds  no  indi>;nation  raise. 
The  purest  virtue  never  wins  their  praise; 
But  still  they  on  their  ancient  joys  dilate, 
Still  witli  regret  departed  jjlories  state, 
And  mourn  their  grierous  fall,  and  curse  their  rigoroiu  (Sita 


LETTKIR  XVI. 

ninABITAXTS    OF    THE    At.MS-IIOrSB. 

BENBOW. 

B«nbow,  an  improper  compniiion  for  the  BaHccmen  of  the 
Alms-house — lie  resembles  liiirilolph — Left  in  Ira^le  br  his 
Father — Coiilriut-'  iiselosa  Krii'iiiUnips — Ilii  Kneuds  Jrink 
with  him,  and  euiplov  others— Callfd  wortliy  and  honcall 
Why — Ktlfc-t  of  Wine  on  the  Mind  ol  Miin — llciiU)» '»  eonimun 
Subject— The  I'rai.-ie  «f  departed  Knends  and  Patrons — 
'tiquire  Asgill,  at  ihe  Granee:  hi^<  Manners,  Servants,  Krien<U 
— True  to  his  Chireh — Ought  therelbre  lo  be  spared— Ilia 
Son's  diU'eront  Conduit— Vexation  ol'  the  Kaiher's  Spirit  il 
a<liuitted  to  see  the  Alteration — Captain  t)o«l;nu,  a  bixtn 
Companion,  ready  to  drink  at  all  Times,  and  with  any  Com' 
pauv:  I'aiuons  in  his  Cluli-rooni  — His  easy  Departure — LKjU; 
Murray,  a  Maiden  advanced  in  Years:  abides  l)y  Uutalia  and 
Cards — Her  tree  Manners— Her  Skill  in  the  G;une — ^llei 
Preparation  and  Death  —  Benbow,  how  interrupted:  hif 
Submission. 


See!  yonder  badgeman,  with  that  glowing  face, 
A  meteor  shining  in  this  sober  |)lace; 
Vast  sums  were  paid,  and  many  years  were  past 
Ere  gems  so  rich  around  their  railiance  cast! 
Such  was  the  tiery  front  that  Uardnlph  wore, 
€uiding  his  master  to  the  tavern  door; 
There  (irst  that  meteor  rose,  and  there  alone, 
In  its  due  place,  the  rich  etl'ul^cnce  shone: 
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Btit  this  wrange  fire  the  seat  of  peace  invades, 
And  shines  portentous  in  these  solennn  shades 

Bejtboto,  a  boon  companion,  Wng  approved 
By  jovial  sets,  and  (as  he  thought)  beloved. 
Was  judged  as  one  to  joy  and  friendship  prone. 
And  deem'j  injurious  to  himself  alone; 
Gen'rous  and  irae,  he  paid  but  small  regard 
To  trade,  and  fail'd,  and  some  declared  "  twas  hard.  ' 
These  were  his  friends — his  foes  conceiv'd  the  caae 
Of  common  kind;  he  sought  and  found  disgrace: 
The  raasoning  few,  who  neither  scorn'd  nor  loved. 
His  feelings  pitied  and  his  faults  reproved. 

Benbow,  the  father,  left  possessions  fair, 
A  worthy  name  and  business  to  his  heir; 
Benbow,  the  son,  those  fiir  possessions  sold. 
And  lost  his  credit,  while  he  spent  the  gold: 
He  was  a  iovial  trader:  men  en  joy  VI 
The  night  witli  him;  his  day  was  unemploy'd; 
So  when  his  credit  and  his  cash  were  spent. 
Here,  by  mistaken  pity,  he  was  sent; 
Of  late  he  came,  with  passions  unsubdued, 
And  shared  and  cursed  the  hated  solitude, 
Where  gloomy  thoughts  arise,  where  grievous  cares  intmd* 

Known  but  in  drink, — he  found  an  easy  friend. 
Well  pleivsed  his  worth  and  honour  to  commend; 
And  thus  inform'd,  the  guardian  of  tliM  trust 
Heard  the  applause  and  said  the  claim  was  just; 
A  worthy  soul!  unfitted  for  the  strife. 
Care,  and  contention  ol  a  busy  life; — 
Worthy,  and  why? — that  o'er  the  midnight  bowl 
He  made  his  friend  the  partner  of  his  soul, 
And  any  man  his  friend: — then  thus  in  glee, 
"  I  speak  my  mind,  I  love  the  trutii,"  quoth  he; 
Till  't  was  his  fate  tluit  useful  truth  to  Hnd, 
'T  is  sometimes  prudent  not  to  speak  the  mind. 

With  wine  inflated,  man  is  all  uplilown. 
And  feels  a  power  wiiich  he  believes  his  own* 
With  fancy  soaring  to  the  skies,  he  thinks 
His  all  th°  virtues  all  the  while  he  drinks; 
But  when  the  gas  from  the  balloon  is  gone, 
When  sober  thoughts  and  serious  cares  come  on. 
Where  then  tiie  worth  that  in  himself  he  found?— 
Vanish'd — and  he  sank  grov'liiig  on  the  ground. 

Still  some  conceit  will  Bcnbow's  mind  inflate. 
Poor  as  he  is, — 't  is  pleas.ant  to  relate 
The  joys  he  once  possess'd — it  soothes  his  present  Bteta 

Seated  with  some  grey  beadsman,  be  regrets 
His  fomer  feasting,  though  it  swe'ld  his  debts: 
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roi)ers  once  famed,  his  frieiidg  in  earlier  dayi, 
IVell  lie  describes,  and  tliinks  des<:ription  praise: 
Kicli  hero's  wortli  witii  much  dciicht  lie  paintf. 
jiartyrs  they  were,  and  lie  would  make  them  s:uiita. 

'  Alas!  alas!     0I<1  Kn.;i:ind  now  may  say 
My  glory  withers;  it  has  had  its  day: 
We're  fUl'.en  on  evil  times;  men  read  ami  think; 
Our  bold  forefathers  love<i  to  K;:lit  and  drink. 

'•  Then  lived  the  good  'S.iuire  Asgill — what  a  changl 
Has  death  and  fiu-liion  shown  us  at  the  (irange! 
He  bravely  thouj.dit  it  be>t  became  his  rank. 
That  all  his  tenants  and  hi:*  tnidesmeu  dnuik; 
He  was  delighted  from  his  favourite  room 
To  see  them  'cross  the  park  go  daily  home, 
Praising  :iloud  the  lifpior  and  the  host, 
And  striving  who  should  venerate  liim  most. 

"  No  jiride  ha<i  he.  and  there  was  difference  small 
Between  the  master's  and  the  servant's  hall; 
And  here  or  there  the  ^jue^ts  were  welcome  all. 
Of  Heaven's  free  gifts  he  took  no  siK-oial  care. 
He  never  quarrePd  for  a  simple  hare; 
Hut  songiit,  by  giving  sport,  a  sportsman's  name, 
Him.-elf  a  poacher,  though  at  other  game: 
He  nt'ver  planted  nor  enclosed — his  trees 
Grew  like  himself,  untroubled  and  at  ease: 
Boun<U  of  all  kinds  he  hate<i,  and  had  felt 
Choked  and  imprisond  in  a  modern  belt. 
Which  some  rare  genms  now  had  twmed  at  out 
The  good  old  house,  to  keep  oI<l  nt-ighbours  out 
Along  his  valleys,  in  the  fvening-hours. 
Tlie  borough-damsels  stniy  d  to  gather  Howera, 
Or,  by  the  brakes  an.l  briisliwoo<l  of  the  park. 
To  take  their  pleasant  rambles  m  tlie  dark. 
Some  prudes,  ot  rii;id  kind,  forbore  to  call 
On  the  kind  females — favourites  at  the  hidl; 
But  better  natures  saw,  with  much  delight 
The  ditlerent  orders  of  mankind  unite: 
T  was  schooling  pride  to  see  the  fiHitinan  w^it. 
Smile  on  his  sister  and  receive  her  plate. 

"  His  worship  ever  was  a  churchman  true. 
He  held  in  scorn  the  methodistic  crew; 
May  God  defend  the  Church,  and  save  the  L'inf 
He'd  pray  devoutly  and  divinely  sing. 
4.dmit  that  he  the  holy  day  would  spend 
As  priests  approved  not,  still  he  was  a  friend  : 
Much  then  I  blame  the  preacher  as  too  nic*. 
To  call  such  triiles  by  the  mune  of  vice: 
oo 
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Hinting,  though  gently,  and  with  cautioui-  »ijeecii. 
or  gojil  example — 't  was  their  trade  to  preach: 
But  still  't  was  pity,  when  the  worthy  'squire 
Stuck  to  the  church,  what  more  could  they  requite? 
'T  was  almost  joining  that  fanatic  crew, 
To  throw  such  morals  at  his  honour's  pew; 
A  weaker  man,  had  he  been  so  reviled. 
Had  left  the  place — he  only  swore  and  smiled. 

'■  But  think,  ye  rectors  and  ye  curates,  think, 
Who  are  your  friends,  and  at  tiieir  frailties  wink; 
Conceive  not — mounted  on  your  Sunday-throne, 
Your  fire-brands  fall  upon  your  foes  alone; 
They  strike  your  patrons — and  should  all  withdraw, 
In  whom  your  wisdom  niay  discern  a  flaw. 
You  would  the  flower  of  all  their  audience  lose. 
And  spend  your  crackers  on  their  empty  pews. 

"  The  father  dead,  the  son  has  found  a  wife, 
And  lives  a  fonnal,  proud,  unsocial  life; — 
The  lands  are  now  enclosed;  the  tenants  all 
Save  at  a  rent-day,  never  see  the  hall: 
No  lass  is  suffer 'd  o'er  the  walks  to  coirie, 
And  if  there's  love,  they  have  it  all  at  home. 

"  Oh !  could  the  ghost  of  our  good  'squire  arise, 
And  see  such  change;  would  it  believe  its  eyes? 
Would  it  not  glide  about  from  place  to  place, 
And  mourn  the  manners  of  a  feebler  race? 
At  that  long  table,  where  the  servants  found 
Mirth  and  abundance  while  the  year  went  round, 
Where  a  huge  pollard  on  the  winter  fire. 
At  a  huge  distance  made  them  all  retire: 
Where  not  a  measure  in  the  room  was  kept. 
And  but  one  rule — they  tippled  till  they  slept — 
There  would  it  see  a  pale  old  h;\g  preside, 
A  thing  made  up  of  stinginess  and  pride; 
Who  carves  the  meat,  as  if  the  flesh  could  feci ; 
Careless  whose  flesh  must  miss  the  plenteous  meal; 
Here  would  the  ghost  a  small  coal  fire  behold, 
Not  fit  to  keep  one  body  from  the  cold; 
Then  would  it  flit  to  higher  rooms,  and  stay 
To  view  a  dull,  dress'd  company  at  play; 
All  the  old  comfort,  all  the  genial  fare 
For  ever  gone!  how  sternly  would  it  stare: 
And  though  it  might  not  to  their  view  appear, 
'T  would  cause  among  them  lassitude  and  fear; 
Then  wait  to  see — where  he  delight  has  seen — 
The  dire  effect  of  fretful ness  and  spleen. 

"  Such  wsre  the  worthies  of  these  better  day.^; 
We  Lad  their  blessings — they  shall  have  our  praiae. 
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«  Of  Ciiptaiii  DowUng  would  you  hear  me  speak  > 
rd  Bit  and  sing  his  pnilses  for  a  week: 
He  was  a  m:in,  and  manlike  all  his  joy,— 
I'm  led  to  question  wa^  he  ever  boy? 
Beef  was  his  breakfast:  if  from  sea  and  salt, 
It  relish'd  better  with  his  wine  of  malt; 
Then   till  i>e  dined,  if  walkin-  in  or  out. 
Whether  the  grnvol  t(M^-d  him  or  tl»c  gout. 
Though  short  in  wind  nnd  Ihmnel  d  everv  limU, 
He  drank  witii  all  wiio  had  concerns  with  bun: 
Whatever  tnidcr,  a'jent.  merchant,  came, 
They  found  him  ready  every  hour  the  same; 
Whatever  liquors  might  between  them  pass, 
He  took  them  all.  and  never  balk  d  his  glass: 
Nav,  with  the  seamen  working  m  the  ship. 
At'tiieir  request,  he  d  share  the  grog  and  ftip: 
But  in  the  club-room  was  his  chiet  delight, 
And  puiicii  the  favourite  liquor  ot  the  night; 
Man  after  man  they  from  the  tnal  shrank. 
And  Dowling  ever  was  the  last  who  drank: 
Arrived  at  home,  he,  ere  he  souglit  his  »wd 
With  pipe  an<l  brandy  would  compose  his  he»d; 
Then  half  an  hour  was  o'er  the  news  l.eguile<l, 
When  he  retired  as  harmless  as  a  child. 
Set  but  aside  the  gravel  and  the  gout. 
And  bre:ithing  short— his  sand  ran  fairly  out. 

"  At  tifty-five  we  lost  him— after  tliat 
Life  oTows" insipid  and  its  pleasures  flat; 
He  had  indulged  in  all  that  mau  can  have, 
He  did  not  drop  a  dotard  to  his  grave; 
Still  to  the  last,  his  feet  upon  the  chair, 
With  rattling  lungs  now  gone  beyond  repaur; 
When  on  each  feature  death  had  hx  d  lus  sWinp 
And  not  a  doctor  co.ild  the  iM^ly  vamp; 
Still  at  the  last,  to  his  beloved  bowl 
He  clung,  and  cheer'd  the  sjuiness  of  his  soul; 
For  though  a  man  may  not  have  much  to  tear 
Yet  deatli  looks  ugly,  when  the  view  is  near: 
— '  I  go,"  he  s:iid,  '  but  still  my  friends  shall  say 
•T  was  as  a  man— I  did  not  sneak  away; 
An  honest  life  with  worthy  souls  I  ve  spent,-- 
Come  HU  mv  glass;'-he  took  it  and  he  went 
'•  Poor  DJUv  Murray  !-I  might  live  to  see 
My  hundredth  year,  but  no  such  lass  as  she. 
Ei\sy  by  nature,  in  her  humour  gay. 
She  chose  her  comforts,  ratatia  and  play: 
Sbi  loved  the  social  game,  the  decent  giass; 
An3  was  a  jovial,  friendly,  laughing  !««, 
o  o  2 
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We  sat  not  then  at  Whist  demtire  and  still, 
But  pass'd  the  pleasant  hours  at  gay  Quadrille 
Lame  in  her  side,  we  placed  her  in  her  seat, 
Her  hands  were  free,  she  cared  not  for  her  feet; 
As  the  game  ended,  came  the  glass  around, 
(So  was  the  loser  cheer  d,  the  winner  crown'd.) 
Mistress  of  secrets.  Loth  the  young  and  old 
In  her  conlide*! — not  a  tale  she  told; 
Lcve  never  made  impression  on  her  mind, 
She  held  him  weak,  ami  all  his  captives  hlind- 
Slie  sufl'er'd  no  man  her  free  soul  to  vex. 
Free  from  the  weakness  of  her  gentle  sex; 
One  with  whom  ours  unmoved  conversant  Siite, 
In  cool  discussion  or  in  free  debate. 

"  (Jnce  in  her  chair  we'd  place  the  good  old  lass, 
Where  first  she  took  her  prejiaration-glass ; 
By  lucky  thought  she'd  been  that  day  at  prayers, 
And  long  before  had  fix  d  her  small  ail'airs; 
So  all  was  easy — on  her  cards  she  cast 
A  smiling  look;  I  saw  the  thought  that  pass'd: 
'  A  king,'  she  call  d — though  conscious  of  her  skill, 
'  Do  more,'  I  answerd — '  More,'  she  said,  '  I  will;' 
And  more  she  did — cards  answer'd  to  her  call, 
She  saw  the  mighty  to  her  mightier  fall: 
'  A  vole!  a  vole!'  she  cried'  '  't  is  I'airly  won. 
My  game  is  ended  and  my  work  is  done;' — 
This  said,  she  gently,  with  a  single  sigh, 
Died  as  one  taught  and  i)ractised  liow  ti)  die. 

"  Such  were  the  dead-departed ;  I  survive, 
To  breathe  in  pain  among  the  dead-alive." 

The  bell  then  call'd  these  ancient  men  to  pray, 
"  Again!  "  said  Benbow, — "  tolls  it  every  day? 
Wher*  ifl  the  life  I  led?  " — He  sigh'd  and  waik'd  his  waj 
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Cbrigtian  Charily  anxious  to  provi.I?  for  future  as  w.-ll  rn  pre- 
sent Miseries — IIimiop  the  Ko'^pilnl  (>t  IHp  Disi-aocl  — l»e- 
•rription  of  ii  rpcovori'il  I'ntiPiit — Tlio  Miiililin;;:  how  orfilej 
—  The  Patrons  ami  Govrrtior* — Kusobiui — Thi^  more  artit* 
Manager  of  Husiiie-ts,  a  moral  and  correct  Coutriliut>>r — 
One  of  ditfereiit  lieseriplion — Good,  the  Kcsult,  however 
iutcriuixed  with  Imperfection. 


An  unleiit  spirit  dwells  with  <'liristiaii  love, 
The  castle's  vigour  in  the  pityinj;  ilove; 
'T  is  not  eii<)ii;;li  that  we  with  sorrow  sigh; 
That  we  the  wants  of  pleading  man  supply. 
That  we  in  sympathy  witli  sutForers  feel, 
Nor  hear  a  L'rief  without  a  wish  to  heal : 
Not  these  suffice — to  sickness,  |)aiu,  and  woe, 
The  Christian  spirit  loves  with  aid  to  go: 
Will  not  he  sought,  waits  not  tor  want  to  plead, 
But  seeks  the  duty — nay,  prevents  the  ueed; 
Her  utmost  aid  to  every  ill  applies. 
And  plans  relief  lor  coining  miseries. 

Hence  yonder  Building  rose:  on  either  side 
Far  stretch'd  the  wards,  all  :iiry,  warm,  and  wide; 
And  every  ward  liius  l>eds  by  comfort  spreiid. 
And  smooth  d  for  him  who  sull'ers  on  the  bed: 
There  all  have  kindness,  most  relief, — for  some 
Is  euro  complete, — it  is  the  sufTerer's  home: 
Fevers  and  chronic  ills,  corroding  pains. 
Each  accidental  uiischiuf  man  susUiins; 
Fractures  and  wounds,  and  wither'd  limbs  and  lame, 
With  all  that,  slow  or  siiddou,  vex  our  frame. 
Have  here  attendtince — here  the  sullerers  lie, 
'Where  love  and  science  every  aid  apply,) 
And  heal'd  with  rapture  live,  or  soothed  by  comfort  die 

See!  one  relieved  from  anguish,  and  to-day 
Allow'd  to  walk  and  look  an  hour  away; 
Two  months  confined  by  fever,  frenzy,  pain, 
He  comes  abroad  and  i3  himself  again : 
'T  was  in  the  spring,  vvhen  carried  to  the  place, 
The  snow  fell  down  .and  melted  in  his  face. 

'T  is  summer  now    all  objects  gay  and  n«w, 
Smiling  alike  the  viewer  and  the  riew: 
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He  stops  as  one  unwilling  t"  a'lvance, 
Witliout  anotlier  and  another  glance: 
With  what  a  pure  and  simple  joy  he  sees 
Those  sheep  and  cattle  browzing  at  their  ease; 
Easy  liimself,  there's  nothing  breathes  or  move*, 
But  lie  would  cherish -all  that  lives  he  loves: 
Observing  every  ward  as  round  he  goes, 
Qe  think"  what  pain,  what  danger  they  enclose; 
Warm  in  his  wish  for  all  who  suffer  there, 
At  every  view  he  meditates  a  prayer  • 
No  evil  counsels  in  his  breast  abide, 
'I'here  jov  and  love,  and  gratitude  reside. 

The  w-ish  that  Roman  necks  in  one  were  found 
That  he  who  form'd  the  wish  might  deal  the  wound 
This  man  had  never  heard;  but  of  the  kind, 
Is  that  desire  which  rises  in  his  mind: 
He  'd  have  all  English  hands  (for  further  he 
Cannot  conceive  extends  our  charity). 
All  but  his  own,  in  one  right-hand  to  grow. 
And  then  what  hearty  shake  would  he  bestow 
«  How  rose  the  building?  "—Piety  first  laid 
A  strong  foundation,  but  she  wanted  aid; 
To  wealth  un wieldly  was  her  prayer  address  d. 
Who  largely  gave,  and  she  the  donor  bless  d : 
Un  wieldly  wealth  then  to  his  couch  withdrew 
And  took  the  sweetest  sleep  he  ever  knew. 

Then  busy  vanity  sustaind  her  part, 
'  And  much',"  she  said,  "  it  moved  her  tender  heart: 
To  her  all  kinds  of  man's  distress  were  known, 
And  all  her  heart  adopted  as  its  own." 

Then  science  came— his  talents  he  displi\y  d, 
And  Charity  with  joy  the  dome  survey  d. 
Skill,  wealth,  and  vanity,  obtain  the  fame. 
And  piety,  the  joy  that  makes  no  claim. 

Patron's  there  are,  and  Governors,  from  wlioin 
The  greater  aid  and  guiding  orders  come: 
Who  voluntary  cares  and  labours  take. 
The  sufferers'  servants  for  the  service  sake; 
Of  these  a  part  I  give  you— but  a  part,— 
Some  hearts  are  hidden,  some  have  not  a  heart. 

First  let  me  praise— for  so  I  best  shall  paint 
That  pious  moralist,  that  reasoning  saint! 
Can  I  of  worth  like  thine.  Euscbius,  speak? 
The  man  is  willing,  but  the  Muse  is  weak:— 
"T  is  thine  to  wait  on  woe!  to  soothe!  to  heal. 
With  learning  social,  and  polite  with  zeal : 
In  thy  pure  bre:tst  although  the  passions  dwell, 
1  Ley  re  train 'd  by  virtue,  aiii  no  more  rebel; 
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But  have  «ti  long  Ik'pu  .u-tive  <iii  licr  sirle, 
rimt  iiiissiim  now  ini^'lit  be*  itself  the  guide. 

J,aw,  conscience,  lioncjur  all  oliey'H;  nil  give 
Til   npi)r(iving  voice.  ikn<i  insike  it  bliss  to  live; 
While  faith,  when  life  can  nothing  more  supply, 
Shall  strengtlion  huiic,  and  make  it  bliss  to  die. 

lie  preaches,  speaks  and  writes  with  maiily  seme, 
No  weak  neglect,  no  labour'd  elo<pience; 
Goodness  ami  wisdom  are  in  all  l.is  ways. 
The  rude  revcn-  him  an<l  the  wicked  praise. 

Ujion  humility  bis  vn  tues  grow. 
And  tower  sw)  high  liecanse  so  Hx'd  below; 
As  wider  spreads  the  oak  his  boughs  Hroiind, 
When  deeper  with  his  roots  lie  digs  the  solid  gronnd. 

By  him,  from  ward  to  warfl,  is  every  aid 
The  sud'erer  needs,  with  every  care  convey 'd: 
Like  t!ie  good  tree  he  britiirs  his  treasures  forth, 
And,  like  the  tree,  uiicoiis<-ions  of  his  woitii. 
Meek  as  the  poorest  i'ubliciii  is  be. 
And  strict  as  lives  the  strai^hti'st  I'hai-isee; 
Of  both,  in  him  unite  the  better  part. 
The  blameless  conduct  and  the  iiumble  lieart. 

Yet  be  escai)es  not:  be,  with  some,  is  wise 
In  carnal  things,  and  loves  t«->  moralize: 
Otljers  can  doubt,  if  all  that  riiristian  care 
Has  not  its  price — there's  something  he  may  share; 
But  this  aiid  ill  severer  he  sustains, 
As  gold  the  fire,  and  a*  unimrt  remains; 
When  most  reviled,  although  he  leels  the  smart. 
It  wakes  to  nobler  deeds  the  wounded  heart, 
As  the  rich  olive,  beaten  for  its  fniit. 
Puts  forth  at  every  bruise  a  bearing  shoot. 

A  second  Friend  we  have,  whose  care  and  zeal. 
But  few  can  equal — few  indeed  can  feel; 
He  lited  a  life  obscure,  and  profits  made 
In  the  coarse  habits  of  a  vidgar  trade. 
Hii  brother,  master  of  a  lioy,  he  loved 
So  well,  that  he  the  calling  dis;ipproved: 
"Alas!  poor  Tom!"  the  landman  oft  would  sigh, 
When  the  gale  freslien'd  and  the  waves  nin  high; 
And  when  they  parted,  with  a  tear  be  d  say, 
"  No  more  adventure! — here  in  s:ifety  stay." 
Nor  did  he  feign;  with  more  than  half  be  had, 
He  would  have  kept  the  seaman,  and  been  glad. 

Alas!  how  few  resist,  when  strongly  tried — 
A  rich  relation's  nearer  kinsman  died; 
He  sieken'd,  and  to  him  the  landman  w/^nt. 
And  all  his  hours  with  cousiii  Ephraini  spout. 
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This  TliDiiias  heard,  and  carea  not;  "  I,"  quoth  b«^ 
'•  Have  one  in  port  upon  the  watch  for  me. 
So  Ephraim  died,  and  when  the  will  was  iihown, 
Isaac,  the  landman,  had  the  whole  his  own: 
Who  to  his  brother  sent  a  moderate  purse, 
Which  he  return'd,  in  anger,  with  his  curse; 
Then  went  to  sea,  and  made  his  grog  so  strong, 
lie  died  before  he  could  forgive  the  wrong. 

The  rich  man  built  a  house,  both  large  and  high, 
He  enter'd  in  and  set  him  down  to  sigh; 
He  planted  ample  woods  and  gardens  fair, 
And  walk  d  with  anguish  and  compunction  there. 
The  rich  man's  pines,  to  every  friend  a  treat. 
He  saw  with  jjain,  and  he  refused  to  eat; 
His  daintiest  food,  his  richest  wines,  were  all 
Turu'd  by  remorse  to  vinegar  and  gall: 
The  softest  down  by  living  body  press  d, 
The  rich  m;vn  bought,  and  tried  to  take  his  rest; 
But  care  had  thorns  ujiou  his  j)i!low  spread, 
And  scatter  d  sand  and  nettles  in  his  bed: 
Nervous  he  grew, — would  often  sigh  and  groan, 
He  talk'd  but  iitlie.  and  be  w:iik  d  alone; 
Till  by  his  ]iriest  convinced,  that  from  one  deed 
Of  genuine  love  would  joy  and  health  proceed, 
He  from  that  time  with  care  and  zeal  began 
To  seek  and  soothe  the  grievous  ills  of  man; 
And  as  his  hands  tlieir  aid  to  grief  apply, 
He  learns  to  smile  and  be  forgets  to  sigh. 

Now  he  can  drink  his  wine  and  taste  bis  food, 
And  feel  the  blessings,  Heav'n  has  dealt,  are  good. 
Ana,  since  the  suffering  seek  the  rich  man  s  dour, 
He  sleeps  as  soundly  as  when  young  and  poor. 

Here  much  he  gives — is  urgent  more  to  gain* 
He  begs — rich  beggars  seldom  sue  in  vain: 
Preach  irs  most  famed  he  moves,  the  crowd  to  mors 
And  rever  wearies  in  the  work  of  love: 
He  rules  all  business,  settles  all  affairs, 
He  makes  collections,  he  directs  repiirs; 
An  I  if  he  wrong'd  one  brother, — Heav'n  foigiva 
Taa  man  by  whom  so  many  brethren  live! 


Then,  'mid  our  Signatures,  a  name  appears, 
Of  one  for  wisflom  famed  above  his  yeiu's; 
And  these  were  forty :  he  was  from  his  youth 
A  patient  searcher  after  useful  truth; 
To  language  little  of  his  time  he  gave. 
To  scieuce  loss,  uor  was  the  Muse  s  slave; 
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Sober  and  grave,  liisTloUege  sent  him  down, 
A  fair  example  for  his  native  town. 

Slowly  lie  speaks,  and  with  such  solemn  air 
Vou  d  think  a  >ocrates  or  Solon  there; 
For  though  a  Christian,  he's  disjiosod  to  draw 
llis  rules  from  reason's  and  from  nature's  law. 
•  Know,"  he  exclaim?,  "  my  fellow  mortals,  know. 
Virtue  alone  is  happiness  t»elow; 
And  what  is  virtue?  prudence  first  to  choose 
Life's  real  good, — :he  evil  to  refuse; 
Add  justice  then,  the  eager  hand  to  hole, 
To  curb  the  hm  of  fwjwjr  and  thirst  of  gold; 
Join  tonip'r.mce  next,  that  cheerful  liealth  ii-sare*. 
And  fortitude  uninove.l.  that  con(iiicrs  or  endurefc 

He  speaks,  an<l  lol— the  very  man  you  see. 
Prudent  and  '.emperate,  just  and  patient  he. 
By  i)rudenco  taught  his  worldly  wealth  to  keep 
No  folly  w.islc>^,  no  avarice  swells  the  lieap: 

Ho  no  inr.n  s  debtor man  s  patron  lives; 

Save  sound  advice,  lie  iieitiier  asks  nor  gives; 
By  no  vain  thoughts  or  erring  fancy  sway  d. 
His  words  are  weighty,  or  at  least  are  wcigli  d; 
Temp  rate  in  every  place— abroad,  at  home, 
TheiK-e  will  api.laii>e.  and  hence  will  protit  couMi 
And  health  from  eitiier— be  in  time  prc|)are» 
for  sicklies-,  age,  aii<l  their  attendant  cares, 
3ut  not  for  fancy's  ills;— he  never  grieves 
For  love  that  wounds  or  friend>liip  that  deceive*. 
His  patient  soul  endures  wliat  ih-avii  ord.iiu». 
But  neitlier  feels  nor  fears  ideal  p.iins. 

"  Is  aiu'lit  then  wante<l  in  a  iiiaii  so  wi-e'/" 
Alas! — 1  think  he  wants  intiriiiities: 
He  wants  tbe  ties  that  knit  us  to  our  kind — 
The  cheerful,  tender,  soft,  complacent  mind. 
That  would  the  feelings,  wliicli  he  .lie;ids,  excita, 
And  make  the  virtues  he  approves  delight: 
Wliai  liyiiig  martyrs,  siiiiit>.  ami  patriots  leel, 
Ine  sliengtli  of  action  an-l  tbe  warmth  ol  zeilL 

Again  iittemll— and  see  a  nmii  whose  care* 
Ai-e  nicelv  placed  on  either  worl.i  s  artairs. — 
Merchant  and  siiint:  'tis  doubtful  if  he  know* 
To  wbich  acionnt  he  most  regard  bestows; 
Of  both  he  keeps  his  ledger:— tliere  be  reads 
Of  gainful  ventures  and  of  gtnlly  lieeds; 
Theie  all  be  gets  or  loses  liiids  a  place. 
A  lucky  bargain  and  a  lack  of  gnice. 

Tbe  joys  above  this  prudent  man  invite 
To  pay  lus  Ux — devotlonl — day  and  night j 
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The  pains  of  hell  his  timid  bosom  awe 
And  force  obedience  to  the  church's  law: 
Hence  that  continual  thought,— that  solemn  air, 
Those  sad  good  works,  and  that  laborious  prayer. 

All  these  (when  conscience.  waken"d  and  afraid, 
To  think  how  avarice  calls  and  is  obey'd,) 
He  in  his  journal  finds,  and  for  his  grief 
Obtains  the  transient  opiutn  of  relief. 

"  Sink  not,  my  soul !— my  spirit,  rise  and  look 
O'er  the  fiiir  entries  of  this  precious  book: 
Here  are  the  sins,  our  debts;  this  fairer  side 
lias  what  to  carnal  wish  our  strength  denied; 
Has  those  religious  duties  every  day 
Paid, — which  so  few  upon  the  sabbath  pay; 
Here  too  are  conquests  over  frail  desijes, 
Attendance  due  on  all  the  church  requires; 
Then  alms  I  give— for  I  believe  the  word 
Of  holy  writ,  smd  lend  unto  the  Lord, 
And  if  not  all  th'  importunate  demand, 
The  fear  of  want  restrains  my  ready  hand. 
—Behold!  what  sums  I  to  the  poor  resign. 
Sums  jjlaced  in  Heaven  s  own  bgok.  as  well  as  mine 
Rest  then,  n)y  spirit!— fastings,  prayers,  and  alma, 
Will  soon  suppress  these  idly-raised  alarms, 
And  weigh 'd  against  our  frailties,  set  in  view 
A  noble  balance  in  our  favour  due: 
Add  that  I  yearly  here  affix  my  name. 
Pledge  for  large  |)ayment — not  from  love  of  fanae, 
But  to  make  peace  within;— that  peace  to  make, 
What  sums  I  lavish!  and  what  gains  forsake! 
Cheer  ud.  my  heart!  let  s  cast  off  every  doubt. 
Pray  without  dread,  and  place  our  money  out." 

Such  the  religion  of  a  mind  that  steers 
Its  way  to  bliss,  between  its  hojies  and  fears; 
Whose  passions  in  due  bounds  each  other  keep. 
And  thus  subdued,  they  murumr  till  they  sleep; 
Whose  virtues  all  their  certain  limits  know. 
Like  well  dried  herbs  that  neither  fade  nor  gi'ow; 
Who  for  success  and  safety  ever  tries, 
And  with  both  worlds  .ilternately  complies. 

Such  are  the  guardians  of  this  bless'd  esUte, 
Wliate'er  without,  they're  praised  within  the  gate 
That  they  are  men,  aiid  have  their  faults,  is  true 
But  here  their  worth  alone  appears  in  view: 
The  muse  indeed,  who  reads  the  very  breaat. 
Has  something  of  the  secrets  there  e.xpre.ss'd. 
But  yet  in  charity; — and  when  she  sees 
Such  me.-uis  for  joy  or  com)  irt.  health  or  ea-se, 
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And  knows  how  ranch  united  minds  effect, 
She  almost  dreads  their  failiiif^s  to  detect; 
But  Truth  commaiuls: — in  man's  erroneous  kindi 
Virtues  and  frailties  mingle  in  the  mind, 
Happy  I — when  fears  to  puhlic  spirit  move. 
And  CT3a  ticcs  do  the  work  of  love. 


LETTER    XVIII. 


THE    POOR    AND    TIIKIR    DWELLINOS. 

The  Method  of  treating  the  Boroudli  Paupers— Many  main- 
taineJ  at  th'-ir  owm  Dwellinirs — Soim-  C'h.iriutcrs  of  the  I'ikji 
— The  School-mistress,  uhrn  need  —  The  liln>t  — The  poor 
Sailor — The  decUned  Trudesninn  and  his  ('•imiMniun — llii* 
contrasted  with  the  Mainti-iianee  of  the  l'i>iir  ui  a  i-omnion 
Mansion  erected  l)y  the  Hiindred — The  ( )lij,'i'ti<>iis  to  this 
Method:  Not  Want,  nor  C'rueltT,  hut  the  n>-ces»arT  Kvils  ot 
this  Mode — What  they  are — Instances  of  thf  eTil — A  Hetum 
to  the  UoroU(jh  I'oor — The  DweUini;s  of  these— The  Limes  and 
By-wavs — No  Attention  here  paid  to  C'ouveuienc<" — The  Pixila 
in  the  I'atb-ways — Amusements  of  Sea-jx>r1  Children — The 
Towii- Flora — llerhs  on  Walls  and  vacant  Spaces — ^A  Femai* 
Inhabitant  of  an  Alley — A  Inrije  BiiiUinK  lei  to  several  pool 
Inhabitanta — Their  Manners  and  Uabita. 


Yes!  we've  our  Borough-vices,  and  I  know 
How  far  they  spread,  how  mpidly  they  grow; 
Yet  think  not  virtue  quits  the  husv  phicc. 
Nor  charity,  the  virtue's  crown  and  >:racc. 

"  Onr  poor,  how  feet!  we?  " — To  tlie  most  we  give 
A  weekly  dole,  and  at  their  homes  they  live; — 
Others  together  dwell, — but  when  they  cuine 
To  the  low  roof,  they  see  a  kind  of  lunne, 
A  social  poo])le  whom  they  ve  ever  known. 
With  tiieir  own  tlioughts,  and  nuiuners  like  their  cwiu 

At  licr  old  house,  her  dress,  her  air  the  s:une, 
I  see  mine  ancient  Letter-loving  dame: 
"  Learning,  my  child,'   said  she,  "  shall  fame  commuMj 
L<3arning  is  better  worth  than  house  or  land — 
VoT  liDuses  perish,  lands  are  gone  and  spent: 
In  learning  then  excel,  for  that's  most  excellent-" 

"  And  what  her  learning?" — 'Tis  with  awe  to  look 
In  every  verse  throughout  one  sjwred  book ; 
From  this  her  joy,  her  hope,  her  peace  is  sought; 
This  she  has  learned,  and  she  is  nobly  taught. 

If  aught  of  mine  have  gain'd  the  pubii;;  ear; 
If  KuTLAXD  deigns  these  1.   mble  Tales  to  hoar 
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If  critics  part^on.  wluit  my  IViends  approved; 
Can  I  mine  ancient  Widow  pass  uimioved? 
Sliall  I  not  tliink  what  pains  the  (nation  took, 
When  first  I  trembled  o'er  the  gilded  book? 
How  she,  all  patient,  both  at  eve  and  morn, 
Her  needle  pointed  at  the  guarding  horn, 
And  how  she  socthed  me,  wlien,  with  study  ud, 
I  labour'd  on  to  reach  the  Hnal  zad? 
Shall  I  not  grateful  siill  the  dame  survey, 
And  ask  the  Mu.'^e  the  poet  s  debt  to  pay? 

Nor  I  alone,  who  hold  :i  triller's  jien, 
But  half  our  bench  of  wealthy,  weighty  men, 
Who  rule  our  Borough,  who  enforce  our  laws; 
They  own  the  matron  as  the  leailing  cause. 
And  feel  the  pleasing  debt,  and  pay  the  Just  applanM 
To  her  own  house  is  borne  the  week  s  supijly: 
There  she  in  credit  lives,  there  hopes  in  \>Knce  to  die. 

With  lier  a  harmless  Idiot  we  behold, 
Who  boards  up  sdver  shells  for  shining  gold: 
These  he  preserves  with  unremitted  care. 
To  buy  a  seat,  and  reign  the  Borough's  mayor: 
Alas! — who  could  th'  ambitious  changeling  tell. 
That  what  he  sought  our  rulers  dared  to  sell? 

Near  these  a  >ailor,  in  that  hut  of  thatch 
(A  tish-boat's  caiiin  i>  its  nearest  match). 
Dwells,  and  th''  'lunj;eoii  is  to  him  a  seat, 
Largo  as  he  wislui — in  his  view  complete: 
A  lockless  coffer  and  :i  lidless  hutch 
That  hold  his  stores,  have  room  for  twice  as  much: 
His  one  spare  shirt,  long  glass,  and  iron  box. 
Lie  all  ui  view;  ni)  need  has  he  lor  locks; 
Here  he  abides,  and,  as  our  strangers  pass. 
He  shows  the  shi,iping,  he  presents  the  glass; 
He  makes  (innskd)  t.ieir  ports  and  business  known 
And  (kindly  heard)  tm-ns  quickly  to  his  own. 
Of  noble  captiiins,  heroes  every  one. — 
YoM  might  as  soon  have  made  the  steeple  run: 
And  then  his  me.-smates,  if  y<iu're  pleased  to  stay. 
He  11  one  by  one,  the  gallant  souls  dis[)lay, 
And  as  the  story  ver^ir.-<  to  an  end. 
He  II  wind  from  deed  to  duel,  from  friend  to  friend; 
He'll  si)eak  of  those  long  lost,  the  brave  of  jIc. 
As  princes  gen'rous,  anil  as  heroes  bold; 
Then  will  his  feelings  rise,  till  you  may  trace 
Gloom,  like  a  cloud,  from  o'er  his  manly  face, — 
And  then  a  tear  or  two,  which  sting  liis  pride; 
Th'ise  he  will  dash  indignantly  aside, 
Ainl  splice  his  tale; — now  take  him  from  his  cot, 
And  lor  swine  clwiner  berth  exrii.inge  his  lot. 
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How  will  he  all  that  cruel  aiil  deplore? 

His  heart  will  break,  and  he  will  fight  m  raOTBi 

Here  is  the  poor  old  Merchant:  he  declined. 
And,  as  they  say,  is  not  in  perfect  mind; 
In  his  px)r  house,  with  one  [xwr  maiden  frieod. 
Quiet  he  paces  to  his  journey's  end. 

Rich  in  his  youth,  he  traded  and  he  FaO'd; 
Again  he  tried,  a<;ain  his  (Utc  prevail'd; 
His  spirits  low,  and  iiis  exertions  small. 
He  fell  [lerforce,  he  scem'd  decreed  to  fall: 
Like  the  gay  knight  unapt  to  rise  was  he, 
h  't  downward  sank  to  sad  alacrity. 
A  borough-place  we  pain'd  him — in  disgrace 
For  gross  neglect,  he  quickly  lost  the  place* 
But  still  he  kept  a  kind  of  sullen  pride. 
Striving  his  wants  to  hinder  or  to  hide; 
At  length,  comjjell'd  by  very  need,  in  grief 
He  wrote  a  [iroud  petition  for  relief. 

"  He  did  supfKjse  ii  fall,  like  hi.s,  would  prove 
Of  force  to  wuke  their  synipatliy  and  love; 
Would  make  them  feel  the  changes  all  may  know, 
And  stir  them  u))  a  due  regiu-d  to  show. ' 

His  suit  was  gi-ante<l; — to  an  ancient  maid. 
Relieved  herself,  relief  for  him  was  paid: 
Here  they  together  (meet  compaiiion.s)  dwell. 
And  dismal  tales  of  man's  mislbrtiincs  tell: 
"  'Twas  not  a  world  for  them,  (j<id  help  them!  tb^ 
Could  not  deceire,  nor  flatt'^r.  nor  lK;tray; 
But  there's  a  happy  cliange,  a  scene  to  come. 
And  they,  God  help  tiiem!  shall  lie  si)on  at  home." 

If  these  no  pleasures  nor  enjoyments  g:iin. 
Still  none  their  spirits  nor  their  s|>eecli  restrain; 
They  sigh  at  ease,  'mid  coml<rts  they  complain. 
The  poor  will  grieve,  the  poor  will  weep  and  sigh. 
Both  when  they  know,  and  when  they  know  not  ^l^f 
But  we  our  bounty  with  such  care  bestow. 
That  cause  for  grieving  they  shall  seldom  know. 

Yonr  Plan  I  love  not; — with  a  numljer  you 
H:ive  placed  y  )ur  poor,  your  pitiable  few; 
There,  in  one  house  throughout  their  lives  to  be, 
The  pauper-palace  which  they  hate  to  see: 
■fhat  giant-building,  that  high-boundinj^  wall, 
Those  bare-worn  walks,  that  lofty  thund  ring  halll 
That  large  loud  clock,  which  tolls  each  dreaded  hott. 
Those  gates  and  locks,  and  all  those  signs  of  power, 
h  is  a  prison  with  a  milder  name, 
Hliich  few  inhabit  without  dread  or  shamo. 
p  p 
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Be  it  agreed — the  Poor  wlko  hither  eonaa 
P:trtake  ot'  plenty,  seldojn  fouini  al  ttcunei 
Tliat  airy  rooms  ami  deceut  beds  are  i:ie:u:l 
To  gire  tlie  poor  by  day,  by  niglit,  content; 
'iliat  ixme  arc  frigbten'd,  oiKe  admitted  here^ 
By  the  »tenj  looks  of  lordly  Orerseer: 
Grant  that  the  Goardians  of  tlie  plaee  attend, 
And  ready  ear  to  each  petition  lend; 
That  they  desire  tlie  grieving  poor  to  show 
V^That  ills  they  feel,  what  partial  acts  they  know, 
Not  withont  firomise,  nay  desire  to  heal 
Each  wrong  they  suffer,  and  each  woe  they  teeL 

Alas!  their  sorrows  in  tlieir  bosoms  dwell; 
They've  much  to  suffer,  but  have  naught  to  tell; 
They  have  no  evil  in  the  place  to  state. 
And  dare  not  say,  it  is  thie  liouse  they  kite: 
They  own  there's  granted  all  such  place  can  giw^ 
But  live  repining,  for  't  is  there  they  live. 

Grandsires  are  tliere,  who  now  no  nx>re  mast  H% 
No  more  must  nurse  upon  the  trembling  knee 
The  lost  loved  daughters  infant  progeny: 
Like  death's  dread  mansion,  this  allows  not  place 
For  joyful  meetings  of  a  kindred  race. 

Is  not  the  matron  there,  to  whom  tlie  son 
Was  wont  at  each  declining  day  to  run; 
He  (when  his  toil  was  over)  gave  delight, 
By  lifting  up  the  latch,  and  one  "  Good  ni^U?* 
Yes,  she  is  here ;  but  nightly  to  her  doo» 
The  son,  still  lab'ring,  can  return  to  more. 
Widows  are  here,  who  in  tlieir  huts  were  left, 
CM"  husband's  children,  plenty,  ease  bereft; 
Yet  all  that  grief  within  the  humble  shed 
Was  sofken'd,  soften'd  in  the  humble  bed: 
But  here,  in  all  its  force,  remains  tlie  griel, 
And  not  one  soft'ning  object  for  relief. 
Who  can,  when  here,  the  social  neighbour  meet 
Who  learn  the  story  current  in  the  street? 
Who  to  the  long-known  intimate  impart 
Facts  th'3y  have  learn 'd  or  feelings  of  the  heart?— 
They  talk  indeed,  but  who  can  choose  a  friend. 
Or  seek  companions  at  tlieir  journey's  end? 

Here  are  not  those  whom  they,  when  ii.fanto  kJWWl 
Who,  with  like  fortune,  up  to  manhood  grew; 
Who,  with  like  troubles,  at  old  age  arrived; 
Who,  like  themselves,  the  joy  of  life  s»ir>'ived; 
Whom  time  and  custom  so  familiar  made. 
That  looSs  the  meaning  in  the  mind  cbavey'df 
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Btt  liuie  to  strangers,  worils  iioi  looks  iin{)art 
Tho  virrious  movements  of  the  sufluriiig  heart; 
Nor  will  that  heart  with  those  alliance  own. 
To  whom  its  views  and  hopes  are  all  unknown. 

What,  if  no  (grievous  fears  tlieir  lives  annoj, 
Is  it  not  worse  lo  i)rospccts  to  enjoy  ? 
'T  is  cheerless  living  in  such  hounded  view. 
With  nothing  dreadful,  but  with  nothing  new; 
Nothing  to  bring  them  joy,  to  make  tiiem  weep,— 
The  day  itMilf  is,  like  the  night,  asleep; 
Or  on  the  sameness  if  a  break  be  made, 
*T  is  by  some  pauper  to  his  grave  convey'd: 
By  smuggled  neus  from  neiglibVing  vilbige  told. 
News  never  true,  or  truth  a  twelvemonth  old; 
By  some  new  inmate  doom'd  with  tliem  to  dwell, 
Or  justice  come  to  see  that  all  goes  well: 
Or  change  of  room,  or  hour  of  leave  to  cniwl 
On  the  black  footway  winding  with  the  wall, 
fill  the  stern  bell  forbids,  or  mafter"?  sterner  calL 

Here  too  the  mother  sees  her  chil>lri.'ii  train'd, 
Her  voice  excluded  and  her  feelings  ptiin'd: 
Who  govern  here,  by  general  rules  must  move, 
Where  ruthless  custom  rends  the  bond  of  love. 
Nations  we  know  have  nature's  law  transgress *d. 
And  snatch'd  the  iid'ant  from  the  parent  s  breast; 
But  still  for  public  good  the  buy  was  train'd, 
Tlie  mother  sufier'd.  but  the  matron  gain'd : 
Here  nature's  outr;ige  serves  no  cause  to  aid; 
The  ill  is  felt,  but  not  the  Sjiartan  made. 

Then  too  I  own,  it  giieves  nie  to  behold 
Those  ever  virtuous,  heljjless  now  and  old. 
By  all  for  care  and  industry  apjiroved, 
For  truth  respected,  and  for  temper  loved; 
And  who.  by  sickness  and  misfortune  tried. 
Gave  want  its  worth  and  poverty  its  pride; 
I  own  it  grieves  me  to  behold  them  sent 
From  their  old  home;  't  is  p:un,  't  is  puni.ihment, 
Tj  have  each  scene  familiar,  every  face, 
For  a  new  pec^jle  jind  a  sti-anger  nice; 
¥oT  those  who,  sunk  in  sloth  and  dead  to  shame, 
From  scenes  of  guilt  with  daring  spirits  came: 
Men,  just  and  guileless,  at  such  maimers  start, 
And  bless  their  God  that  time  has  fenced  their  heut 
Confinn'd  their  virtue,  and  cxpell'd  the  fear 
Of  vice  in  minds  so  simple  and  sincere. 

Here  the  good  p.auper,  losing  all  the  praise 
By  w\>rthy  de'ids  ac<}uired  iu  better  days, 
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Breathes  a  few  months,  then,  to  his  chamber  led 
Expires,  while  strangers  prattle  round  his  bed. 

The  grateful  hunter,  when  his  liorse  is  old, 
Wills  not  the  useless  favourite  to  be  sold, 
He  knows  his  former  worth,  and  gives  him  plaoe 
In  some  fair  pasture,  till  he  runs  his  race: 
But  has  the  labourer,  has  the  seaman  done 
Less  worthy  service,  though  not  dealt  to  one? 
Shall  we  not  then  contribute  to  their  ease, 
In  their  old  haunts,  where  ancient  objects  please? 
That,  Mil  their  sight  shall  fail  them,  they  may  tnO0 
The  wfc.i-known  prospect  and  the  long-loved  face. 

The  noble  oak,  in  distant  ages  seen, 
With  far-stretched  houghs  and  foliage  fresh  and  greoBt 
Though  now  its  bare  and  forky  branches  show 
How  much  it  lacks  the  vital  warmth  below, 
The  stately  ruin  yet  our  wonder  gains, 
Nay,  moves  our  pity,  without  thought  of  pains: 
Much  more  shall  real  wants  and  cares  of  age 
Our  gentler  passions  in  their  cause  engage; — 
Drooping  and  burthen'd  with  a  weight  of  years, 
SVhat  venerable  ruin  man  apr>ears! 
How  worthy  pity,  love,  respect,  and  grief — 
He  claims  protection — he  compels  relief; — 
And  shall  we  send  him  from  our  view,  to  brave 
The  storms  abroad,  whom  we  at  home  might  save, 
And  let  a  stranger  dig  our  ancient  brother's  grave? 
No! — we  \\'ill  shield  liira  from  the  storm  he  fears. 
And  when  he  falls,  embalm  him  with  our  tears. 


Farewell  to  these;  but  all  our  poor  to  know. 

Let's  seek  the  winding  lane,  the  narrow  row 

Suburban  prospects,  where  the  traveller  stops 

To  see  the  sloping  tenement  on  props. 

With  building-yards  inmix'd,  and  humble  sheds  and  ghopt 

Where  the  Cross-Keys  and  Plumher's-Arms  invite 

Laborious  men  to  taste  their  coarse  delight; 

Where  the  low  porches,  stretching  from  the  door, 

Gave  some  distinction  in  the  days  of  yore. 

Yet  now  neglected,  more  otTend  the  eye. 

By  gloom  and  ruin,  than  the  cottage  by. 

Places  like  these  the  noblest  town  endures, 

The  gayest  palace  has  its  sinks  and  sewers. 

Here  is  no  pavement,  no  inviting  shop, 
To  give  us  shelter  when  compell'd  to  stop: 
Bat  plashy  puddles  stand  along  the  way, 
Fill'd  by  the.ra-n  of  one  tempestuous  di^r, 
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And  these  so  closely  tolhe  buildings  run, 
That  you  must  ford  them,  for  you  cannot  shun;_ 
Though  here  and  there  convenient  bricks  sue  laid, 
And  door-si  le  heaps  alTord  their  dubious  aid. 

Lo!  yonder  shed;  obsen-e  its  garden-ground, 
With  the  low  paling,  form'd  of  wreck,  around: 
Therf  dwells  a  Fisher;  if  you  view  his  boat, 
With  bed  and  barrel — t  is  his  house  afloat; 
Look  at  his  house,  where  ropes,  nets,  blocks,  aboood. 
Tar,  pitch,  and  oakum — 't  is  his  boat  aground: 
That  space  enclosed,  but  little  he  regiirds. 
Spread  o'er  with  relics  of  mivsts,  sails,  luid  yards: 
Fish  by  the  wsvll,  on  spit  of  elder,  rest, 
Of  all  his  food,  the  cheapest  and  the  best. 
By  his  own  labour  caught,  for  his  own  hunger  dreu'd 

Here  our  reformers  come  not ;  none  object 
To  paths  [jolluted,  or  upbraid  neglect; 
None  care  that  a>;iiy  heaps  at  d(»rs  are  cast, 
That  coal  dust  Hies  along  the  blinding  blast: 
None  heed  the  stagnant  pools  on  either  side, 
Where  the  uew-launchd  ships  of  infant-siulors  ride: 
Rodneys  in  rags  liere  British  valour  bojist, 
And  lisping  Nelsons  fright  the  (Jallic  coiist. 
They  fix  the  rudder,  set  the  swelling  sail. 
They  point  the  bowsprit,  and  they  blow  the  gale: 
True  to  her  port,  the  frigate  scuds  away. 
And  o'er  that  frowning  ocean  finds  her  bay: 
Her  owner  riggd  her,  and  he  knows  her  worth, 
And  sees  her,  fearless,  gtin wale-deep  go  forth; 
Dreadless  he  views  his  seji,  by  breezes  curi'd. 
When  inch-high  billows  vex  the  watery  world. 
There,  fed  by  food  tlijy  love,  to  rankest  size, 
Around  the  dwellings,  docks  and  wormwood  riae; 
Here  the  strong  mallow  strikes  her  slimy  roct,_ 
Here  the  dull  niglitshade  hangs  her  deadly  fruit; 
On  hills  of  dust  the  henbane's  faded  green. 
And  pencil'd  flower  of  sickly  scent  is  seen; 
At  the  wall's  base  the  fiery  nettle  springs, 
A\ith  fruit  globose  and  fierce  with  poi^on'd  stingi, 
Above  (the  growth  of  many  a  year)  is  spread 
The  yellow  level  of  the  stone-crop's  bed; 
In  every  chink  delights  the  fern  to  grow, 
With  glossy  leaf  and  tawny  bloom  below : 
These,  with  our  sea-weeds,  rolling  up  and  down, 
Form  the  contracted  Floni  of  the  town. 
Say,  wilt  thou  more  of  scenes  so  sordid  know? 
Than  will  I  lead  thee  down  the  dusty  Row; 
FP3 
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By  the  warm  alley  and  the  long  close  lane, — • 
Tlieie  mark  the  fractured  door  and  paper'd  paiM^ 
Where  flags  the  noon-tide  air,  and,  as  we  pass, 
We  fear  to  breatiie  the  putrefying  mass: 
But  fearless  yonder  matron ;  she  disdains 
To  sigh  for  zepliyrs  from  ambrosial  plains; 
But  mends  her  meshes  torn,  and  pours  her  lay 
All  in  the  stifling  fei-vour  of  the  day. 

Her  naked  children  round  the  alley  run, 
And  roll'd  in  dust,  are  bronzed  beneath  the  sun; 
Or  gambol  round  the  dame,  who  loosely  dress 'd, 
Woos  the  coy  breeze  to  fan  the  open  breast: 
She,  once  a  handmaid,  strove  by  decent  art 
To  charm  her  sailor's  eye  and  touch  his  heart; 
Her  bosom  then  was  veil'd  in  kerchief  clean, 
And  fancy  left  to  form  the  charms  unseen. 

But  when  a  wife,  she  lost  her  former  care, 
Nor  thought  on  charms,  nor  time  for  dress  could  spara 
Careless  she  found  her  friends  who  dwelt  beside. 
No  rival  beauty  kept  alive  her  pride. 
Still  in  her  bosom  virtue  keeps  her  place. 
But  decency  is  gone,  the  virtue's  guard  and  grace. 
See  that  long  boarded  Building! — By  these  stairs 
Each  humble  tenant  to  that  home  repairs — 
By  one  large  window  lighted — it  was  made 
For  some  bold  project,  some  design  in  trade: 
This  fail'd, — and  one,  a  humourist  in  his  way, 
(III  was  the  humour,)  bought  it  in  decay; 
Nor  will  he  sell,  repair,  or  take  it  down; 
'T  is  his, —  what  cares  he  for  the  talk  of  town? 
"  No!  he  vriU  let  it  to  the  poor; — a  home 
Where  he  delights  to  see  the  creatures  come:" 
"  They  may  be  thieves;" — "  Well  so  are  richer  men;" 
"  Or  idlers,  cheats,  or  prostitutes;" — "  What  then?" 
"Outcasts  pursued  by  justice,  vile  and  base;" 
"  They  need  the  more  his  pity  and  the  place:" 
Convert  to  system  his  vain  mind  has  built, 
He  gives  asylum  to  deceit  and  guilt. 

In  this  vast  room,  each  place  bj'  habit  fix'd. 
Are  sexes,  families,  and  ages  mix'd — 
To  union  forced  by  crime,  by  fear,  by  need, 
And  all  in  morals  and  in  modes  agreed. 
Some  niin'd  men,  who  from  mankind  remove; 
Some  ruin'd  females,  wlio  yet  talk  of  love; 
And  some  grown  old  in  idleness — the  prey 
To  vicious  spleen,  still  railing  through  the  daj, 
And  need  and  misery,  vice  and  danger  bind 
Li  sad  alliance  each  degraded  mind. 
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Tliat  win<k>w  v>«^l — oild  paper  »n<i  oW  glus 
Stiin  Hte  strong  rays,  wliicli,  thoti^rh  iiii|ic(led,  pM^ 
And  give  a  dusty  wamitli  to  that  huge  room. 
The  oonqiter'd  su^.shiitc'H  iwlancholy  gloom; 
When  all  tliose  western  rays,  witltout  so  bright, 
Within  become  a  ghastly  glimmering  light, 
As  paJe  and  faint  upon  the  floor  they  (all. 
Or  feebly  gleam  oji  the  opposing  wall : 
That  floor,  oooe  oak,  now  ]>ieced  with  fir  unplanad 
Or,  where  not  piooed,  in  places  bored  and  st«in'd; 
That  wall  onoo  wliiteii'd,  dow  an  odious  sight, 
Stain'd  with  ail  hues,  except  its  ancient  wliite; 
The  only  door  is  fastcn'd  by  a  pin, 
Or  stubborn  bar,  tliat  ik>ik3  may  hurrj-  in : 
For  this  poor  room,  like  i-ooms  of  greater  prid«. 
At  times  contains  what  prudent  nx'U  w<.>uld  hide. 

Wl>ef>e'ef  tJie  Hoor  allows  an  even  spaoe, 
Chalking  and  marks  of  various  games  have  place; 
Boys,  witlKMit  foresiglit,  plea.<ed  in  halters  swing; 
On  a  (iK'd  hook  men  cast  a  flying  ring; 
While  gin  and  siiuif  tl)eir  fvuiale  neij:iil)ours  siiara, 
And  tlic  black  bcveraj;e  in  the  fractured  ware. 

On  swinging  slnjlf  are  things  incougnious  stored,— 
Scraps  of  their  food, — tlie  cards  and  cribbage-board,— 
VVith  pipes  and  [kjucIkjs;  while  on  jveg  IhJow, 
Hang  a  lost  n>eniber'6  fiddle  and  its  bow: 
That  still  reminds  tlieni  Ikjw  lie'd  dance  and  play. 
Ere  sent  untimely  to  tlie  Convicts"  Bay. 
Here  by  a  curtain,  by  a  blanket  tlicre. 
Are  various  beds  conceal'd,  but  none  with  care; 
Where  some  by  day  and  stime  by  night,  as  beat 
Suit  their  emjiloymcnts,  seek  uncertain  rest; 
The  drowsy  children  at  tlieir  pleasure  creep 
To  the  known  crib,  and  there  securely  sleep. 

Each  end  contnins  a  grate,  and  tliet*  beside 
Are  hung  utensils  for  their  boil'd  and  fried — 
All  used  at  any  hour,  by  night,  by  day, 
As  suit  the  purse,  the  person  or  the  prey. 

Above  die  fire,  the  miuitel-slielf  contains 
Of  china-ware  some  poor  unm.ntch'd  remains; 
There  many  a  tea-cups  gaudy  frairmcnt  staotk, 
All  placed  by  vanity's  unwearied  hands; 
For  here  she  lives,  e  en  here  she  looks  about, 
To  find  some  small  consoling  objects  out: 
Nor  heed  these  Spartan  dimies  their  house,  not  ait 
'Mid  cares  domestic, — they  nor  sew  nor  knit: 
But  of  their  fate  discourse,  tiieir  ways,  their     _ 
WitJi  arm'd  autliorities,  their  'scapes  aad  scant 
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Tliese  lead  to  pre»ent  evils,  and  a  cup, 
If  fortune  grant  it,  winds  descri})ti<in  ujx 

High  hutig  up  at  cither  end,  and  next  the  wall, 
Two  ancient  mirrors  show  the  forms  of  all. 
In  all  their  force; — these  aid  them  in  their  dresa, 
But  with  the  good,  the  evils  too  express, 
Doahling  each  look  of  care,  each  tokeu  of  distnu 


LETTER  XIX. 

THE    POOR    OF    THE    BOKOUOH. 

THE  PARISH  CLKKK. 

rke  Parish-Clerk  began  bis  Duties  witb  the  Inle  A'irar,  a  erai* 
and  austere  Man  ;  one  fully  orthodox  ;  a  Dcter»er  und  ( >|i|iii«^i 
of  the  Wiles  of  Satao — His  opinion  of  his  own  Kortiiuili'—  Ue 
Diore  frail  offended  by  these  HroJessions— Hir  t;<M«i  A'iMt;* 
pTcs  further  Provocation — They  invent  Slr:il;ij;''ni^'  i<iii'..c- 
come  his  Virtne — His  Trimn|>h-^lJe  is  not  yvl  ii»Tiilii<T-i'l»-: 
is  assaulted  by  Fenr  of  Wont,  and  Avarice — He  fii;iili:Hn^ 
yields  to  the  Seiluction — lie  reasons  with  liimwll',  !«ii>l  in  ptr- 
Buaded — He  offends,  but  with  Terror;  rejieali  his  OtfriHfl; 
crows  familiar  with  Crime.  >«  detected— Uis  soficrinpi  ao*) 
Death. 


With  our  late  Vicar,  and  his  age  the  same, 

His  Clerk,  hight  Jachin,  to  his  office  cam* : 

The  like  slow  speech  was  liis.  the  like  tail  tender  fratii*: 

But  Jachin  was  the  gravest  man  on  grf'iiud, 

And  heard  his  master's  jokes  with  look  profound; 

For  worldly  wealth  tiiis  man  of  letters  sigh  d, 

And  had  a  sprinkling  of  tl>€  sjiirit's  i)>ide: 

But  he  was  sober,  chaste,  devont,  and  just. 

One  whom  his  neighbours  could  believe  and  tru6t: 

Of  none  suspected,  neither  man  nur  maid 

Hy  him  were  wrong'd,  or  were  of  him  afraid. 

Tnere  was  indeed  a  frown,  a  trick  of  state 
In  Jachin; — formal  was  his  air  ami  gait: 
But  if  he  eeem'd  more  soleinii  and  less  kind. 
Than  some  light  men  to  light  aH'airs  confined. 
Still    t  was  allow'd  that  he  shotild  so  behave, 
Ab  in  high  seat,  and  be  severely  grave. 

This  book-taujht  man.  to  mans  first  foe  pmfn»A 
Defianc*!  stern,  and  hate  that  knew  not  rest; 
H«  held  that  Satan,  since  the  world  begau, 
Ib  mvvrj  act  had  strife  with  everj  maa; 
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That  never  evil  deed  on  eartli  was  dune, 
But  of  the  acting  jiarties  he  was  one; 
The  flattering  gnide  to  make  ill  prospects  clear; 
To  aniootb  roagli  ways  the  constant  pioneer; 
The  ever-tempting,  soothing,  softening  power, 
Ready  to  cheat,  seduce,  deceive,  devour. 

Me  has  the  sly  Seducer  oft  withstood," 
Sfcid  pious  Jachin, — "  but  he  gets  no  good; 
I  pass  the  house  where  swings  the  tempting  sign. 
And  pointing,  tell  him,  '  Satan,  that  is  tiiine.' 
I  pass  the  damsels  iiaeiug  down  the  street. 
And  look  more  grave  a. ..  boiemn  when  we  meet; 
Nor  doth  it  irk  me  to  reouke  their  smiles, 
Their  wanton  iimbling  and  their  watchful  wileg; 
Nay,  like  tlie  giMjd  John  Hnnyan,  when  I  view 
Those  forms,  I'm  iingry  at  the  ills  they  do: 
That  I  could  pinch  and  spoil,  in  sin's  despite, 
Beauties!  which  frail  and  '^vii  thoughts  excite. 

"  At  feasts  and  banquets  seldom  am  I  found, 
And  (save  at  church)  abhor  a  tuneful  sound; 
To  plays  and  shows  I  run  not  to  and  fro. 
And  where  my  master  goes,  t'orbear  to  go." 

No  wonder  Satan  took  the  thing  amiss, 
To  be  oijposed  by  such  a  man  as  this — 
A  man  so  grave,  iini)ortant,  cautious,  wise, 
■Who  dared  not  trust  his  feeling  or  his  eyesj 
No  wonder  he  should  lurk  and  lie  in  wait. 
Should  fit  his  liooks  and  ponder  on  the  bait, 
Should  on  his  movements  keep  a  watchful  eye. 
For  he  pursued  a  fish  wiio  led  the  fry. 

With  his  own  peace  our  Clerk  was  not  contrnt, 
He  tried,  good  man!  to  make  his  friends  repent. 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  friends,  from  inns  and  taverns  fljj 
You  may  suppress  your  thirst,  but  not  supply: 
A  foolish  proverb  says,  '  the  devils  at  home;' 
But  he  is  there,  and  tempts  in  every  room: 
Men  feel,  they  know  not  why,  such  places  please: 
His  are  the  spells — they're  idleness  and  ease; 
Magic  of  fatal  kind  he  throws  around, 
'Where  care  is  banish'd,  but  the  heart  is  bound. 

"  Think  not  of  Beauty; — when  a  mi\id  you  meet, 
Turn  from  her  view  and  step  across  tlie  street; 
Dread  all  the  sex:  their  looks  create  a  chanu, 
A  smile  should  frig'.t  you  and  a  word  alarm : 
E'en  I  myself,  with  all  my  watchful  care, 
Have  for  an  instant  felt  th'  insidious  snare; 
And  caught  my  sinful  eyes  at  th'  endangering  starei 
Till  I  was  forced  to  smite  my  bounding  breast 
With  foiueful  blow,  and  bid  the  bold-one  rest 
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"  Go  not  with  crowds  when  they  to  pleasure  ru^ 
But  public  joy  in  private  safety  shun: 
When  bells,  diverted  from  their  true  intent, 
Rin;j  loud  for  some  deh»ded  mortal  sent 
To  hear  or  make  long  sjKjech  in  parliament: 
What  time  the  many,  t!mt  unruly  Ijeast, 
Roars  its  rough  joy  and  shares  the  final  feast: 
Then  heed  my  counsel,  shut  thine  ears  and  ejes; 
A  few  will  hear  me — for  the  few  are  wise." 

Not  Satan's  friends,  nor  Satan's  self  could  bMt 
The  cautious  man  who  took  of  souls  such  cart; 
An  interloper, — one  who,  out  of  place, 
Had  volunteer'd  upon  the  side  of  grace: 
There  was  his  master  ready  once  a  week 
To  give  advice;  what  further  need  he  seek? 
"Amen,  so  be  it:" — what  had  he  to  do 
With  more  than  this? — 't  was  insolent  and  new; 
And  some  determined  on  a  way  to  see 
How  frail  he  was,  that  so  it  might  not  be. 
First  tiiey  essay  d  to  tempt  our  saint  to  sin. 
By  {wints  of  doctrine  argued  at  an  inn ; 
Where  he  might  warmly  reason,  deeply  drink, 
Then  lose  all  power  to  argue  and  to  think. 
In  vain  they  tried;  he  took  the  question  up, 
Clear'd  every  doubt,  and  barely  touch  d  the  cup 
By  many  a  text  he  proved  his  doctrine  sound, 
Aiid  look'd  in  triumph  on  the  tempters  round. 

Next  't  was  their  care  an  artful  lass  to  find. 
Who  might  consult  him,  as  perplex  d  in  mind; 
She  they  conceived  might  put  her  case  with  fean 
With  tender  tremblings  and  seducing  tears; 
She  might  such  charms  of  various  kind  display, 
That  he  would  feel  their  force  and  melt  <^way: 
For  why  of  nymphs  such  caution  and  such  dread, 
Unless  he  felt,  and  fear'd  to  be  misled? 

She  came,  she  spake:  he  calmly  heard  her  caaa 
And  plainly  told  her  't  was  a  want  of  grace; 
Bade  her  "  such  fancies  and  aD'ections  check, 
And  wear  a  thicker  muslin  on  lier  neck." 
Abased,  his  human  foes  tlie  combat  tied, 
And  the  stern  clerk  yet  higher  held  his  head.   . 
Ihey  were  indeed  a  weak,  impatient  set. 
But  their  shrewd  prompter  had  his  engines  yet: 
Had  various  means  to  make  a  mortal  trip, 
Who  shiiun'd  a  Howing  bowl  and  rosy  lip; 
And  knew  a  thousand  ways  his  heart  to  mOT*, 
Who  flies  from  banquets  and  who  laughs  at  Iotk 

Thus  far  the  playful  Muse  has  lent  her  aid. 
But  now  departs,  of  graver  theme  airaid; 
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Her  may  we  seek  in  more  appropriate  time, — 
There  is  no  jestinc;  with  distress  siiul  crime. 

Our  worthy  Clerk  h;ul  now  arrived  .it  fame, 
Sucii  as  but  few  in  his  dejirce  migiit  claim; 
But  he  was  poor,  and  wanted  not  tlie  sense 
T!iat  lowly  rates  the  praise  without  tlie  pence: 
He  saw  the  common  herd  with  reverence  treat, 
The  weakest  burgess  whom  they  chanced  to  meet; 
While  few  respected  iiis  exalted  views, 
And  all  bsheld  his  doublet  and  iiis  shoes: 
None,  whjn  they  meet,  would  to  his  parts  allow 
(Save  his  poor  boys)  a  hearing  or  «  bow: 
To  this  false  judgment  of  the  vulgar  mind. 
He  was  not  fully,  as  a  saint,  resignd; 
He  found  it  much  his  jealous  soul  affect. 
To  fe;ir  derision  and  to  find  neglect. 

The  year  was  bad,  the  christening  fees  were  small, 
The  weddings  few,  the  parties  paupers  all: 
Desire  of  gain  with  fear  of  want  combined. 
Raised  sad  commotion  in  his  wounded  mind; 
Wealth  was  in  all  his  thoughts,  his  views,  his  dreams, 
And  prompted  base  desires  and  biuseless  schemes. 

Alas!  how  often  erring  mortals  keep 
The  strongest  watch  against  the  foes  who  sleep; 
While  the  more  wakeful,  bold  and  artlui  foe 
Is  suffer'd  guardless  and  unmarkM  to  go. 

Once  in  a  montn  the  sacramental  bread 
Our  Clerk  with  wine  upon  the  table  spread: 
The  custom  this,  that,  as  the  vicar  reads. 
He  for  our  olT'rings  round  the  church  |)roceed8: 
Tall  spacious  seats  the  wealthier  people  hid, 
And  none  had  view  of  what  his  neighbour  did: 
Laid  on  the  box  and  mingled  when  they  fell. 
Who  should  the  worth  of  each  oblation  tell? 
Now  as  poor  Jachiu  took  the  usual  round. 
And  saw  the  alms  and  heard  the  metal  sound, 
He  had  a  thought — at  first  it  was  no  more 
Than — "  these  have  cash  and  give  it  to  the  poor." 
A  second  thought  from  this  to  work  began — 
"  And  can  they  give  it  to  a  poorer  man  ?  " 
Proceednig  thus, — "  My  merit  could  they  know. 
And  knew  my  need,  how  freely  they'd  bestow; 
But  though  thej'  know  not,  these  remain  the  same, 
And  are  a  strong,  although  a  secret  claim: 
To  me,  alas!  the  want  and  worth  are  known, 
Why  then,  in  fact,  'tis  but  to  take  my  own.'' 

Thought  after  thought  pour'd  in,  a  tempting  train 
"  ^i^pose  it  donci — who  is  it  could  compliin? 
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How  could  the  j)oor?  for  they  such  triflea  shan^ 
As  add  no  comrort,  i\s  suppress  no  care; 
But  many  a  pittance  makes  a  worthy  heap, — 
What  says  the  law?  that  silence  puw  to  sleep:— 
Nought  then  forbids,  the  danger  coulil  we  shun, 
And  sure  the  business  may  be  s^afely  done. 

"  But  am  I  earnest ?^^arne=t?  No.  — I  bay, 
If  such  my  mind,  that  I  could  plan  (»  ivay; 
Let  me  reflect; — I've  not  allow  d  nie  time 
To  purse  the  pieces,  and  if  dropp  d  they  d  chime:" 
Fertile  is  evil  in  the  soul  of  man, — 
He  paused, — said  Jachin,  "  They  may  drop  In  brHO. 
Why  then  't  is  safe  and  (all  consider'd)  just, 
The  poor  receive  it, — 't  is  uo  breach  of  trust: 
The  old  and  widows  may  their  trifles  miss, 
There  must  be  evil  in  a  good  like  this: 
But  111  be  kind — the  sick  111  visit  twice, 
When  now  but  once,  and  freely  give  advice. 
Yet  let  me  think  again:" — Again  he  tried. 
For  stronger  reasons  on  his  passion's  side, 
Anrl  qufcVly  tliese  were  found,  yet  slowly  he  comDlied. 

The  uioniiiij;  c:iiiie:  the  conunon  service  done, 
Shut  every  door, — the  solemn  rite  begun, — 
And,  as  the  priest  the  sacred  sayings  read. 
The  clerk  went  forward,  trembling  as  he  tread: 
O'er  the  tall  pew  he  held  the  box,  and  heard, 
The  oflfer'd  piece,  rejoicing  as  he  feard : 
Just  by  the  pillar,  as  he  cautious  tripp'd. 
And  turn'd  the  aisle,  he  then  a  portion  slipp'd 
From  the  full  store,  and  to  the  pocket  sent. 
But  held  a  moment — and  then  down  it  went 

The  priest  read  on,  on  walk'd  the  mau  afraid, 
Till  a  gold  offering  in  the  plate  was  laid; 
Trembling  he  took  it,  for  a  moment  stojjp'd. 
Then  down  it  fell,  and  sounded  as  it  dropp'd; 
Amazed  he  started,  for  the  atfrighted  man, 
Lost  and  bewilderd,  thouglit  not  of  the  brau. 
But  all  were  silent,  all  on  things  intent. 
Of  high  concern,  none  ear  to  money  lent; 
So  on  he  walk'd  more  cautious  tlian  before, 
And  gain'd  the  purposed  stun  and  one  piece  more. 

"  Practice  makes  perfect:"  when  the  month  camerotusd 
He  dropp  d  the  casli,  nor  listen  d  for  a  sound; 
But  yet,  when  last  of  all  th'  assembled  flock 
He  ate  and  drank, — it  gave  th'  electric  shock: 
Oil  was  he  forced  his  reasons  to  repeat, 
Ere  he  could  kneel  in  quiet  at  his  seat: 
But  custom  soothed  him — ere  a  single  year 
All  this  w  u  done  without  r<>stnuut  or  few. 
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Cool  and  collected,  easy  and  composed, 
He  waa  correct  tiil  all  the  service  closed; 
Then  to  his  home,  -without  a  grorin  or  sigh. 
Gravely  he  went,  and  laid  liis  treasure  by. 

VViint  will  complain:  some  widows  had  expreat'd 
A  d)ubt  if  they  were  fiivour'd  like  the  rest; 
'i  he  rest  described  with  like  regret  their  dole, 
Ami  thus  from  parts  they  reason'd  to  the  whole: 
^V  hen  all  agreed  some  evU  must  be  done, 
( >f  rich  men  s  hearts  grew  harder  thau  a  stone. 

Our  eii.ny  vicar  cut  the  matter  short; 
He  would  not  listen  to  such  vile  report. 

All  were  not  tims  —there  govern  d  in  that  year 
A  stern  stout  churl,  an  anpjry  overseer; 
A  tyrant  fond  of  power,  loud,  lewd,  and  most  gerevt 
Uiiu  the  mild  vicar,  him  tlie  graver  clerk. 
Advised,  reproved,  but  nothing  would  he  mark, 
bave  the  disgrace,  '•  and  that,  my  friends,    said  he, 
'■  Will  1  avenge,  whenever  time  may  be.' 
And  now,  alas!   'twas  time; — from  man  to  man 
Doubt  and  alarm  and  shrewd  suspicions  ran. 

With  angry  spirit  and  with  siy  intent, 
This  parish  ruler  to  the  altar  went- 
A  piivate  mark  he  h.\'d  on  sliilliugs  three. 
And  but  one  mark  could  in  the  money  see; 
Besides,  in  peering  round,  he  chanced  to  note 
A  sprinkling  slight  on  Jachin's  Sunday-coat: 
All  doubt  was  over: — when  the  llock  were  bless'd, 
In  wrath  he  rose,  and  thus  his  mind  expressd. 

"  Koul  deeds  are  here!"  and  saying  this  he  took 
The  Clerk,  whose  conscience  in  her  cold-Kt,  ^hookt 
His  pocket  then  was  emptied  on  the  place; 
All  saw  bis  guilt;  all  witness'd  his  disgrace: 
He  fell,  he  tiaiuted,  not  a  groan,  a  look, 
tRi:aped  the  culprit;  'twas  a  hual  stroke — 
A  death-wound  never  to  be  heal  d — a  fall 
1  hat  all  had  witness'd,  and  amazed  were  alL 

As  he  recover'd,  to  his  mind  it  came, 
"  1  owe  to  Satan  this  disgrace  and  shame:" 
All  the  seductien  now  appear'd  in  view; 
"  Let  me  withdraw,"  he  said,  and  he  withdrew 
No  one  withlield  him,  all  in  union  cried, 
E  en  the  avenger, — "  We  are  satisfied; 
for  what  has  death  in  any  form  to  give, 
Equal  to  that  man's  terrors,  if  be  hve?" 

He  lived  in  freedom.  Ijut  he  hourly  saw 
How  much  Qsore  fatal  jusuoe  is  th;ui  law; 
QQ 
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He  saw  another  in  his  office  reign, 
And  his  mild  miustcr  treat  iiim  with  disdain: 
He  saw  that  all  men  shiinn  d  him,  some  reviled, 
The  harsh  pass'd  frowning,  and  the  simple  siniled, 
The  town  maintain'd  him,  but  with  some  reproof 
"And  clerks  and  scholars  proudly  kept  aloof." 

In  each  lone  place,  dejected  and  di.smay'd, 
Shnnking  from  view,  his  wasting  form  he  laid; 
Or  to  the  restless  sea  and  roaring  wind 
Gave  the  strong  yearnings  of  a  ruin'd  mind: 
On  the  broad  beacli,  the  silent  summer-day, 
Stretch'd  on  some  wreck,  he  wore  his  life  away; 
Or  where  the  river  mingles  with  the  sea, 
Or  on  the  mud  bank  by  tiie  elder  tree. 
Or  by  the  bounding  marsli-dyke,  there  was  he: 
And  wlien  unable  to  forsake  the  town, 
In  the  blind  courts  he  sate  desponding  down — 
Always  alone;  then  feebly  would  he  crawl 
The  church-way  walk,  and  lean  upon  the  wall; 
Too  ill  for  this,  he  lay  beside  the  door, 
Compell'd  to  hear  the  reasoning  of  the  poor: 
He  look'd  so  pale,  so  weak,  the  pitying  crowd 
Their  firm  belief  of  his  repentance  vow'd: 
They  saw  him  then  so  ghastly  and  so  thin, 
That  they  exclaim'd,  "  Is  this  the  work  of  sinf  " 

"  Yes,"  in  his  better  moments  he  replied, 
"Of  sinful  avarice  and  the  spirit's  pride; — 
While  yet  untemjited,  I  was  safe  and  well; 
Temptation  ciune;  I  rcason'd,  and  I  fell: 
To  be  man's  guide  and  glory  I  design 'd 
A  rare  example  for  our  sinful  kind; 
Bu'  now  my  weakness  and  my  guilt  I  see, 
And  am  a  warning — man,  be  warn'd  by  mel" 

He  said,  and  saw  no  more  the  human  fiu0: 
To  a  lone  loft  he  went,  his  dying  place, 
And,  ae  the  vicar  of  his  state  ioquired, 
Tiini'd  to  the  wall  and  rilently  expinidl 
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LETTER    XX. 

THE    POOn   OP   THE    IIOHODOH; 

ELLEN  ORFORD. 

Rwe  Widow's  Cottage — Blind  EUen  one — Hers  not  the  Sorrow! 
or  AdTentures  of  lleroines — What  these  are,  first  described 
— Deserted  Wives ;  rash  Lovers;  courageous  Damsrls;  in 
desolated  Mansions;  in  Krievoua  PerpK-xilr — Those  Eiila, 
however  seTere,  of  short  Juration — Ellen's  Story — Her  Era- 
ploynieiit  in  ChilJhixjd — First  Love  ;  first  Adventure ;  iti 
miserable  Termination — An  Idiot  Daiii»liter — A  Husband — 
Care  in  Business  without  success — The  man  s  Desfxjndoncy 
•nd  its  Efleet — Their  Children  :  how  disposed  of—One  par- 
ticularly unfortunate — Fate  of  the  Dau(;hter — Ellen  keeps  • 
School  and  is  happy — Becomes  blind :  lose*  her  School— j(er 
Consolations. 


Observe  yon  tenement,  apart  and  small. 
Where  the  wet  pebbles  shine  ii\K>n  the  wall; 
Where  the  low  benches  lean  beside  the  door, 
And  the  red  palin^;  bounds  the  sp:ice  before; 
Where  thrilt  and  lavender,  and  lad's-love  bloom, — 
That  humble  dwelling  in  the  widow's  home; 
There  live  a  pair,  for  various  fortunes  known, 
But  the  blind  Kllen  will  relate  her  own: — 
Yet  ere  we  hear  the  story  she  can  tell. 
On  prouder  sorrows  let  us  briefly  dwell. 

I've  often  marvell  d,  when,  by  night,  by  day 
Fve  mark'd  the  manners  moving  in  my  wa^-, 
And  heard  the  language  and  l>eheld  the  lives 
Of  lass  and  lover,  gcnldesses  and  wives, 
That  books,  which  [iromise  nnicb  of  life  to  give, 
Should  show  so  little  how  we  truly  live. 

To  me  it  seems,  their  females  and  their  men 
Are  but  the  creatures  of  the  author's  pen ; 
Nay,  creatures  borrow'd  and  again  convey "d 
From  book  to  book — the  shadows  of  a  shade! 
Life,  if  they  search,  would  show  them  many  a  changai 
The  ruin  sudden,  and  the  misery  strange! 
With  more  of  grievous,  base,  and  dreadful  thioga, 
Than  novelists  relate  or  poet  sings: 
But  they,  who  ought  to  hxik  the  world  around, 
Spy  out  a  single  sjxjt  in  fairy-ground; 
Where  all,  in  turn,  ideal  forms  behold, 
And  plots  i\re  laid  and  hi»torics  are  told. 
QQ2 
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Time  have  I  lent — I  would  the  debt  were  1ms— 
To  flow'ry  pages  of  sublime  distress; 
And  to  the  heroine's  soul-distracting  fears 
I  early  gave  my  sixpences  and  tears : 
Oft  have  I  travell'd  in  these  tender  tales, 
To  Damley- Cottages  and  Maple-Vales, 
And  watch'd  the  fair-one  from  the  first-bom  sig^ 
When  Henry  pass'd  and  gazed  in  passing  by; 
Till  I  beheld  them  pacing  in  the  park, 
Close  by  a  coppice  where  't  was  cold  and  dark; 
When  such  affection  with  such  fate  appear  d, 
Want  and  a  father  to  be  shunn  d  and  fear'd, 
Wi.'hout  employment,  prospect,  cot  or  cash; 
That  I  have  jndged  th'  heroic  souls  were  rash. 

N»jw  shifts  the  scene, — ihf  fair  in  tower  confined, 
In  all  things  suffers,  but  in  change  of  mind; 
Now  woo'd  by  greatness  to  a  bed  of  state. 
Now  deeply  threaten'd  with  a  dungeon's  grate; 
Till  suffering  much,  and  being  tried  enough. 
She  shines,  triumphant  maid! — temptation-proof. 

Then  was  I  led  to  vengetul  monks,  who  mix 
With  nymphs  and  swains,  and  play  uupriestly  trick* 
Then  view'd  banditti,  who  in  forest  wide, 
And  cavern  vast,  indignant  virgins  hide; 
Who,  hemm'd  with  bands  of  sturdiest  rogues  about, 
Find  some  strange  succour,  and  come  \'irgins  out. 

I've  watch'd  a  wintry  night  on  castle-walls, 
I've  Btalk'd  by  moonlight  through  deserted  halls, 
And  when  the  weary  world  was  sunk  to  rest, 
I've  had  such  sights  as — may  not  be  express 'd. 

Lo!  that  chateau,  the  western  tower  decay  d. 
The  peasants  shun  it, — they  are  all  afraid; 
P'or  there  was  done  a  deed! — could  walls  reveal, 
Or  timbers  tell  it,  how  the  heart  would  feel! 
Most  horrid  was  it. — for,  behold,  the  floor 
Has  stain  of  blood,  and  will  be  clean  no  more: 
Hark  to  the  winds!  which  through  the  wide  ealooD 
And  the  long  passage  send  a  dismal  tune, — 
Music  that  ghosts  delight  in ; — and  now  heed 
Yon  beauteous  nymph,  who  must  unmask  the  deed; 
Seal  with  majestic  sweep  she  swims  alone. 
Through  rooms,  all  dreary,  guided  by  a  groan: 
Though  windows  rattle,  and  though  tap'stries  shake 
And  the  feet  falter  everj'  step  they  take, 
'Mid  moans  and  gibing  sprights  she  silent  goes, 
To  ffnd  a  something,  which  will  8c>on  expose 
The  villanies  and  wiles  of  her  determined  foet: 
And,  having  thus  adventured,  thus  endured, 
Fame.  •weaJtH,  and  lover  ar<'  for  life  secured. 
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Mu'h  iiHve  I  Tear  (I,-4"«t  am  no  more  afraid, 
U  Ik'm  Ronie  c!ia«t.-  t<^■^uty,  !iy  some  wretch  beti  t/'d, 
I-  "li-Hwii  awHV  with  sucli  distnictod  speed, 
Tli:it  slie  aiit'^iputos  a  dreadful  deod: 
Not  v)  do  I — l^et  solid  Willis  impound 
The  captive  fiiir,  ami  di;j  a  moat  around; 
Let  tl»ere  Ik;  iirazcii  l(x:ks  and  icirs  of  steel, 
And  keeper*  cruel,  such  as  never  feel; 
Witli  not  a  siujjle  note  the  purse  supply. 
And  wl»en  she  bej;s,  let  men  and  maids  deny; 
l\i^  windows  those  fr<im  which  bhe  dares  not  fiJL 
Ami  liclp  so  distant  'tis  iu  vain  to  call; 
S:ill  means  of  freedom  will  some  power  devise. 
And  from  the  halHed  rulHan  snatch  hi'*  prize. 

To  N'ortbern  Wales,  in  some  sequester'd  spot, 
I've  follow  d  fair  LowMt  to  her  cot; 
Where,  then  a  wretclieil  and  deserted  bride. 
The  iujur'd  fair-one  wished  from  man  to  hide; 
Till  hy  her  fond  repcntiuj;  lielville  found, 
r.y  some  kind  chance — the  straying  of  a  iioaiMl, 
He  at  her  (oet  craved  mercy,  nor  in  vaiu, 
For  the  relenting  dove  Hew  back  a<;iiiu. 

There's  something  rapturous  in  distress,  or,  ohl 
Could  C'lemie$Uuia  liear  her  lot  of  woe? 
Or  what  she  underwent  could  maiden  undergo? 
The  day  was  Hx  d;  for  so  tite  lover  sif;h'd. 
So  knelt  and  cr.ived,  lie  could  n't  be  denied; 
When,  tale  most  dreadful!  every  liope  adieu, — 
For  the  fond  lover  is  tlie  brother  too: 
All  otlier  griefs  abate;  this  monstrous  grief 
Has  no  remission,  comfort,  or  relief; 
Four  ample  volumes,  throu<;h  each  page  OtscloM,-* 
Good  Heaven  protect  us  I  only  woes  on  woes; 
Till  some  strange  means  ailord  a  suJdea  view 
Of  some  vile  plot,  and  every  woe  adieu! 

Now,  siiould  we  grant  tliese  beauties  all  eodon 
Severest  pangs,  tliey  ve  still  the  speediest  cure; 
Hofore  one  charm  be  wither'd  from  the  face. 
Except  the  bloom,  which  shall  again  have  plaoe. 
In  wedlock  ends  each  wi.sli,  in  triumph  all  diagra4C{ 
And  life  to  come,  we  fairly  may  sui)po8e. 
One  light,  bright  contrast  to  these  wild  dark  woea. 
These  let  us  leave,  and  at  her  sorrows  look, 
Too  often  seen  but  seldom  in  a  book; 
Let  her  who  felt,  relate  them ;  on  Iter  chair 
The  heroine  sits — in  former  years,  the  fair. 
Now  aged  and  poor;  but  AVZen  Orford  knows 
That  we  should  humbly  take  what  Ileav'n  boatowib 
"    QQ3 
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"  My  fatlier  died — ac^aiii  my  mother  wed, 
And  found  the  comforts  of  her  life  were  fled; 
Her  angry  husband,  vex'd  through  half  his  yetat 
By  loss  and  troubles,  fill'd  her  soul  with  fears: 
Tb-ir  children  many,  and  't  was  my  poor  place 
To  nurse  and  wait  on  all  the  infant-race; 
Labour  and  hunger  were  indeed  my  part. 
And  ohould  have  strengthen'd  an  erroneous  heart. 

"  Sore  was  the  grief  to  see  him  txngry  cotie, 
And  teased  with  business,  make  distress  at  home: 
The  father's  fury  and  the  children's  cries 
I  soon  could  bear,  but  not  my  mother's  siglw; 
For  she  look'd  back  on  comforts,  and  wwild  say, 
•I  wrong'd  thee,  Ellen.'  and  then  turn  ;iway: 
Thus  for  my  age's  good,  my  youth  was  tri^ 
And  this  my  fortune  till  my  motiier  died. 

"  .So,  amid  sorrow  much  and  little  cheer — 
A  common  case — I  pass'd  my  twentieth  year; 
For  these  are  frequent  evils;  thousands  share 
An  equal  grief — the  like  domestic  care 

"  Then  in  my  days  of  bloom,  of  liealth  and  youth. 
One,  much  nh'>ve  me, "vow'd  his  love  and  truth: 
We  often  met.  he  dreading  to  be  seen. 
And  much  I  quesiion'd  what  such  dread  might  mean. 
Yet  I  believed  him  true;  my  simple  l»eart 
And  undirected  reason  took  his  part. 

"  Can  he  who  loves  me.  whom  I  love,  dece"rv«f 
Can  I  such  wrong  of  ui'C  so  kind  believe, 
Who  lives  but  in  my  smile,  who  trembles  when  I  gr'ar; 

"  He  dared  not  marry,  but  we  met  to  pro%-e 
What  sad  encroachments  and  deceits  lias  love: 
Weak  that  I  was  when  l>e,  rebuked  withdrew, 
I  let  him  see  that  I  was  wretched  too; 
When  less  the  caution,  I  had  still  the  pain 
Of  his  or  mine  own  weakness  to  complain. 

"  Happy  the  lovers  class'd  alike  in  life, 
Or  happier  yet  the  rich  endowing  wife; 
But  most  aggrieved  the  fond  believing  maid. 
Of  her  rich  lover  tenderly  afraid : 
You  judge  th'  event;  for  grievous  was  my  fata, 
Painful  to  feel,  and  shameful  to  relate : 
Ah!  sad  it  was  my  burthen  to  sustain, 
When  the  least  misery  was  the  dread  of  paJD; 
When  I  have  grieving  told  him  my  disgrace, 
And  plainly  roark'd  indifference  in  his  face. 

"  Hard!  with  these  fears  and  terrors  to  behaU 
The  cause  of  all,  the  faithless  lover,  cold; 
Impatient  grown  at  every  wish  denied. 
And  Itarely  civil,  soothed  and  gratis  ed: 
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Peevish  wlieri  iirrcfl  to  tJiink  of  vows  so  stnmg, 

Anfl  iingiy  ulicn  I  spake  of  crimo  and  wrong. 

AJI  this  I  felt,  and  still  the  sorrow  grew, 

Because  I  felt  tlmt  I  deserved  it  too, 

And  iKjgK'd  my  infant  stmnger  to  forgive 

The  motlier's  shnnie.  whicli  in  iierseif  must  live. 

When  known  that  siuunc,  I,  wKin  expeild  from  homt 

With  a  fniil  sitstcr  siiared  a  hovel's  glooin; 

There  liiirely  fed— (what  could  I  more  request?) 

My  inlant  slunibcrcr  .slec|)ing  at  my  bre»-t, 

I  from  my  window  saw  lii>  blooming  bride, 

And  my  seducer  smiling  at  her  side; 

Hope  lived  till  then:  I  siink  ii|)on  the  Hoor, 

And  grief  and  thought  and  feeling  were  no  mor*. 

Although  revired,  I  judged  that  lif«  wouhl  close. 

And  went  to  rest,  to  wonder  that  I  rose; 

My  dreams  were  dismal. — wlieix-M«er  I  «travd, 

1  seem'd  iishamd,  alarm  d,  desjiiscd,  U-trav d"; 

Always  in  grief,  in  guilt,  disgniced.  forlorn. 

.Mourning  that  one  so  wejik,  so  vile,  was  born; 

'1  he  earth  a  desert,  tumult  in  the  sea, 

1  lu;  birds  afl'righten'd  Hed  from  tree  to  tree, 

(^li-cui-ed  the  setting  sun,  and  every  thing  like  moi 

liut  Heav  n  h:id  mercy,  and  my  need  at  lcnj:th 

L  rged  me  to  labour,  and  reuewd  my  strength. 

I  strove  for  patience  as  a  siimcr  nnist, 

^  ct  felt  tir  opinion  of  the  world  unjust: 

'J  here  was  my  lover,  in  liis  joy  esteem "d, 

And  I,  in  my  distress,  as  guilty  deem'd; 

Vet  sure,  not  all  the  guilt  and"  shame  belong 

To  her  who  (i.'cls  and  sullers  for  the  wrong: 

The  che.1t  at  phiy  may  use  the  wealth  he's  won, 

put  is  not  honourd  for  the  mischief  done; 

'1  he  cheat  in  l<,vc  may  use  ejicli  villain  ait. 

And  boast  the  .leed  tliat  breaks  the  victims  heart 

Four  years  were  pa-t;   I  might  again  have  found 
."^ome  erring  wi^h,  but  for  another  wound: 
Lovely  my  daughter  grew,  hor  face  was  fair. 
B  It  no  expression  ever  brighten d  there; 
I  doubteii  long,  and  vainly  strove  to  make 
Soms  ce.t:iiir  nic;uiing  of  tlie  words  slie  spake; 
Hut  Micaning  tiiere  was  none,  and  I  survev'd 
\\  ith  dre:»d  the  beauties  of  my  idiot-maid'. 
Still  I  submitted:— Oh!    t  is  "meet  and  Ht 
In  all  we  feel  to  make  the  heart  submit: 
Gloomy  and  calm  my  days,  but  I  had  thea. 
It  8e<;m'd,  attractions  for  the  eyes  oC  men: 
The  sober  masti-r  ii(  a  (U-cent  tnuic 
O'oriook'd  my  i-n-a-x,  and  hi:,  oiler  niaile; 
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Reason  assented. — true,  my  heart  denietl, 
'But  tliou,'  I  said, '  slialt  be  no  more  my  guide.' 

"  When  wed,  c  »•  toil  and  trouble,  pains  and  ctfS^ 
Of  means  to  live  procured  us  humble  share; 
Five  were  our  sons, — and  we,  though  careful  foond 
Our  hopes  declining  as  the  year  came  round: 
For  I  perceived,  yet  would  not  soon  perceive, 
My  husband  stealing  from  my  view  to  grieve: 
SiiiLt  he  grew,  and  when  he  spoke  he  sigh'd. 
And  surly  look'd,  and  peevishly  replied: 
Pensive  by  nature,  he  had  gone  of  late 
To  those  who  preach "d  of  destiny  and  fate, 
Of  things  fore-doom"d,  and  of  election-grace, 
And  how  in  vain  we  strive  to  nm  our  race; 
That  all  by  works  and  moral  worth  we  gain 
Is  to  perceive  our  care  and  labour  vain; 
That  «till  the  more  we  pay.  our  debts  the  more  remain; 
That  he  who  feels  not  the  mysterious  call. 
Lies  bound  in  sin,  still  grov'ling  from  the  fili. 
My  husband  felt  not: — our  persuasion,  [iraycr. 
And  our  best  reason,  darken'd  his  desp:iir: 
His  very  nattu-e  changed;  he  now  reviled 
My  former  conduct, — he  rejjroach'd  my  ciiild: 
He  talk'd  of  bastard  slips,  and  cui>ed  his  IkmI, 
And  from  our  kindness  to  concealment  lle<l; 
For  ever  to  some  evil  change  inclined. 
To  eveiy  gloomy  thought  he  lent  his  mind 
Nor  rest  would  give  to  us,  nor  rest  liimsclt  co';ld  lind 
His  son  sus|)ended  saw  him,  long  bereft 
Of  life,  nor  prospect  of  revival  left. 

"  With  him  died  all  oiu*  prospects,  and  once  more 
I  shared  th'  allotments  of  the  parish  poor. 
They  took  my  children  too,  and  this  I  know, 
Was  just  and  lawful,  but  I  felt  the  blow: 
My  iiliot-maid  and  one  unhealthy  boy 
Were  left,  a  mother's  misery  and  her  joy. 

"  Three  sons  I  follow'd  to  the  gnive.  and  ono — 
Oil!  can  I  sjwak  of  that  unhappy  son? 
\\  onld  all  the  memory'  of  that  time  were  Hed 
And  all  those  horrors,  with  my  child,  were  deail 
Before  the  world  seduced  hhn,  what  a  grace 
And  smile  of  gladness  shone  upon  his  face! 
rii5n,  he  had  knowledge;  finely  would  lie  write; 
Study  to  him  was  pleasure  and  delight; 
Great  was  his  courage,  and  but  few  could  stand 
Against  the  sleight  and  vigour  of  his  hand: 
The  maidens  loved  him: — when  he  came  to  die, 
No,  not  the  coldest  could  suppress  a  sigh: 
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Horc  I  must  cease — Iiow  can  f  say,  my  child 

Was  by  tlic  bad  of  eilliersex  bej^iiilod? 

Worst  of  tlic  bad— tliey  taught  him  tliat  the  lawi 

Wado  wrong  and  riglit;  there  was  no  other  cauae, 

That  all  leligion  was  the  trade  of  priests, 

And  men,  when  dead,  must  (jerisli  like  the  beaata^— 

And  he,  ftj  lively  and  so  g!»y  before 

Ah!  spare  a  mother — I  can  tell  no  more. 

"  Int'rest  was  made  that  tiiey  should  not  deatmr 
The  comely  form  of- my  deludi-d  Imiv — 
But  pardon  came  not;  damp  the  j.'lace  and  doep 
Where  he  was  kept,  as  thoy  il  a  ti^er  keep; 
For  he,  unhappy  I   iiad  before  llicin  all 
Vow  d  he  d  escape,  whatever  might  befall. 

"  He  'd  means  of  dress,  and  dress  d  l»eyo  jd  lii«  m<>ana 
And  so  to  see  him  in  such  dismal  .-cenes, 
I  cannot  speak  it — cannot  boar  to  tell 
Of  that  s;id  hour — I  heard  the  p:issing  IwllI 

"  Slowly  they  went:  he  smiled,  and  look'd  m)  »mart 
Yet  sure  he  shuddi'r'd  when  he  ssiw  tlic  v-ari^ 
And  gave  a  look — until  my  dying  day, 
That  look  will  never  from  my  mind  away: 
Oft  (La  I  sit,  and  ever  in  my  dreams, 
I  see  that  look,  and  they  have  heard  my  scremn*. 

"  Now  let  me  sjjeak  no  more — yet  all  declared 
That  one  so  young,  in  pity,  should  be  spared, 
And  one  so  manly; — on  his  graceful  neck, 
That  chains  of  jewels  may  be  proud  to  deck. 
To  a  small  mole  a  mother's  lips  have  pressed, — 
Ar.d  there  tJie  cord — my  breath  is  sore  oppress  d. 

"  I  now  can  speak  again : — my  elder  bov 
Was  that  year  drownd. — a  seaman  in  a  hoy : 
He  left  a  numerous  race;  of  these  would  some, 
In  their  young  troubles  to  my  cotUige  come, 
And  these  I  taught — an  humble  teacher  I — 
Lpon  tlioir  heavenly  Parent  to  reiy. 

"  Alas!   1  needed  such  reliance  more: 
My  idiot-gUM,  so  simply  ^ay  before. 
Now  wept  in  pain;  some  wirtch  had  found  a  tixOK 
DwprHved  and  wicketl,  fur  tlmt  coward-cnme; 
I  had  indeed  my  doubt,  but  1  su.i)pre«s  d 
The  thought  that  day  and  ni.;ht  disturbd  my  re«\ 
She  and  that  8ick-f,^>Je  bmther — but  why  strive 
To  keep  the  terrors  of  that  time  alive? 

"  The  hour  arrived,  the  new,  th'  imdreaded  paiik 
That  c.ui»e  with  violence,  and  yet  cam  >  in  vain. 
I  saw  her  die:  her  brotlu-r  tiM  is  dead: 
Kor  own'd  such  crime — what  is  it  th.it  I  dieadf 
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"  The  parisli  aid  witlidrnwn,  I  limkM  nround, 
And  in  iny  scliool  a  l»lcs-»  <l  siili-isti-ncc  (buud — 
M}-  winter  calm  of  liCo:  to  be  oC  umj 
Would  pleasant  tliouglits  and  lienvcniy  liopes  prodai*, 
I  loved  tiiem  all;  it  soothed  me  to  presage 
TliP  various  trials  of  their  riper  a<;e, 
Thtn  dwell  on  mine,  and  bless  the  Power  who  gave 
Pains  to  correct  us,  and  remorse  to  save. 

"  Yes!  these  were  days  of  peace,  but  they  are  p«it.- 
A  trial  came,  I  will  believe,  a  last; 
I  lost  my  sight,  and  my  cniplo\nnent  gone. 
Useless  I  live,  but  to  tlie  day  live  on; 
Those  eyes,  which  long  t!ie  light  of  heaven  enjoy 'd 
Were  not  by  pain,  by  agony  destroy'd: 
My  senses  fail  not  all;  I  i-pcak,  I  pray; 
By  night  my  rest,  my  food  I  take  by  day; 
And,  as  my  mind  looks  cheerful  to  my  end, 
[  lore  mankind,  and  call  my  Goo  my  firiend." 


LETTEi:  XXL 

THS  POOB  OF   TlIC   UOROCOn 

ABEL   KEENE. 

A)>el)  a  poor  Man,  Teacher  of  a  School  nf  thr  '■  w  ci  Order:  li 
placpd  fn  ihe  onice  of  a  Merchant  ;  is  alarmed  by  Discviarsei 
of  the  Clerks;  unable  to  reply;  bciomes  a  Convert  ;  drcsse*, 
drinks,  and  ridicules  his  former  Conduct — The  Henionstranc* 
of  his  Sister,  a  devout  Maiden — Its  Kfl'ect — The  Merchant  diea 
—Abel  returns  to  Poverty  unpitied;  but  relieved — His  abject 
Condition — His  Melancholy — He  wanders  a'oout :  is  found — 
His  owu  accov  it  of  himself,  and  the  lievulutioue  in  his  Miud. 


A  OtJiET.  simple  man  was  Abel  Keene. 

He  meant  no  hann,  nor  did  he  often  mean : 

He  key.  a  school  of  loud  rebellious  boys. 

And  growing  old,  grew  nervous  with  the  noise; 

When  a  kind  Merchant  hired  his  useful  pen, 

And  rci^e  him  happiest  of  accompting  men; 

With  glee  he  rose  to  every  easy  day. 

When  half  the  labour  brought  him  twice  tho  pay. 

Thei  t  were  young  clerks,  and  there  the  merchant's  KiO, 
Choice  spirits  all,  who  wish'd  him  to  be  one; 
It  must,  no  question,  give  them  lively  joy, 
dopes  long  indulged  to  combat  and  destroy,- 
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At  these  tlicy  IcvcU'djiU  tlieir  skill  and  sti-cogth,— 

lie  Icll  not  (luickly,  but  he  lill  at  length: 
They  quoted  books,  to  liini  both  bold  nnd  new, 
And  scorn'd  as  fables  all  be  iield  as  true; 
"  Such  monkish  stories,  and  such  nursery  lies/ 
That  he  was  struck  witli  tenor  and  surprise. 
"  What!  all  bis  life  imd  he  the  laws  obey'd, 
Which  they  broke  throu;;h,  and  were  not  once  afraidt 
Had  he  so  Ions;  bis  cril  i)assions  chcckd, 
And  yet  at  last  Imd  notliin;;  to  expect? 
While  they  their  lives  in  joy  and  pleasure  led, 
And  then  had  nothinj;,  at  tlie  end.  to  dread? 
Wiis  all  his  priest  with  so  much  zeal  convey 'd, 
A  part!  a  s|)ecch!  for  which  the  man  was  p;udf 
And  were  his  pious  lKK)ks,  bis  solemn  piiiyci-s. 
Not  worth  one  tale  of  tiie  aduiiiv<l  Voltaire's? 
Then  was  it  time,  while  yet  mmuc  years  remaiu'd, 
To  drink  untroublcfl  ami  to  think  uncbain'd. 
And  on  all  pleasm-es,  wliicb  bis  pm-sc  conid  give, 
Freely  to  seize,  and  while  he  lived,  to  live." 

Milch  time  he  pass'd  in  this  im|Kirtant  strife. 
The  bliss  or  bane  of  his  remaining  life: 
For  converts  all  are  made  with  care  and  grief, 
And  pangs  attend  the  birth  of  unbelief; 
Nor  pass  they  soon: — with  awe  and  fear  he  took 
The  Mowery  way,  and  cast  b;ick  many  a  look. 

The  youths  applauded  nnich  his  wise  design, 
With  weighty  reasoning  o'er  their  evening  wine: 
And  much  in  private  't  woidd  their  mirth  improve. 
To  hear  how  Abel  spake  of  life  and  love; 
To  hear  him  own  what  giievous  pains  it  cost, 
Ere  the  old  saint  was  in  the  sinner  lost. 
Ere  I'.is  poor  mind,  with  every  deed  abimi'd, 
By  wit  was  settled,  and  by  vice  was  charm 'd. 

"  For  Abel  outer'd  in  bis  bold  career, 
Like  boys  o«)  ice,  with  pleasure  and  with  fear; 
Lingering,  yet  longing  for  the  joy,  lie  went, 
Keiienting  now,  now  dreading  to  repent: 
\\'itb  awkward  pace,  and  with  himself  at  w*r, 
Far  gone,  yet  frighten  d  that  he  went  so  far; 
Oft  for  his" efforts  bed  solicit  praise, 
And  then  proceed  with  blunders  and  delays: 
The  young  more  aptly  passion's  calls  pursue. 
But  age  and  weakness  start  at  scenes  so  new, 
And  tremble,  when  they've  done,  for  all  they  dared  to  da 

At  length  example  Abel's  dread  removed, 
With  small  concern  he  sought  the  joys  he  loved; 
Kot  resting  here,  he  claim'd  his  share  of  fame, 
And  first  their  votary,  then  their  wit  bccamej 
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Hia  j<Ml  WU8  bitter  anrl  Iiis  satire  bold, 
MiTiuu  bo  ills  talcs  of  fonnal  brethren  told; 
What  tinio  witli  pious  nrijjli hours  he  disciisb'd, 
Their  V>o:i8to(l  treasure  and  their  boiindless  tnisi 
"  Such  were  our  dreams,"  the  jovial  ehicr  cricfl; 
"  Awako  and  live.''  his  yontliful  friends  i-cjiiied. 

Now  the  gay  clerk  a  moflest  drab  despised,         , 
And  clad  him  smartly  as  his  friends  advised 
So  fine  a  coat  upon  liis  back  he  threw, 
That  not  an  alley- boy  old  Abel  knew; 
Hroad  )>olish'd  buttons  blazed  that  coat  upon, 
And  just  beneath  the  watch's  trinkets  shone, — 
A  splendid  watch,  that  {minted  out  the  time, 
To  Hy  from  business  and  make  free  with  crime; 
The  crimson  waistcoat  and  the  silken  hose 
Kank'd  the  lean  man  among  the  Borough  beaux: 
His  raven  hair  he  cropp'd  with  fierce  disdain, 
And  light  clastic  locks  encased  his  brain: 
More  pliant  pupil  who  could  hope  to  find, 
So  deck'd  in  person  and  so  changed  in  luind? 

When  Abel  walked  the  streets,  with  pleas;utt  mien, 
He  met  his  friends,  delighted  to  be  seen; 
And  when  he  rode  along  the  public  way, 
No  beau  so  gaudy,  and  no  youth  so  gay. 

His  pious  sister,  now  an  ancient  maid, 
For  Abel  fearing,  first  in  secret  pray  d. 
Then  thus  in  love  and  scorn  her  notions  she  convey  d. 

"  Alas!  my  brother!  can  I  see  the  pace 
Hoodwink 'd  to  hell,  and  not  Lament  thy  case. 
Nor  stretch  my  feeble  hand  to  stop  thy  headlong  nicol 
Lo!  thou  art  bound;  a  slave  in  Satan's  chain, 
The  righteous  Abel  tum'd  the  wretched  Cain; 
His  brother's  blood  against  the  murderer  cried, 
Against  thee  thine,  unhappy  suicide! 
Are  ull  our  pious  nights  and  peaceful  days, 
f)ur  evening  readings  and  our  morning  pniise. 
Our  spirits'  comfort  in  the  trials  sent. 
Our  hearts'  rejoicings  in  the  blessings  lent. 
All  that  o'er  grief  a  cheering  influence  fhed, 
ire  these  for  ever  and  for  ever  Hed? 

"  When,  in  the  years  gone  by,  the  trying  year*, 
When  faith  and  hope  had  strife  with  wants  and  fean, 
Thy  nerves  have  trembled  till  thou  couldst  not  eat 
(Dr3S»'d  by  this  hand)  thy  mess  of  siinpls  meat; 
Whea,  grieved  by  fastings,  gall'd  by  fates  sever" 
Slow  pass'd  ilie  days  of  the  successless  year; 
Still  in  these  gloomy  hours,  my  brother  then 
Had  glorious  views,  unseen  by  prosperous  men; 
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And  when  thy  heait  has  felt  its  wish  denied. 
What  gracious  texts  hast  thou  to  grief  applied; 
Till  thou  hast  enter'd  in  thine  humble  bed, 
By  lolly  hopes  and  heavenly  musings  fed; 
Then  I  have  seen  thy  lively  looks  express 
The  spirit's  comforts  in  the  man's  distress. 

"  Then  didst  thou  cry,  exulting,  '  Yes,  'tis  fit, 
'Tis  meet  and  right,  my  heart!  that  we  submit:' 
And  wilt  thou,  Abel,  thy  new  pleasures  weigh 
Against  such  triumphs? — Oh!  repent  and  pray. 

"  What  are  thy  pleasures? — with  tlie  g:iy  to  »iL 
And  tiiy  poor  brain  torment  for  awkuani  wit; 
All  thy  good  thoughts  (thou  luit'st  them)  to  restnLa, 
And  give  a  wicked  pleasure  to  the  vain ; 
Thy  long,  lean  frame  by  fashion  to  attire, 
That  lads  may  laugh  and  wantons  may  admii-e; 
To  raise  the  mirth  of  boys,  and  not  to  see. 
Unhappy  maniac!  that  tlicy  laugh  at  tlice. 

"  These  boyish  follies,  which  alone  the  boy 
Can  idly  act  or  gracefully  enjoy, 
Add  new  reproaches  to  thy  fallen  state. 
And  make  men  scorn  what  they  would  only  hate. 

"  What  pains,  my  brother,  dost  thou  take  to  prove 
A  taste  for  follies  which  thou  canst  not  love! 
Why  do  thy  stiffening  limbs  the  steed  lH?s'.ride — 
That  lads  may  laugh  to  see  thou  canst  not  ride? 
And  why  (I  feel  the  crimson  tinge  my  clieck) 
Dost  thou  by  night  in  Diamond-Alley  sneak  ? 

"  Farewell!  the  parish  will  thy  si.ster  keep. 
Where  she  in  peace  shall  pray  and  sing  aii<l  sleep, 
Save  when  for  thee  she  mourns,  thou  wicked,  wanderini 

sheep ! 
When  youth  is  fallen,  there's  hop*  the  young  may  rise, 
But  fallen  age  for  ever  hopeless  lies; 
Torn  up  by  storms,  and  placed  in  earth  once  more. 
The  younger  tree  may  sun  and  soil  resture: 
But  when  the  old  and  siipless  trunk  lies  low. 
No  care  or  soil  c;u»  former  life  bestow; 
Reserv'ed  for  burning  is  the  worthless,  tree — 
And  what,  0  Abel!  is  reserved  for  thee?" 

These  an^^ry  words  our  hero  deej)ly  felt. 
Though  hard  his  heart,  and  indisposed  to  melt! 
To  gain  relief  he  took  a  glass  the  miire, 
And  then  went  on  as  careless  as  before; 
Thenceforth,  uncheck'd,  amusements  he  partook, 
And  (save  his  ledger)  saw  no  decent  book , 
Him  found  the  Mercliant  punctual  at  his  task, 
And  that  perform'd,  he'd  nothing  more  to  atk; 
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He  cared  not  how  old  Abel  play'd  the  fool. 
No  muster  lie,  beyond  the  hours  of  school: 
Thus  they  proceeding,  had  their  wine  and  jokt^ 
Till  nicrcliiint  Dixon  felt  a  warning  stroke, 
And,  after  strugghng  half  a  gloomy  week, 
Left  his  poor  Clerk  another  friend  to  seek. 

Alas!  the  son,  who  led  the  saint  astray. 
Forgot  the  man  whose  follies  made  hun  gay; 
lie  cared  no  more  for  Abel  in  his  need, 
Than  Abel  cared  about  his  hackney  steed; 
He  now,  alas!  had  all  his  earnings  spent, 
And  thus  was  left  to  languish  and  repent; 
No  school  nor  clerkship  found  he  in  the  place. 
Now  lost  to  fortune,  as  before  to  grace. 

For  town-relief  th.e  grieving  man  applied, 
And  beggd  with  tears  what  some  with  scorn  denied, 
Others  look'd  down  upon  the  glowing  vest, 
And  frowning,  ask'd  him  at  what  price  he  dresa'd? 
Happy  for  him  his  country's  laws  are  mild, 
They  must  suppoit  him,  though  they  still  reviled; 
Grieved,  abject,  scorn'd,  insulted,  and  betray'd, 
Of  God  unmindful,  and  of  man  afraid, — 
No  more  he  talk'd;  't  was  pain,  't  was  shame  to  speak 
His  heart  was  sinking,  and  his  frame  was  weak. 
His  sister  died  with  such  serene  delight, 
He  once  again  began  to  think  her  right; 
Poor  like  himself,  the  happy  spinster  lay, 
And  sweet  assurance  bless'd  her  dying-day: 
Poor  like  the  spinster  he,  when  death  was  nigh. 
Assured  of  nothing,  felt  afraid  lo  die. 
The  cheerful  clerks  who  sometimes  pass'd  the  door, 
Just  mention'd  "  Abel!"  and  then  thought  no  more. 
So  Abel,  pondering  on  his  state  forlorn, 
Look'd  round  for  comfort,  and  was  chased  by  scorn. 
And  now  we  saw  him  on  the  beach  reclined. 
Or  causeless  walking  in  the  wintry  wind; 
And  when  it  raised  a  loud  and  angry  sea. 
He  stootl  and  gazed   in  wretched  reverie: 
He  heeded  not  the  frost,  the  rain,  the  snow. 
Close  by  the  sea  he  walk  d  alone  and  slow: 
Some'imes  his  frame  through  many  an  hour  he  spivad 
Upon  a  tonibatone,  moveless  as  the  dead; 
And  was  there  found  a  sad  and  silent  place. 
There  would  he  creep  with  slow  and  measured  paMt 
Then  would  he  wander  by  the  river's  side. 
And  fix  his  eyes  upon  the  falling  tide; 
The  deep  dry  ditch,  the  rushes  in  the  fen, 
Ajad  mo687  crag-pita  'vere  hia  lodgings  tfaaat 
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rbere,  to  Hs  discontented  tlioiiRlit  a  prey, 
The  mclanclioly  iiKjrt.il  pineil  iiway. 

'I'lie  iieij^lil)  rill;,'  pitor  a:  luii;;tli  bc'(;itii  to  gpeak 
Of  Abel's  niml)liii;,'s — lieM  Ik-l-ii .^one  a  week; 
Tlioy  knew  not  where,  ami  little  care  lliey  took 
For  one  so  friemlless  and  so  poor  to  lo<ik. 
At  last  a  stranj;er,  in  a  pedlar's  slied. 
Beheld  liini  lianj^ing — he  had  loiif,'  been  dead. 
He  left  a  i)aper,  i)<>nn'd  at  sundr\  times. 
Entitled  thus — '•  My  (iroanin^s  and  my  Crime«l" 

"  I  was  a  Christian  man.  aihl  none  could  lay 
Aught  to  my  charge:   I  walk'd  the  naiTow  way: 
All  then  was  simple  faith,  ^-renc  and  pure, 
My  hope  was  steadfast  an'l  my  piospect  sure; 
Then  was  I  tried  by  want  and  sickness  sore. 
But  these  I  clapp'tlniy  shield  ..f  faith  before, 
And  cares  and  want^.  anil  man'^  ri-laikes  I  bore: 
Alas!  new  foes  assail  d  me.   I  w.i-  vain, 
They  stunj;  my  pride  and  they  eonlnsed  my  bnUD: 
Oh!  these  deliiders!   with  what  '.^iee  tiiey  saw 
Their  simple  dupe  trans;;ivss  tlie  ri^diteous  law; 
'T  was  joy  to  them  to  view  that  ilreiulful  strilie, 
Wlien  faith  and  frailty  warrd  lor  more  than  life; 
So  with  their  pleasures  tiiey  befrniied  the  heart. 
Then  with  their  lo^ic  they  allay  d  the  Muart; 
They  proved,  (so  thou;,'ht  I  then)  with  reasons  strong 
That  no  man's  feeliuirs  ever  lead  him  wrong: 
And  thus  I  went,  as  on  the  v.-iniish'd  ice. 
The  sm<x)th  career  of  unbelief  ami  vice. 
Oft  would  the  youths,  with  spri^'htly  speech  and  boJd, 
Their  witty  tales  of  u.iu^'htv  |)riests  unfold; 
"Twas  all  a  craft,   they  said,  '  a  cunning  trade, 
Not  she  the  priests,  but  priests  Kelij,'ion  made;' 
So  I  believed:  " — No,  At)el!  to  thy  grief: 
So  thou  relinquish'dst  all  that  was  belief: — 
I  grew  as  very  Hint  and  when  the  rest 
Laugh  d  at  devotion.  1  enjoy "d  the  jest; 
But  this  all  vanishd  like  the  morning-dew, 
When  uuemploy'd.  and  poor  again  I  grew; 
Yea!   I  was  doubly  poor,  for  1  was  wicked  too. 

"  The  mouse  that  tresp.oss'd  and  the  treasure  stole, 
Found  his  lean  body  Ktted  to  the  hole; 
Till,  having  fatted,  he  was  forced  to  stay, 
And,  fasting,  starve  his  stolen  bulk  away: 
Ah!  worse  for  me — grown  poor,  I  yet  remain 
In  sinful  bonds,  and  pray  and  fast  in  vain. 

"  At  length  I  thought,  although  these  friends  of  am 
HftTO  spread  their  net,  and  caught  their  prey  therein; 

BBS 
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Though  my  hard  heart  could  not  for  mercy  call, 
Because,  though  great  my  grief,  rtiy  faith  was  »maU: 
Yet,  as  the  sick  on  skilful  men  rely, 
The  soul  diseased  may  to  a  doctor  (ly. 

"  A  famous  one  there  was,  whose  skill  had  wrought 
Cures  past  belief,  and  him  the  sinners  sought; 
Numbers  there  were  defiled  by  mire  and  filtli, 
Whom  he  recover'd  by  his  gouilly  tiitli: 
'Come  then,'  I  said,  '  let  me  the  man  behold, 
Aiid  tell  my  case' — I  saw  him  and  I  told. 

'*  With  trembliiifc  voice,  '  Oh!  reverend  eij,"  I  niA 
'  I  once  believed,  and  I  wiis  then  misled; 
And  now  such  doubts  my  sinrul  soul  beset, 
I  dare  not  say  th:it  I'm  a  '"hri-tian  vet: 
Canst  thou,  good  sir,  by  tby  supcriur  ^kill. 
Inform  my  judgment  and  direct  my  will? 
Ah!  give  thy  conlial;  let  mv  soul  iiave  rest. 
And  be  the  outward  man  alone  distress  d; 
For  at  my  state  I  tremble.' — '  Tremble  more,' 
Said  the  good  man,  •  and  then  rejoice  therefore; 
'1'is  good  to  tremble;  prospects  then  are  fair. 
When  the  lost  soul  is  plunged  in  deep  despair: 
Once  thou  wert  .sim|>ly  honest,  just,  and  pure. 
Whole,  as  thou  thought" .st,  and  never  wish'd  a  cjre 
Now  thou  hast  plunged  in  folly,  shame,  disgraces 
Now  thca'rt  an  object  meet  for  healing  grace; 
No  merit  thine,  no  virtue,  hope,  belief. 
Nothing  hast  thou,  but  misery,  sin,  and  grief, 
The  best,  the  only  titles  to  relief.' 

"  What  must  I  do,'  I  said,  '  my  soul  to  free?' 

•  Do  nothing,  man:  it  will  be  done  for  thee.' — 

•  But  must  I  not  my  reverend  guide,  believe?' — 

'  If  thou  art  called  thou  wilt  the  faith  receive;' — 

•  But  I  repent  not.' — Angry  he  replied, 

'  If  thou  art  called  thou  needest  nought  beside: 
Attend  on  us,  and  if  "t  is  Heaven's  decree. 
The  call  will  come, — if  not,  ah!  woe  for  thee.' 

"  There  then  I  waitefl,  ever  on  the  watch, 
A  spark  of  ho])e,  a  ray  of  light  to  catch; 
His  words  fell  softly  like  the  flakes  of  snow 
But  I  could  never  find  my  heart  o'erilow: 
He  cried  aloud,  till  in  the  Hock  began 
The  sigh,  the  tear,  as  caught  from  man  to  dmoj 
They  wept  and  they  rejoiced,  and  there  was  I 
Hard  as  a  tiint,  and  r^  the  desert  dry: 
To  me  Qi  tokens  of  the  c;dl  would  come, 
I  fiolt  my  sentence,  and  received  my  doomi 
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But  I  compliiii'd — '  I^ct  tliy  repinings  ceaae, 
Oh!  man  ol"  sin,  for  itn^y  tliy  guilt  increase; 
It  blowetli  wliere  it  listetli.  die  in  peace.' — 
— '  In  f)c;ice,  and  perish?'  I  replied:  'impart 
Some  better  comfort  to  a,  burthcn'd  heart.' — 
'  Ala.s!'  the  priest  ruturu"d,  '  ain  I  direct 
The  heavenly  call? — Do  I  proclaim  th'  elect? 
Raise  not  thy  voice  against  the  Kternal  will, 
But  take  thy  part  with  sinners,  and  be  still.' 

''  Alas,  for  me!  no  more  the  times  of  peace 
Axe  mine  on  eartii — in  death  my  pains  may  cesMk 

"  Foes  to  my  soul!  ye  young  seducers,  know, 
Wliat  sorious  ills  from  your  amusements  flow; 
Opinions,  you  with  so  much  ease  profess, 
O'erwhelm  the  sin)])le  aiirl  their  minds  oppress: 
Let  sucli  be  ha[>py,  nor  with  reason  strong, 
That  make  them  wretched,  prove  their  notions 
Let  theiu  prwecil  in  that  they  deem  the  way. 
Fast  when  tiiey  will,  and  at  their  pl'jasure  prayt 
Yes,  I  have  pity  for  my  hrothren's  lot, 
And  so  had  Dives,  but  it  iielp'd  him  not: 
And  is  it  thus? — Ira  full  of  doubts: — Adioal 
Perhaps  his  reverence  is  mistiken  too." 


LETTER  XXIL 

THE   POOR   OF   THE    BOROCOH: 

PETER  GRIMES. 

rhe  Father  of  Peter  a  FSshennan — Peter's  early  conduct — Rk 
Grief  for  the  old  Man — lie  takes  an  .\ppreiitioe — The  Boy's 
8utl'erin(;  and  Fate — A  second  Boy;  how  he  died — Peter  ac- 
quitted—  A  third  Apprentice — A  Voyage  by  .Sea:  the  Boy 
do«a  not  return — Evd  Keport  on  Peter:  he  is  tried  and 
threatened — Lives  aioue  — His  MeUucholy — And  incipienl 
Madness — Is  observed  and  risiteii — He  escapes  and  is  taJien: 
is  lod(;ed  in  a  fnrish-house  :  Women  attend  and  watch  him— 
Ho  speaks  in  a  Delirium  :  grows  more  eollei-ted — Hisaccooct 
of  bis  Keelint^s  and  visionary  Terrors  previous  to  his  i>oall^ 


Old  Peter  Grimes  made  fi.shing  his  employ, 
His  wife  he  c:il)itrd  with  him  and  his  boy, 
And  seem  d  tliat  life  l;iborious  to  enjoy. 
To  town  came  quiet  Peter  with  liis  tish. 
And  had  of  all  a  civil  word  and  wish. 
He  left  his  trade  upon  the  Sabbath-day, 
And  took  youn^  Peter  in  his  hand  to  pniyi 
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But  sotjn  the  stubborn  boy  from  care  broke  looa^ 
At  first  reftised,  tlien  added  his  abuse : 
His  father's  love  he  scoru'd,  his  power  defied. 
But  being  drunk,  wept  screly  when  he  died. 

Yes!  then  lie  wept,  and  to  ills  mind  there  caoM 
Much  of  his  conduct,  and  he  felt  the  shame, — 
How  he  had  oft  tlie  good  old  man  reviled. 
And  never  paid  the  duty  of  a  child; 
How,  when  the  father  in  his  Bible  read, 
He  in  contempt  and  anger  left  the  shed: 
-*  It  is  the  word  of  life.  '  the  parent  cried; 
— "  This  is  the  life  itself."  the  boy  replied. 
And  while  old  Peter  in  amazement  stood. 
Gave  the  hot  spirit  to  his  boiling  hlof>d: — 
How  he,  with  oath  and  furious  speech,  began 
To  prove  his  freedom  and  assert  tlie  man ; 
And  when  the  parent  check  d  his  impious  rage, 
How  he  had  cursed  the  tyranny  of  a<<e, — 
Nay,  once  had  dealt  the  sacrilegious  blow 
On  his  bare  head,  and  laid  his  pireiit  low; 
The  father  groan 'd—"  If  thou  art  old, '  said  he, 
'  And  hast  a  son— thou  wilt  remember  me: 
Thy  mother  left  me  '.n  a  happy  time,  _      ^ 

rhou  kill'st  not  her— Heav'n  spares  the  double  crun* 

On  an  inn -settle,  in  his  maudlin  grief. 
This  he  revolved,  and  drank  for  his  relief. 

Now  lived  the  youth  in  freedom,  but  debarr'd 
From  constant  pleasure,  and  he  thought  it  hard; 
Hard  that  he  could  not  every  wish  obey, 
But  must  awhile  relinquish  ale  and  play; 
H^rd!  that  he  could  not  to  his  cards  attend. 
But  must  acquire  the  money  he  would  spend- 

With  greedy  eye  he  look'd  on  all  he  saw. 
He  knew  not  "justice,  and  he  laugh  d  at  law; 
On  all  he  mark  d,  he  .stretch'd  his  ready  hand; 
He  fishd  bv  water  and  he  filch'd  by  land: 
Oft  in  the  iiight  has  Peter  dropii'd  his  oar, 
Fled  from  his  boat,  and  sought  for  prey  on  shore; 
Oft  up  the  hedge-row  glided,  on  his  back 
Bearing  the  orcliard  s  produce  in  a  sack, 
Or  farm- van!  load,  tuggd  fiercely  from  the  stack; 
And  as  these  wrongs  to  greaf^r  numbers  rose. 
The  more  he  hnjk  d  on  all  men  as  his  foes. 

He  built  a  mud-wall'd  hovel,  where  he  kept 
His  various  wealth,  and  there  lie  oft-times  slej*; 
But  no  success  could  please  his  cruel  soul. 
He  wish'd  for  one  to  trouble  and  contr()»il ; 
He  wanted  some  obedient  boy  to  stand 
Ani  bear  the  blow  <>f  liis  outrage-uis  liand; 
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And  horwd  to  flnfl  in  some  propitious  1  our 
A  leelinj;  creature  sulject  to  his  power. 

Peter  had  heard  tliere  were  in  Loiiflon  then,— 
Still  have  they  beinj;! — »orkhotise-clearing  men, 
Who,  luidistiirhM  by  feelings  just  or  kind, 
Would  j)arisii-hoys  to  needy  tra-lesmen  bind : 
They  in  their  want  a  tritling  sum  would  take, 
And  toiling  slaves  of  jiiteous  orphans  make. 

Such  Peter  souglit,  ami  when  a  lad  was  fooiid, 
The  sum  was  dealt  him,  and  tlie  slave  was  bound. 
Some  few  in  town  observed  in  Peter's  trap 
A  boy,  -with  jacket  blue  and  wotillen  cap: 
But  none  enquired  how  Peter  used  the  rope, 
Or  what  the  bruise,  that  made  the  stripling  stoop; 
None  could  the  ridges  on  his  back  behohl. 
None  sought  him  shiv'ring  in  the  winter's  cold: 
None  put  the  question, — "  I'eter,  dost  thou  give 
The  boy  hia  food? — What,  man!  the  lad  must  \rm 
Consider.  Peter,  let  the  child  have  bread. 
He'll  serve  thee  better  if  he's  stroked  and  fed." 
None  reason'd  thus — and  some,  on  hearing  cries. 
Said  calmly,  "Grimes  is  at  his  eserci>ie." 

Pinn'd,  beaten,  cold,  pinch'd,  threaten'd,  and  aboM^ 
His  efforts  punish'd,  and  his  food  refused, — 
Awake  tormented, — soon  aroused  from  sleep, — 
Struck  if  be  wept,  and  yet  compell'd  to  weep, 
The  trembling  boy  drnppVI  down  and  strove  to  pray, 
Received  a  blow,  and  trembling  tum'd  away. 
Or  sobb'd  and  hid  his  piteous  face; — while  he. 
The  savage  master,  grinn'd  in  horrid  u'lee; 
He'd  now  the  power  he  ever  loved  to  show, 
A  feeling  being  subject  to  his  blow. 

Thus  lived  the  lad,  in  hunger,  peril,  pain, 
His  tears  despised,  his  snp|)licntions  vain; 
Compell'd  by  fear  to  lie,  liy  need  to  'teal, 
His  bed  uneasy  and  unbless'd  his  meal ; 
For  three  s;id  years  the  boy  his  tortures  bore. 
And  then  his  pains  and  trials  we  no  more. 

"  How  died  he,  Peter?"  when  the  people  said, 
He  growl 'd — "  I  found  him  lifeless  in  his  be<l;" 
Then  tried  for  softer  tone,  and  sigh'd,  "  Poor  Sam  ii  dead.' 
Yet  murmurs  were  there  and  some  questions  ask'd — 
How  he  was  fed,  how  punish'd,  and  how  task'd? 
Much  tliey  suspected,  but  they  little  proved,    »  ^ 
And  Peter  pass'd  untroubled  and  unmoved. 

Another  boy  with  equal  case  was  found. 
The  money  granted,  and  the  victim  bound; 
And  what  his  fate? — One  night  it  chanced  he  f«Q 
From  the  boat's  mast  and  perish'd  in  her  well. 


4f»4  I'ooii  OK  Tin;  iioiioiion: 

Where  fish  were  liviiis;  kept,  mul  where  the  boy 
(So  reason'd  men)  coukl  not  himself  destroy; — 

"  Yes!  so  it  was,"  said  I'eter,  "  in  liis  play, 
(For  he  was  idle  hotii  by  ni^lit  and  day,) 
He  climb  d  tlie  main-mast  and  then  fell  below;"—  ^    ^ 
Then  show'd  his  corpse,  and  pointed  to  tlie  blow: 
"  Wliat  sai  1  the  jury?" — they  were  long  in  doubt, 
But  sturdy  Peter  fai-ed  the  matter  ont: 
So  they  disiniss'd  iiim.  savin;;  at  the  time, 
"  Keep  fast  your  hatchway  wiien  you've  boys  who  tiimb^*' 
This  hit  his  conscience,  and  lie  colour  d  more 
Than  for  the  closest  ipiestions  put  belorf. 

Thus  all  his  fears  the  verdict  set  aside. 
And  at  tlie  slave-shoj)  I'eter  still  applied. 

Then  came  a  boy,  of  manners  soil  and  mild, —     r  - 
Our  seamen  s  wives  with  grief  beheld  the  child 
All  thouj;ht  (the  poor  themselves)  th.U  he  was  ona 
Of  gentle  blood,  some  noble  siinier's  .son. 
Wlio  had,  belike,  deceived  some  humble  maid, 
WTiom  he  had  first  se<luced  and  then  betray 'd: — 
However  this,  he  seem'd  a  gracious  lad. 
In  grief  submissive  an<l  with  patience  sad. 

Passive  he  labour'd,  till  his  slender  frame 
Bent  with  his  loads,  and  he  at  length  was  lame: 
Strange  that  a  frame  so  weak  could  bear  .so  long 
The  grossest  insult  and  the  foulest  wrong; 
But  there  were  causes — in  the  town  thej'  gave 
Fire,  food,  and  comfort  to  the  gentle  slave; 
And  though  stern  Peter,  with  a  cruel  hand. 
And  knotted  rope,  enforced  the  rude  command, 
Yet  he  consider'd  what  he'd  lately  felt. 
And  his  vile  blows  with  selfish  pity  dealt. 

One  day  such  draughts  the  cruel  fisher  mada^ 
He  could  not  vend  them  in  his  borough-trade, 
But  sail'd  for  London-mart:  the  boy  was  ill, 
But  ever  humbled  to  his  master's  will; 
And  on  the  river,  where  they  .smoothly  sail'd, 
He  strove  with  terror  and  awhile  prevail'd; 
But  new  to  danger  on  the  angry  sea. 
He  clung  affrighten'd  to  his  master's  knee: 
The  boat  grew  leaky  and  the  wind  w.as  strong, 
Bough  was  the  pass.oge  and  the  time  was  long; 
His  liquor  fail'd,  and  Peter  s  wrath  arose, — 
No  more  is  known — the  rest  we  must  suppose, 
Or  learn  of  Peter: — Peter  says,  he  •'  spied 
The  stripling's  danger  and  for  h.arbour  tried; 
Meantime  the  fish,  and  then  th'  apprentice  died." 

The  pitying  women  raised  a  clamour  round, 
And  weeping  said,  "  Thou  hast  thy  'prentice  drowa'A* 
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No^■r  th?  Stern  man  wa«  summon'd  to  the  nail, 
To  toll  his  talo  before  tlie  bnrj^liers  a)l: 
He  gave  th'  account;  proftssM  the  lad  he  loved, 
And  kept  his  brazen  features  all  unmo\'ed. 

Tbo  mayor  himself  with  tone  severe  replied,— 
"  Henceforth  with  thee  shall  never  boy  abide:        >:  ' 
Hire  thee  a  freeman,  wlioin  thou  durst  not  beat, 
But  who,  in  thy  desjiitc,  will  sleep  and  eat: 
Free  thou  art  now  I — a^iin  shouldst  thou  appear, 
TLou'lt  find  thy  sentence,  like  thy  soul,  severe." 

A'.as!  fur  Peter  not  a  helping  hand, 
So  wa^  ho  lilted,  could  he  now  command; 
Alone  he  row'd  bis  boat,  alone  he  cast 
His  nets  beside,  or  m;ide  his  anchor  fust, 
To  hold  a  rope  or  hear  a  curse  wa*  none, — 
He  toild  and  rail'd:  he  groan'd  and  swore  alooa.  '  <  ' 

Thus  by  himself  compell'd  to  live  aich  day. 
To  wait  for  certain  hours  the  tide's  delay; 
At  the  same  time  the  Mine  dull  views  to  see. 
The  bouu'lin;;  marsh  bank  and  the  blighted  tree: 
The  water  only  when  the  tides  were  !ii;;h. 
When  low,  the  mud  lial f- cover  d  and  lialf-dry; 
The  sun-burnt  tar  that  blisters  on  the  planks, 
And  bank-side  stakes  in  their  uneven  ranks; 
Heaps  of  eiit^mgled  weeils  that  slowly  float,    . 
As  the  tide  rolls  by  the  impeded  iKjat.         '  ' 

W\vi\  tides  were  nea[),  and,  in  the  sultry  day, 
Tliroi'^^h  the  tall  bounding  miid-b:inks  made  their  way 
Which  on  each  sirle  rose  swellin.;,  and  l>elow 
riio  dark  warm  Hi>o<l  run  silently  and  slow; 
riiero  anchoring.  Peter  chose  frolii  man  to  hide. 
There  hang  his  head,  and  view  the  buy  tide 
In  its  hot  slimy  channel  slowly  gliil--; 
Where  the  small  eels  that  h-l't  the  deeper  way 
For  the  warm  shore,  within  the  sh  illows  jday; 
Where  gaping  muscles,  left  upon  the  mud,      1 1  ^ 
Slope  their  slow  passage  to  the  fallen  Hood; — 
Here  dull  and  hopeless,  he'd  lie  down  and  trace 
How  sidelong  crabs  had  scrawl'd  their  ei'i^>ked  raoa 
Jr  sadly  listen  to  the  tuneless  cry 
Of  fishing  gull  or  clanging  golden-eye: 
What  time  the  sea-birds  to  the  marsh  would  come. 
And  the  loud  bittern,  from  the  biiU-rusli  home. 
Gave  from  the  salt-ditch  side  the  bellowing  boom: 
He  nuised  the  feelings  there  dull  scenes  pro<iuca, 
And  loved  to  stop  besidi-  the  Of»ening  sluice:        ^^  ^  ^ 
Where  the  small  stieaiii,  confined  in  narrow  booodi 
Ran  with  a  dull,  unvaried,  Aadd'ning  sound; 
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Where  all,  presented  to  the  eye  or  etir, 
Oppress'd  tlie  soul  with  misery,  grief,  anJ  har. 
Besides  tliese  objects,  titcre  were  pliices  three. 
Which  Peter  seem  d  with  certain  dread  to  see; 
When  Le  drew  near  them  he  would  turn  from  etA 
And  loudly  whistle  till  he  pass'd  the  reach. 

A  chanf^e  of  scene  to  him  broui,'ht  no  relief, 
In  town,  t  was  plain,  men  took  him  for  a  thief:  Q  *  ^ 
The  Bailws  wives  would  stoj)  him  in  tlie  street, 
And  say,  "  Now,  Peter,  tho)rst  no  boy  to  beat:* 
Infants  at  play,  when  they  perceired  him,  ran, 
Warning  each  other — "  'I'hut  s  the  wicked  luan:" 
He  growl'd  an  oath,  and  in  an  ungry  toiie 
Cursed  the  whole  place  and  wish'd  to  be  alone. 
Alone  he  was,  the  same  dull  scenes  in  view, 
And  still  more  gloomy  in  his  .-^ight  they  grevr: 
Though  man  he  hated,  yet  employ "d  alone 
At  bootless  labour,  he  would  swear  and  gioan,  '. '. 
Cnrsing  the  shoals  that  glided  by  the  spot. 
And  gulls  that  caught  them  when  his  arts  could  tkM 
Cold  nervous  tremblings  shook  his  stunlj  iirame, 
And  strange  disease— l)e  couldn't  say  the  name; 
W^ild  were  his  dreams,  and  oft  he  rose  in  fright, 
Waked  by  his  view  of  horrors  in  the  niglit, — 
Horrors  that  would  the  sternest  minds  amaze, 
Horrors  that  demons  might  be  proud  to  raise; 
And  though  he  felt  forsaken,  grieved  at  heart,      ^ 
To  think  he  lived  from  all  mankind  apart; 
Yet,  if  a  man  approachd,  in  terrors  he  would  start. 

A  winter  pass  d  since  Peter  saw  the  town, 
And  summer  lodgers  were  again  come  down; 
These,  idly  curiou.s,  with  their  glasses  spied 
The  ships  in  bay  as  anchor'd  for  the  tide, — 
The  river's  craft,  the  bustle  of  the  quay, — 
And  sea-port  views,  which  landmen  love  to  see. 

One,  up  the  river,  had  a  man  and  bout 
Seen  day  by  day,  now  anchor'd,  now  afloat; 
Fisher  he.  seem'd,  yet  used  not  net  nor  hookii  '^  "* 
Of  sea-fowl  swimming  by  no  heed  he  took. 
But  on  the  gliling  waves  still  fix'd  his  lazy  look: 
At  certiUD  siatioiis  he  would  view  the  stream 
As  if  he  stood  bewilder'd  in  a  dream, 
Or  that  some  jwwer  had  chain'd  him  for  a  time, 
To  feel  a  curse  >»r  meditat*  on  crime. 
This  kuowL,  some  curious,  some  in  jity  went. 
And  others  qiiestion'd— "  Wretch,  dost  thou  repeotf 
He  heard,  he  trembled,  and  in  fear  rcsign'd 
Hia  boat;  new  terrors  till'd  his  restless  mind;  V ";  ^ 
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Various  ho  grew,  and  up  tlie  country  ran. 

And  there  tliey  seized  liim — a  disteniper'd  man:— 

Hiiu  we  received,  and  to  a  parish  bed, 

Follow'd  and  cursed,  the  groaning  man  was  led. 

Here  when  they  siiw  Lini,  whom  tiicy  used  to  shun, 
A  lost,  lone  man,  so  haniss'd  and  undone; 
Our  gentle  lomales,  ever  prompt  to  feel. 
Perceived  compassion  on  their  anger  ste.al ; 
His  crimes  tiiey  could  not  from  tln-ir  memories  blot. 
But  tiie.i  were  grieved,  and  tremiilcd  at  his  lot.     ,-  ^   j 

A  Priost  too  came,  to  whom  his  w.n-ils  aie  told; 
Aud  all  the  signs  tliey  shmlder  d  to  beliold.  [shitke, 

"Look!    look!*'   tiiey  cried »   "his  limbs  with  h')rn;i 
And  as  he  grinds  his  tetth,  wliat  noise  they  make! 
How  glare  his  angry  eyes,  and  yet  lies  not  awake- 
See!  what  cold  drops  upon  his  forehead  stand, 
And  how  he  clenches  that  broad  bony  han-l." 

Tlie  Priest  attending,  found  he  spoke  at  time* 
As  one  alluding  to  his  fears  and  crimes; 
"  It  wivs  the  fall,"  he  mntterd.     "  I  can  show 
The  manner  how, — I  never  struck  a  blow :  " — 
And  then  aloud, — "  Unhand  me,  free  my  c!i:uu; 
On  oath  he  fell — it  struck  him  to  the  brain: — 
Why  ask  my  fatlier? — that  old  man  will  swear 
Against  my  life;  besides  lie  wjis'nt  there: — 
Wliat,  all  agreed? — Am  I  to  die  tt>day?— 
My  Lord,  in  mercy  give  me  tiuje  to  pray." 

Then  as  they  watch'd  him,  calmer  he  became. 
And  grew  so  weak  lie  could'ut  move  his  frame. 
But  murmuring  spake — while  ihey  could  sec  und  hear  '■  "^ 
The  start  of  terror  and  the  groan  of  fear; 
See  the  large  dew-beads  on  his  forehead  rise, 
And  the  col  1  death-drop  glase  hi>  sunken  eyee; 
Nor  yet  he  died,  but  with  unwonted  force 
Seem'd  with  some  fancied  being  to  discourse: 
He  knew  not  us,  or  with  accustomed  art 
He  hid  the  knowledge,  yet  exposed  his  heart; 
*T  was  part  confession  ami  the  rest  del'ence, 
A  madman's  tale,  with  gleams  of  waking  sense. 

"  I'll  tell  you  idl,    he  svid,  "  tlie  very  d:iy         i  *f  > 
When  the  old  mau  first  placed  them  in  my  way : 
My  father's  spirit — he  who  always  tried 
To  give  me  trouble,  when  he  lived  and  di»Hl — 
When  he  was  gone  he  could  not  b<>  cmitent 
To  see  my  d;\ys  in  painful  laUinr  spent. 
But  would  appoint  his  meetings.  :inil  he  maot 
Me  watch  at  these,  and  so  negh-i-t  my  trtide. 

"  'T  w.as  one  hot  noon,  all  s.icnt.  still,  serenci, 
Ni  living  being  had  1  lately  !><:e:i; 
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[  patMIed  up  and  do%vTi  and  dipp'd  my  net, 

IJut  (suoli  his  pleasure)  I  could  nothing  get,— 

A  fatiier's  pleasure  when  his  toil  was  done, 

To  plague  and  torture  thus  an  only  son! 

And  so  I  sat  and  look'd  upon  the  stream, 

How  it  ran  on,  and  felt  as  in  a  dream . 

But  dream  it  was  not:   No! — I  tixd  my  eyeg 

On  the  mid  stream  and  saw  the  spirits  risa: 

I  saw  my  father  on  the  water  stand, 

And  hold  a  tliin  pale  boy  in  either  band; 

And  there  they  glided  ghastly  on  the  top  ^  '  ^ 

Of  the  salt  flood,  and  never  touchd  a  drop: 

I  would  have  struck  them,  but  they  knew  th'  intent 

And  smiled  upon  the  oar  and  down  they  went. 

"  Mow  from  that  day,  whenever  I  beajan 
To  dip  my  net,  there  stood  the  hard  old  man — 
He  and  those  boys:   I  humbled  me  and  pray'd 
They  would  be  gone; — they  heeded  not,  but  stay*d: 
Nor  could  I  turn,  nor  would  the  boat  go  by, 
But,  gazing  on  the  sijirits,  there  was  I: 
They  bade  me  leap  to  death,  but  I  was  loth  to  die:  .' 
And  every  day,  as  sure  as  day  arose. 
Would  these  three  spirits  meet  me  ere  the  close; 
To  hear  and  rr—k  them  daily  was  my  doom, 
And  '  Come    t„./  said,  with  weak,  sad  voices, '  come.' 
To  row  away  with  all  my  strength  I  tried. 
But  there  were  they,  hard  by  me  in  the  tide,  [cried 

The  three  unbodied  forms — and '  Come,"  still  'come,'  they 

"  Fathers  should  pity — but  this  old  man  shook 
His  hoary  l9cks,  and  froze  me  by  a  look : 
Thrice,  when  I  struck  them,  through  the  water  came 
A  hollow  groan,  that  weaken'd  all  my  frame: 
'  Father!'  said  I  '  have  mercy:' — he  replied, 
I  know  not  what — the  angry  spirit  lied. — 
'  Didst  thou  not  draw  thy  knife?'  said  he: — 'Twas  true 
But  I  had  pity  and  my  arm  withdrew: 
He  cried  for  mercy  which  I  kindly  gare. 
But  he  has  no  conipa-«sion  in  the  grave. 

"  There  were  three  places,  where  they  ever  rose — 
The  whole  long  river  has  not  such  a*  those — 
Places  accursed,  where,  if  a  man  remain, 
He'll  see  the  things  which  strike  him  to  the  brain; 
And  there  they  made  me  on  my  p.addle  lean. 
And  lo<jk  at  them  for  hours; — accursed  scene! 
When  tln\v  would  glide  to  that  smooth  eddy-apace 
Then  bid  me  leap  and  join  them  in  the  place 
And  at  my  groans  each  little  villain  sprite 
Enjoy 'd  my  pains  and  vauisad  in  deli^U 
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"  I'l  f.iif  fiiT(  e  r.i  1 1  inner -day,  when  my  pjor  brain 
ft';»s  liiiniin'j  liot.  Mill!  cnijj  WHS  my  pain, 
riitfli  ciiiu-  tills  f;itlic'r-foc.  rtU'l  there  he  stood    'SS'>^ 
Wi;h  lii>  two  boys  Mpiiii  iipdii  the  flood: 
There  was  more  miM-liicf  in  their  eyes,  more  glee, 
In  their  pule  faces  when  they  glared  at  me- 
Std'i  did  tlioy  force  me  on  the  oar  to  rest. 
And  wh<Mi  they  saw  mi.  fainting  and  ojipress'd, 
He,  with  his  hand,  tho  old  man,  scoop'd  the  flood, 
And  there  came  thime  about  him  mix'd  with  blood; 
He  bade  me  stoop  and  look  upon  the  [dac*, 
Then  fluu^  the  hot-red  liquor  in  my  face;  , 

Bi.rning  it  blazed,  and  tlieu  I  roar  d  for  pain,  -- '" 
I  thou^'ht  the  demons  would  have  turn'd  my  brain. 

"  Still  there  they  stood,  and  forved  me  to  behold 
A  place  of  liorrors — they  can  not  lie  told — 
Where  the  Hood  open'd,  there  I  heard  the  shriek 
Of  tortured  guilt — no  earthly  tongue  can  speak: 
All  days  ulikel  for  ever!'  did  they  say, 
'An"*  unremitted  toririents  every  day  — 
Yes,  so  they  said  " — Hut  here  he  ceased,  and  gand 
On  all  around  ufi'righten'd  and  amazed;  . 

And  still  he  tried  to  speak,  and  Io«ik"d  in  dread   -^  '  " 
Of  frighteuM  females  gathering  round  his  hoc 
Then  dro[)p  d  cxiiauscd,  and  app<aru  at  re«» 
Till  the  strong  foe  the  vital  powers  possess'd; 
Then  with  an  inward,  broken  voice  he  cried, 
"Again  they  come,"  and  nmtter'd  as  he  dkd. 
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TheMindorMnn  accommodates  itself  toall  Situations;  PrisoM 
otherwise  would  be  intolerable — Debtors:  their  different 
Kinds:  three  particularly^  described ;  others  more  bricflj-— 
An  arrested  Prisoner:  his  Account  of  his  Feelings  ar.d  hia 
Situation — The  Alleviations  of  a  Prison — Prisoners  lor  CrimM 
—Two  condemned:  a  vindictive  Female:  a  U ijjiiwaymau— 
The  Interval  between  Condemnation  and  Execution — Hia 
Feelings  as  the  Time  approaches — His  Dream. 


'T  18  well — that  Man  to  all  the  varj-ing  state* 
Of  good  and  ill  his  mind  accommodates; 
He  not  alone  progressive  grief  sustains, 
Bat  soon  submits  to  unexperienced  pains: 
Change  after  change,  all  climes  his  bo<ly  bem| 
His  mind  repeated  shocks  of  changing  caret: 
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Faitli  and  f.iir  Virtue  arm  the  nobler  breast; 
Hope  ami  mere  want  of  feelinj;  aid  the  rest. 

Or  wiio  roiild  bear  to  lose  the  balmy  air 
Of  summers  breath,  f'-om  all  things  fresh  and  fe.r, 
With  all  that  man  admires  or  loves  bt'low; 
All  earth  and  water,  wood  and  vale  l)estow, 
Where  rosy  pleasures  smile,  whence  real  blessingB  flon 
With  siji;ht  and  t.ound  of  every  kind  that  lives, 
And  crowning  all  with  joy  that  freedom  gives? 

Who  could  from  these,  in  some  unhajipyday, 
Bear  to  be  drawn  by  ruthless  arms  away, 
To  the  vile  nuisance  of  a  noisome  room, 
Where  only  insolence  and  misery  coine? 
(Save  that  the  curious  will  by  chance  appear, 
Or  some  in  pity  drop  a  fruitless  tear :) 
To  a  damp  Prison,  where  the  very  sight 
Of  the  warm  sun  is  favour  and  not  right; 
Where  all  we  hear  or  see  the  feelings  shock. 
The  oath  and  groan,  the  fetter  and  the  lock? 

Who  could  bear  this  and  live? — (Jh!  many  *J9U 
All  tills  is  borne,  and  miseries  more  severe; 
And  some  there  are,  fivmiliar  with  the  scene. 
Who  live  in  mirth,  though  few  become  serene. 

Far  as  I  might  the  inward  man  perceive, 
There  was  a  constant  effort — not  to  grieve: 
Not  to  despair,  for  better  days  would  come. 
And  the  freed  debtor  smile  again  at  home: 
Subdued  his  habits,  he  may  peace  regain, 
And  bless  the  woes  that  were  not  sent  in  vain. 

Thus  might  we  class  the  Debtors  here  confined, 
The  more  deceived,  the  more  deceitful  kind; 
Here  are  the  guilty  race,  wlio  mean  to  live 
On  credit,  that  credulity  will  give; 
Who  purchase,  conscious  they  can  never  pay ; 
Wlio  know  their  fiite,  and  traffic  to  betray : 
On  whom  no  pity,  fear,  remorse,  prevail, 
Their  aim  a  statue,  their  resource  a  jail; — 
These  as  the  public  spoilers  we  regard, 
No  dun  so  harsh,  no  creditor  so  hard. 

A  second  kind  are  they,  who  truly  strive 
To  keep  tbeir  sinking  ir3dit  long  alive; 
Success,  nay  pr:,cer.ce,  thi/  may  want,  but  yefc 
Tliey  would  be  solvent,  and  deplore  a  debt; 
All  means  they  use,  to  all  expedients  run. 
And  are  by  slow,  sad  steps,  at  last  undone: 
Justly,  perhaps,  you  blame  their  want  of  skill, 
Bat  mourn  their  feelings  and  absolve  their  wiU. 

There  is  a  Debtor,  who  his  trifling  all 
Spreadt  in  a  sliop;  it  would  not  fill  a  stall* 
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Thcte  at  one  window  his  temptation  lays, 

And  in  new  muii«s  disjxiscs  and  diifilays: 

Above  tlic  floor  yon  shall  his  name  behold, 

And  wiiat  he  vends  in  ample  letters  told. 

The  words  '  liepository,'  '  Warehouse,'  all 

He  uses  to  enlarge  concerns  so  small : 

fie  to  his  goods  assigns  some  beauty's  name, 

Then  iu  l»cr  reign,  and  \tQ\>e»  tlicy'll  share  h«r  tuatf 

And  talks  of  cn'dit,  commerce,  traffic,  trade, 

\a  one  important  by  tiieir  [)rofit  made; 

But  who  can  paint  the  vacancy,  the  gloom. 

And  spare  dimensions  of  one  bnckward  room? 

Wlierein  he  dines,  if  so  't  is  fit  to  speak 

•  H"  one  day's  herring  and  the  morrow's  steak: 

An  anchorite  in  diet,  all  his  care 

Is  to  display  liis  stock  and  vend  his  ware. 
Long  waiting  hopeless,  then  lie  tries  to  meet 

A  kinder  fortune  in  a  distant  street; 

There  he  again  displays,  increasing  yet 

Corroding  sorrow  and  consuming  debt 

Alas!  he  wants  the  requisites  to  rise— 

The  true  connections,  tiie  availing  ties; 

They  who  proceed  on  certainties  advance, 

These  are  not  times  when  men  prevail  by  cfaano*.' 

But  still  he  tries,  till,  after  years  of  pain. 

He  finds,  with  anguish,  he  has  tried  in  vain. 

Debtors  are  these  on  wlwin  't  is  hard  to  preM, 
T  is  base,  impolitic,  and  merciless. 
To  tliese  we  add  a  miscellaneous  kind, 

By  pleasure,  pride,  and  indolence  confined: 
Those  wiiom  uo  calls,  no  warnings  could  dlTSlIf 

The  unexperienced  and  the  inexpert; 

The  builder,  idler,  schemer,  gamester,  sot, — 
The  follies  ditlercnt,  but  tlie  same  their  lot; 
Victims  of  horses,  lasses,  drinking,  dice, 

Of  every  passion  humour,  whim,  and  vice 

See!  that  sad  Merchant,  who  but  yesterday 

Had  a  vast  household  in  command  and  pay; 

He  now  entreats  permission  to  employ 

A  boy  ho  needs,  and  then  entre.its  the  boy. 

And  there  sits  one,  improvident  but  kind. 

Bound  for  :i  friend,  whom  honour  could  not  bind; 

Sighing,  he  sjieaks  to  an_v  who  appear, 

"A  treach'rous  friend — 't  was  that  which  sent  m«  btm 

I  was  too  kind, — I  thought  I  could  depend 

On  his  bare  word — lie  was  a  treach'rous  friend." 

A  female  too! — it  is  to  her  a  home, 
SIm  came  before — and  she  again  wiU  oomat 

•  •a 
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Her  friends  have  pity  f  when  their  anger  drtips, 
They  take  her  lioiiie; — she's  tried  her  schools  and  ghofn 
Plan  after  plan;-  but  fortune  would  not  mend, 
She  to  herself  was  still  the  treacli'rous  friend; 
And  wheresoe'er  began,  all  here  was  sure  to  end: 
And  there  she  sits,  as  thoughtless  and  as  gay 
As  if  she'd  means,  or  not  a  debt  to  pay — 
Or  knew  to-morrow  she'd  be  call'd  away — 
Or  felt  a  shilling  and  could  dine  to-day. 

WTiile  thus  observing,  I  beaan  to  trace 
The  sober'd  features  of  a  well-known  face — 
Ix>ok8  once  familiar,  manners  form'd  to  please, 
And  aU  illumined  by  a  heart  at  ease: 
But  fraud  and  flattery  ever  claim 'd  a  part 
(Still  unresisted)  of  that  easy  heart; 
But  he  at  length  beholds  me — "Ah!  my  friend  I 
And  have  thy  pleasures  this  unlucky  end? 

"  Too  sure,'"  he  said,  and  smiling  as  he  sigb'd; 
I  wftnt  astrav.  though  Prudence  seem'd  my  goide 
All  she  proposed  I  in  my  heart  approved, 
And  she  was  bonour'd,  but  my  pleasure  loved— 
Pleasure,  the  mistress  to  whose  arms  I  fled, 
From  wife-hke  lectures  angrj'  Prudence  read. 

"  WTiy  speak  the  madness  of  a  life  like  miD«^ 
The  powers  of  beauty,  novelty  and  wine? 
'VMio  paint  the  wanton  smile,  the  venal  vow, 
Or  friends  whose  worth  I  can  appreciate  now; 
Oft  I  perceived  my  fate,  and  then  could  say, 
I'll  think  to-morrow,  I  must  live  to-day: 
So  am  I  here — I  own  the  laws  are  just — 
And  here,  where  thought  is  painful,  think  I  mnat: 
But  speech  is  pleasant;  this  discourse  with  the© 
Brings  to  my  mind  the  sweets  of  liberty. 
Breaks  on  the  sameness  of  the  place,  and  gives 
The  doubtful  heart,  conviction  that  it  lives. 

"  Let  me  describe  my  anguish  in  the  hour 
When  law  detain 'd  me  and  I  felt  its  power. 

"  When,  in  that  shipwreck,  this  I  found  my  ehon^ 
And  join'd  the  wretched,  who  were  wreck'd  befote; 
When  I  perceived  each  feature  in  the  face, 
Pinch'd  through  neglect  or  turbid  by  disgrace: 
When  in  these  wasting  forms  aflliction  stood 
In  my  afflicted  view,  it  chill'd  my  blood; — 
And  forth  I  rush'd,  a  quick  retreat  to  make. 
Till  a  loud  laugh  proclaim'd  the  dire  rnistak*: 
But  when  the  groan  had  settled  to  a  sigh, 
When  gloom  became  familiar  to  the  eye. 
When  I  perceive  how  others  seem  to  rest, 
With  every  evil  lauklingin  my  breast,— 
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I^'d  by  example,  I  put  on  the  man, 
Sing  (if  my  sif^hs,  and  trifle  as  I  can. 

'  Homer!  miy  ropc!'(for  neTcr  will  I  sceL 
Af'iilause  for  learning — nought  have  I  with  GimIi) 
Gives  us  the  secrets  of  his  pagan  hell, 
Where  ghost  with  ghost  in  sjid  coramunion  dwell* 
Where  sliade  meets  shade,  and  round  tlio  gloomy  meaila 
They  glide,  and  speak  of  old  heroic  deeds, — 
What  Kelds  they  conqner'd,  and  what  foes  they  dew, 
And  sent  to  join  the  melanclioly  crew. 
Wlien  a  new  spirit  in  that  world  was  found, 
A  thousand  shadowy  forms  came  Hitting  round; 
Those  who  had  known  liim,  fond  enquiries  made,— • 
'Of  all  we  left,  informs  us,  gentle  shade. 
Now  (^■^  we  lead  thee  in  our  realms  to  dwell, 
Our  twilight  groves  and  maids  of  asphodel.' 
•'  What  paints  the  poet,  is  our  station  here. 
Where  we  like  ghosts  and  Hitting  shades  appear: 
This  is  the  hell  he  sings,  ami  here  we  meet, 
And  former  deeds  to  new-made  friends  repeat; 
Heroic  deeds,  which  h<Te  obuiin  us  fame. 
And  lire  in  fiu-t  the  causes  why  we  came: 
Yes!  tiiis  dim  region  is  old  Homer's  hell. 
Abate  but  grovt'-^  niid  meads  of  aspho<iel. 
Here,  v/hen  a  stnuiier  from  your  world  wo  tfij, 
We  gnth.»r  round  him  and  for  news  np[)ly; 
He  hear*  unheeding,  nor  cm\  speech  endure, 
But  shivering  gazes  on  the  vivst  obscure; 
We  smiling  jiity.  m\A  by  kindness  show 
We  felt  liis  feelings  :iii(|  lii<  ii-rrors  know; 
Then  <]K-nk  of  romlnrt — tii»ie  will  give  iiiiu  sight 
Where  now  "tis  dark;  wIhmc  now  "lis  w.ic— delight 
"  '  Have  hope,'  we  say,  '  and  s<H)n  liie  place  to  tl*c 
Shall  not  11  prison  but  a  castle  l>e: 
\\'hen  to  the  wreteh  whom  care  and  guilt  confci^d, 
The  worlil's  a  prison,  with  a  wiiler  liotnid; 
CJo  where  he  may,  he  feels  himself  coiirined, 
And  wears  the  fetters  of  an  abject  mind. 

"  But  now  adieu!  those  giant-keys  appear 
Thou  art  not  worthy  to  lie  iiunate  here: 
Go  to  thy  world,  and  to  the  young  declare 
What  we,  our  spirits  and  eni])loymeiit8,  are; 
Tell  them  how  we  the  ills  of  life  endure, 
Our  empire  stable,  and  our  stj\te  secure; 
Our  dress,  our  diet,  for  their  use  describe. 
And  bid  them  haste  to  join  the  gen'rous  tribe; 
Go  to  thy  world,  and  leave  us  here  to  dwell. 
Who  to  its  joys  and  com''orts  hid  farcwelL" 
■  8  3 
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Farewell  to  these:  but  other  scenes  I  view, 
And  other  griefs,  and  guilt  of  deeper  hue; 
Where  Conscience  gives  to  outward  ills  her  pain, 
Gloom  to  the  ni^lit,  and  pressure  to  the  chain: 
Hare  separate  colls  awhile  in  misery  keep 
Two  dooin'il  to  suifer.  there  tliey  strive  for  sleep; 
By  day  indiil;.'cd,  in  larger  space  they  range, 
Their  bondage  certain,  but  their  bounds  have  chasga 

One  was  a  female,  who  had  grievous  ill 
Wrought  in  revenge,  and  she  enjoy'd  it  still: 
With  death  before  her,  and  her  fate  in  view, 
Unsatcd  vengeance  in  her  bosom  grew: 
Sullen  she  was  and  threat'ning;  in  her  eye 
Glared  the  stern  triumph  that  she  dared  to  die: 
But  first  a  being  in  the  world  must  leave — 
'Twas  once  reproach :  'twas  now  a  short  reprier* 

She  wa.s  pauper  bound,  who  early  gave 
Her  mind  to  vice  and  doubly  was  a  slave: 
Upbraided,  beaten,  held  by  rough  control, 
Revenge  sustain'd,  inspired,  and  fill'd  her  sonl: 
She  fired  a  full-stored  barn,  confess'd  the  fact 
And  laugh'd  at  law  and  justified  the  act: 
Our  gentle  Vicar  tried  his  powers  in  vain, 
She  answer'd  not,  or  answer'd  with  disdain; 
Th'  approaching  fate  she  heard  without  a  sigh. 
And  neither  cared  to  live  nor  fe:ir'd  to  die. 

Not  so  he  felt,  who  with  her  was  to  pay 
The  forfeit,  life — with  dread  he  view  d  the  day, 
And  that  short  space  which  yet  for  him  remain'd. 
Till  with  his  limbs  his  faculties  were  chain'd: 
He  paced  h'.y  narrow  bounds  ^me  ease  to  find. 
But  foun^'    t  not, — no  comfort  reached  his  mind: 
Esxh  sen?    was  palsied;  when  he  tasted  food. 
He  sigli"d  and  said,  "  Enough — 'tis  very  good." 
Since  hi?  ',  '.id  sentence,  nothing  seem'd  to  be 
As  once  it  was — he  seeing  could  not  see, 
Nor  hearing,  hear  aright; — when  first  I  came 
Within  his  view,  I  fancied  there  was  shame, 
I  judged  resentment;  I  mistook  the  air, — 
Thcje  fainter  passions  live  not  with  despair; 
Or  but  exist  and  die. — Hope,  fear,  and  love, 
Joy,  doubt,  and  hate,  may  other  spirits  move, 
But  touch  not  his,  who  every  waking  hour 
Has  one  6x  d  dread,  and  always  feels  its  power. 

"  But  will  not  mercy?" — No!  she  cannot  plead 
For  such  an  outrage ; — 't  was  a  cruel  deed : 
He  aoppd  a  timid  traveller; — to  his  breast, 
Witli  oaths  and  corses,  vas  the  dagger  pre«s'd:— 


rRISONB.  *'* 

No!  he  must  sulTer;  pity  we  may  find 

For  one  .nat.'s  pau-s^^ut  must  not  wrong  inanjtind. 

Still  I  belu.ld  liiin,  every  tliouglit  employ  d 
On  one  dire  view!— all  others  arc  ilesiruy  d; 
This  makes  his  features  Kl>a.stly,  gives  the  toae 
or  his  few  words  resemijhuif.e  to  ii  groan; 
He  tiikes  his  tasteless  food,  and  when   t  is  done, 
Counts  up  his  meals,  now  lessened  by  that  one; 
For  ex|)ectation  is  on  tinie  intent. 
Whether  he  brings  us  joy  or  punishment. 

Yes!  e'en  in  sleep  the  impressions  all  rcmaia, 
Ilo  hears  the  sentence  and  he  feels  the  chain; 
He  sees  the  judge  and  jary,  when  he  sliakes. 
And  loudlv  cries,  "  Not  guilty.'   an.l  awakes: 
Then  chilling  tremblings  oer  his  Iwdy  creep 
Till  worn  out  nature  is  comptll  d  to  sleep. 

Now  comes  the  dream  again:  it  shows  each  soeo^ 
A'ilh  each  small  circumstance  tliat  comes  betwoeit— 
The  call  to  sull'cring  and  the  very  deal— 
There  crow.ls  go  with  him,  follow,  and  precede; 
Some  heartless  shout,  some  pity,  all  condeam, 
While  he  in  fancied  envy  looks  at  them : 
He  seems  the  phice  for  that  sad  act  to  see. 
And  dreams  the  very  thirst  which  then  will  bo: 
A  prioet  attends— it  seems,  the  one  he  knew 
In  bJTbest  days,  beneath  whose  care  he  grew. 
ykt  this  bis  teiTors  take  a  sudden  flight, 
/no  sees  his  native  village  with  dtdight; 
The  house,  the  chamber,  where  he  once  array  d 
His  youthful  person;  where  he  knelt  and  prayd: 
Theli  too  the  comforts  lie  enj..y'd  at  home. 
The  davs  of  jov:  the  joys  themselves  are  comey- 
The  hours  of  innocence  .—the  trmd  look 
Of  his  loved  maid,  when  first  her  hand  he  took. 
And  told  his  hope;  her  trembling  joy  appears, 
Her  forced  le-serve  and  his  retreanng  fears. 

All  now  is  present;—  t  is  a  moment  s  gleam 
Of  former  suusliine— stay,  delightiul  dreaml 
Let  hnn  within  his  pleiisi\ut  garden  walk. 
Give  him  her  arm,  of  blessings  let  them  talk. 

Yes!  all  are  with  him  now,  and  all  the  whUe 
Life's  early  prospects  and  his  Fanny's  smile: 
Then  come  liis  sister  and  his  village-fneud, 
And  he  will  now  the  sweetest  moments  spend 
Life  has  to  >-ield,— No!  never  will  he  find 
Again  on  earth  such  pleasure  in  his  mind : 
He  goes  through  shiiibby  walks  these  friends  Hiioogi 
Love  in  ihcir  looks  and  honour  on  the  tongua: 
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Nay,  tlicre's  a  charm  beyoiul  what  nature  shows 

The  hloom  is  softer  and  more  sweetly  glows;  — 

Pierced  by  no  crime,  and  urged  by  no  desire 

For  more  than  true  and  honest  hearts  require, 

They  iVcl  the  calm  delight,  and  thus  proceed 

Thronirh  the  green  lane,  —  then  linger  in  the  mead,— 

Stray  o'er  the  hoath  in  all  its  purple  bloom, — 

And  pluck  the  blossom  where  the  wild  bees  hum; 

Then  tiirough  the  broomy  bound  with  ease  they  pass, 

And  pre-;s  tlie  sandy  sheep-walk's  slemler  grass, 

Where  dwarfish  flowers  among  the  gorsc  are  spread, 

And  tlie  lamb  browses  by  the  linnet's  bed; 

Tlien  'cross  the  bounding  brook  they  make  their  way 

O'er  iis  rough  bridge  and  there  behold  the  bay!  — 

The  ocean  smiling  to  the  fervid  sun  — 

Tiie  waves  that  faintly  f:dl  and  slowly  run  — 

The  ships  at  distance  and  the  boats  at  hand; 

And  now  they  walk  upon  the  sea-side  sand, 

Counting  the  number  and  what  kind  they  be, 

Ships  softly  sinking  in  the  sleepy  sea: 

Now  arm  in  arm,  now  parted,  they  behold 

The  glitt'ring  waters  on  the  shingles  roll'd: 

The  timid  girls,  half  dreading  their  design, 

Dip  tlie  small  foot  in  the  retarded  brine, 

And  search  for  crimson  weeds,  which  spreading  flow 

Or  lie  like  pictures  on  the  sand  below: 

With  all  those  bright  red  pebbles,  that  the  sun 

Through  the  small  waves  so  softly  shines  upcn; 

And  tho<e  live  lucid  jellies  which  the  eye 

Delights  to  trace  as  they  swim  glittering  by: 

l'earl-«hells  and  rubied  stjir-fish  they  admire, 

And  will  arrange  above  the  parlour-fire, — 

Tokens  of  bliss!  —  "Oh!  horrible!  a  wave 

Roars  as  it  rises  —  save  me,  Edward!  save!" 

She  cries:  —  Alas!  the  watchman  on  his  way 

Calls,  and  lets  in  —  truth,  terror,  and  the  dayl 
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Mools  of  erery  Bind  to  b«  found  in  the  Borouch-The  School 

foT^Infants-The  School  P'f  P''™;"?  •  .'J^  '/S^.'^e  To w^ 
Miatreasin  foresee  ng  Character— D;iy-Si-ho..Uol  the  lower 
Kina-A  M  «ter  with  Talents  adapter!  tosuc-l.  Pupds  :  one  o< 
Se;ror  SaMcaTion3-Ho«rdi„,-'.Sch,.ols :  .hat  for  young 
I^^^rs  one  ROinK  Hr.t  to  th-  Oovern-ss.  o.>.  nn:dly  returning 
Home-School  for  Youth:  MaMor an.  I'-.-uhc-r;  various  D«. 
positions  and  Capacities-Tho  M'^er  lUy-  he  Boy-BL^y- 
hXi,«  of  Farmers:  how  ainvised— \\  hat  sruily  w>il  eneci, 
!^rmined-A  College  Life:  one  sent  irora  his  College  to.. 
BenXe  ;  one  ret:u^ied  there  in  Dignitv- Ihe  AJvantaj|^  .. 
Sther  Case  not  considerable-Where,  then,  the  Good  of  • 
literary  Life  ?— Answered— Conclusion. 


To  every  class  we  hnve  a  School  assij^n'd, 
Rules  for  all  ranks  and  food  for  every  mind: 
Yei  one  there  is,  that  small  regard  to  rvile 
Or  study  pays,  and  still  is  deem  d  a  Scliool; 
That  where  "a  deaf,  poor,  patient  widow  sits 
And  awes  some  thirty  infants  as  she  knits; 
Infants  of  hnmhle,  busy  wives,  who  pay 
Some  trilling  price  for  freedom  through  the  day. 
At  this  good  matron's  hut  the  children  meet, 
Who  thus  becomes  the  mother  of  the  street: 
Her  room  is  small,  they  cannot  widely  stray, — 
Her  threshold  high,  they  cannot  run  away: 
Though  deaf,  she  sees  the  rebel-heroes  shout,— 
Though  lame,  her  white  rod  nimbly  walks  about; 
With  band  of  yaru  she  keeps  oflfenders  in, 
And  to  her  gown  the  sturdiest  rogue  can  pin ; 
Aided  by  these,  and  spells,  and  tell-tale  birds. 
Her  power  thev  dread  and  reverence  her  words. 

To  Learning's  second  seats  we  now  proceed, 
Where  humniing  students  gilded  primers  read; 
Or  books  witli  letters  large  and  pictures  gay, 
To  make  tholr  reading  but  a  kind  of  play — 
'  Reading  made  Etvsy."  so  the  titles  tell: 
But  they  who  read  must  Hrst  begin  to  spell: 
There  may  be  profit  in  tl.ese  arts,  but  still, 
Leariiing  i»  labour,  call  it  what  you  yrili; 
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Upon  the  youthful  mind  a  heavy  load. 

Nor  must  we  hcjpe  to  lind  the  n)yn,\  roud- 

Some  will  their  easy  steps  to  science  show, 

And  some  to  heav'n  itself  their  by-w:ty  know; 

All!  trust  them  not, — who  fame  or  Miss  would  •hue, 

Must  learn  by  labour,  and  mu>t  live  by  care. 

Another  matron,  of  suf)erior  kind. 
For  higher  schools  prepares  the  rising  mind; 
Preparatory  she  her  Learning  Ciills, 
The  step  first  made  to  colleges  and  halls. 

She  early  sees  to  what  the  mind  will  grow, 
Nor  abler  judge  of  infant-i>owers  I  know; 
She  sees  what  soon  tiie  lively  will  impede, 
And  how  tlie  steadier  will  in  turn  succeed; 
Obsenres  the  dawn  of  wisdom,  fancy,  taste, 
And  knows  what  parts  will  wear,  and  what  will  WHtB' 
She  marks  the  mind  too  lively,  and  at  once 
Sees  the  gay  co.xcomb  and  the  rattling  dunce. 

Long  has  she  lived,  and  much  s!ie  loves  to  trace 
Her  former  pupils,  now  a  lonlly  race: 
Whom  when  she  sees  rich  robes  and  furs  bedeck. 
She  marks  the  pride  which  once  siie  strove  to  check. 
A  Burgess  comes,  and  she  remcmljers  well 
How  hard  her  task  to  make  his  worship  spell; 
Cold,  selfish,  dull,  inanimate,  unkind, 
'T  was  but  by  anger  he  display "d  a  mind : 
Now  civil,  smiling,  complaisant,  and  gay. 
The  world  h;vs  worn  th'  unsocial  crust  away: 
That  sullen  spirit  now  a  softness  wears, 
And,  save  by  fts,  e'en  iluluess  disappears: 
But  still  the  matron  can  the  man  behold, 
Dull,  selfish,  hard,  inanimate,  and  cold. 
A  Merchant  passes,  — "  Probity  and  truth. 
Prudence  and  patience,  mark'd  tliee  from  thy  youth.* 
Thus  she  observes,  but  oft  retains  her  fears 
For  him,  who  now  with  name  uiistaiu'd  apjiears; 
Nor  hojw  relinquishes,  for  one  who  yet 
Is  lost  in  error  and  involved  in  debt; 
For  latent  evil  in  that  heart  she  found. 
More  open  hirre,  but  iiere  the  core  was  sound. 

Various  our  |)ay-Sch()iils:  here  behol  i  we  one 
Empty  and  still: — the  morning  duties  done, 
Soil'd,  tatter'd,  worn,  and  thrown  in  various  heaps, 
Appear  their  books,  and  tluM-c  confusion  &'eep>8; 
The  workmen  all  are  from  the  Babel  tied, 
And  lost  their  tools,  till  the  return  they  dnadi 
Meantime  the  m:u-iter,  with  his  wig  awry, 
Prepares  his  books  for  business  by-and-by: 
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Now  all  th'  insignia  of  the  monarch  laid 
Beside  him  rest,  and  none  stand  by  afraid; 
He,  while  liis  troop  li;4ht""hearted  leap  and  play. 
Is  all  intent  on  duties  of  tlie  day; 
No  more  the  tvTant  stern  or  judj^e  sevprc. 
He  feels  the  father's  and  the  hushand's  fear. 

Ah!  little  think  the  timid  tremi)ling  crowd, 
That  one  so  wise,  so  powerful,  and  so  proud, 
Should  feel  himself,  and  dread  the  humble  ills 
01  rent-day  charges  and  of  coalman's  bills; 
That  while  they  mercy  from  their  jud;,'e  implore, 
He  fears  himself — a  knocking  at  the  door. 
And  feels  the  burthen  as  his  neighbour  suites 
His  hunable  portion  to  the  parish-rates. 

They  sit  th'  allotted  hours,  then  eager  run, 
Rushing  to  pleasure  when  the  duty's  done; 
His  hour  of  leisure  is  of  dilfercnt  kind, 
Then  cares  domestic  rush  upon  his  miud, 
And  half  the  ease  and  comfort  he  enjoys. 
Is  when  surrounded  by  slates,  books,  and  boys. 

Poor  Reuben  Dixon  has  the  noisiest  school 
Of  ragged  lads,  who  ever  bow'd  to  rule; 
Low  in  his  price — the  men  who  heave  our  coals, 
And  clean  our  causeways,  s<'nd  liim  boys  in  shoalc, 
To  see  poor  Reuben,  with  his  fry  beside, — 
Their  half-check'd  rudeness  and  his  half-scorn 'd  pride,— 
Their  room,  the  sty  in  which  th'  assembly  meet, 
In  the  close  lane  behind  the  Northgate-street ; 
T'  observe  his  vain  attempts  to  keep  the  [K-fice, 
Till  tolls  the  bell,  and  strife  and  trouMes  cease, — 
Calls  for  our  praise;  his  laliour  praise  deserves, 
But  not  our  pity;   Ueul>cn  has  no  nerves: 
'Mid  noise  and  dirt,  and  stench,  and  play,  and  prate, 
He  calmly  cuts  the  yien  or  views  the  slate. 
But  I^onard; — yes,  for  Leonard  s  fate  1  grieve. 
Who  loathes  the'  station  which  he  dares  not  leave; 
He  cannot  dig,  he  will  not  beg  his  bread, 
All  his  dependence  rests  upon  his  heiwl ; 
And  deeply  skill'd  in  sciences  and  arts. 
On  vulgar  lads  he  wastes  superior  parts. 

Alas!  what  grief  that  feeling  mind  sustains, 
In  guiding  hands  and  stirring  torpid  brains; 
He  whose  proud  mind  from  pole  to  pole  will  mor^ 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  worlds  above ; 
Who  thinks  and  reasons  strongly: — hard  his  fate, 
Confined  for  ever  to  the  pen  and  slate : 
True  he  submits,  and  when  the  long  <luU  day 
Hm  slowly  pass'd,  in  weary  tasks  away 
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To  other  worlds  with  cheerful  view  he  It  oka, 
And  parts  the  nigiit  between  repose  and  booki. 
Amid  his  labours,  he  has  sometimes  tried 
To  tuni  a  little  from  his  cares  aside; 
Pope,  Milton,  Dryden,  with  delight  has  seized. 
His  soul  engaged  aud  of  his  trouble  eased : 
When,  with  a  heavy  eye  and  ill -done  sura. 
No  part  conceived,  a  stupid  boy  will  come; 
Tlien  Leonarl  first  subdues  the  rising  frowii, 
And  bids  the  blockhead  lay  his  blunders  down; 
O'er  which  disgusted  he  will  turn  his  eye, 
To  his  sad  duty  his  sound  mind  a;ii)ly, 
And,  vex'd  in  spirit,  throw  liis  ple;usures  by. 

Turn  we  to  Schools  which  more  than  these  aiTord-"* 
The  sound  instruction  and  the  whole>ome  board; 
And  first  our  School  for  Ladies: — pity  calls 
For  one  soft  sigii,  when  we  behold  these  walls. 
Placed  near  the  town,  and  wliere,  from  window  high, 
The  fair,  confined,  may  our  free  crowds  espy, 
With  many  a  stranger  gazing  up  and  down, 
And  all  the  envied  tumult  of  the  town; 
May,  in  the  smiling  summer-eve,  when  they 
Are  sent  to  sleep  the  pleivsaiit  hours  away, 
Behold  the  poor  (whom  tlicy  conceive  the  bless'd) 
Employ 'd  for  hours,  and  grieved  they  cannot  rest. 

Here  the  fond  girl,  whose  days  are  sad  and  few, 
Since  dear  mamma  pronounced  the  last  adieu. 
Looks  to  the  road,  and  fondly  thinks  she  hears 
The  carriage-wheels,  and  struggles  with  her  tears: 
All  yet  is  new,  the  misses  great  and  small, 
Madam  herself,  and  teachers,  odious  all; 
From  laughter,  pity,  nay  command,  she  turns. 
Bat  melts  iu  softness,  or  with  anger  burns; 
Nauseates  her  food,  and  wonders  who  can  sleep 
On  such  mean  beds,  where  she  can  only  weep: 
She  scorns  condolence— but  to  all  she  hatts. 
Slowly  at  length  her  mind  accommodates; 
Then  looks  on  bondage  with  the  same  concern 
As  others  felt,  and  finds  that  she  must  learn 
As  others  leani'd — the  common  lot  to  share, 
To  search  for  comfort  and  submit  to  care. 

There  are,  't  is  said,  who  on  these  seats  attend. 
And  to  these  ductile  minds  destruction  vend ; 
Wretches — (to  virtue,  peace,  and  nature,  foes^— 
To  these  soft  minds,  their  wicked  trash  expose; 
Seize  on  the  soul,  ere  passions  take  the  sway, 
And  let  the  heart,  ere  yet  it  feels,  astray: 
Smugglers  obscene!  and  can  there  he  who  tak« 
lafemal  pains,  the  sleeping  %'ice  to  waka? 
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Can  there  be  tfiose,  by  wliom  the  thought  defiled 
Enters  the  spotless  oosom  of  a  child? 
By  whom  the  ill  is  to  the. heart  convey'd, 
Wlio  lend  the  foe,  not  yet  in  anns,  their  aid, 
And  sap  the  city-walls  before  the  siege  be  l»id* 

Oh!  ratlier  skulkinj;  in  the  by-ways  steal. 
And  rob  the  poorest  traveller  of  his  meal; 
Burst  tlirongh  the  humblest  trader's  bolted  door, 
Bear  from  tlic  widow's  hut  her  winter-store; 
With  stolen  steed,  on  highways  take  your  stand, 
Your  lips  with  curses  arm  d,  with  death  your  hand)-^ 
Take  all  but  life — the  virtuous  more  would  say, 
Take  life  itself,  dear  as  it  is,  away, 
Rather  than  guilty  thus  the  guileless  soul  l«tray. 

Years  pass  away — let  us  suppose  them  past, 
Th'  accomplish'd  nymph  for  freedom  looks  at  lasti 
All  hards!iij)s  over,  which  a  school  contains, 
Th'  spirit's  bondage  and  the  bo<ly"8  pains; 
Wliere  teachers  make  the  hc-irtless,  trembling  Mt 
Of  pupils  sulTer  for  their  own  regret; 
Wliere  winter's  cold,  attack  d  by  one  poor  fire. 
Chills  the  fair  child,  commanded  to  retire; 
She  felt  it  keenly  in  the  morning-air, 
Keenly  she  felt  it  at  the  evening  prayer. 
More  pleasant  summer;  but  then  walks  were  madfli, 
Not  a  sweet  ramble,  but  a  slow  parade; 
Tiiey  movcil  by  pairs  beside  the  hawtliom-hedge, 
Only  to  set  their  feelings  on  an  edge; 
And  now  at  eve,  when  all  their  spirits  rise. 
Are  sent  to  rest,  and  all  tlieir  plejisure  dies; 
Where  yet  tliey  all  the  town  alert  can  see. 
And  distant  ])lough-boys  pacing  o'er  the  lea. 

These  and  the  tasks  successive  masters  brought — 
The  French  thwy  conn'd,  tlit.-  curious  works  tliey  wroT^bt 
The  houi-s  they  made  their  t  ipcr  fin^rers  strike 
Note  after  note,  all  dull  to  tlieni  alike; 
Their  drawings,  dancing>  on  appointed  days. 
Playing  with  globes,  and  potting  parts  of  plays; 
Tho  tender  fiiendships  made  'twixt  heart  and  heart, 
WTien  the  dear  friends  had  nothing  to  impart: — 

All!  all  I  are  over; — now  tli'  accomplish'd  nuud 
Longs  for  the  world,  of  nothing  there  afraid: 
Dreams  of  delight  iuvjide  her  gentle  breast, 
Knd  fancied  lovers  rob  the  heart  of  rest; 
At  the  paternal  door  a  can-iage  stands. 
Love  knits  their  hearts  and  Hymen  joins  lAeir  haad& 

Ah  I — world  unknown!  how  charming  is  thy  viww 
Thj  pidasures  many,  and  each  pleasure  new: 
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Ah! — world  experienced!  wliat  of  thee  is  toldf 
How  few  tliy  pleasures,  and  tiiose  few  how  oldl 

Within  a  silent  street,  an<l  far  ajiart 
From  noise  of  business,  from  a  quay  or  mart, 
Stands  an  old  spacious  building,  and  the  din 
You  hear  without,  explains  the  work  witiiin; 
Unlike  the  whispering  of  the  nympiis,  this  noiao 
Loudly  proclaims  a  "  BoardinK-School  for  Bojtf 
The  master  heeds  it  not,  for  thirty  years 
Have  render'd  all  to  his  familiar  ears; 
He  sits  in  comfort,  'mid  the  various  sound 
Of  mingled  tones  for  ever  flowing  round; 
Day  after  day  he  to  his  task  attends, — 
Unvaried  toil,  and  care  that  never  ends, — 
Boys  m  their  work  proceed;  while  his  employ 
Admits  no  change,  or  changes  but  the  boy; 
Yet  time  has  made  it  easy ; — he  beside 
Has  power  supreme,  and  power  is  sweet  to  pride; 
But  grant  him  pleasure: — wiiat  can  teachers  feel 
Dependent  helpers  always  at  the  wheel? 
Their  power  despised,  their  compensation  small. 
Their  labour  dull,  their  life  laborious  all; 
Set  after  set  the  lower  lads  to  make 
Fit  for  the  class  which  tlieir  superiors  take; 
The  road  of  learning  for  a  time  to  track 
la  roughest  state,  and  then  again  go  back: 
Just  the  same  way  on  other  troops  to  wait,— 
Attendants  fix'd  at  learning's  lower  gate. 

The  Day-tasks  now  are  over, — U>  their  ground 
Rush  the  gay  crowd  with  joy -compelling  sooad; 
Glad  to  illude  the  burthens  of  tlie  day. 
The  eager  parties  hurry  to  their  play: 
Then  in  these  hours  of  liberty  we  find 
The  native  bias  of  an  opening  mind; 
They  yet  possess  not  skill  the  mask  to  jdace, 
And  hide  the  passions  glowing  in  the  f:ice; 
Yet  some  are  found — the  close,  tiie  sly,  the  naean, 
Who  know  already  all  mii^t  not  be  seen. 

Lo!  one  who  walks  apart,  altiiough  so  young, 
He  lays  restraint  upon  his  eye  and  tongue; 
Nor  will  he  into  scrapes  or  danger  get. 
And  half  the  school  are  in  the  stripling's  debt: 
Suspicious,  timid,  he  is  much  afraid 
Of  trick  and  plot: — he  dreads  to  be  betray 'd: 
He  shuns  all  friendship,  for  he  finds  tliey  lend, 
\Mien  lads  begin  to  call  e:ich  other  friend: 
Yet  self  with  self  lias  war;  tlie  tempting  sight 
Of  fruit  on  sale  provokes  liis  ippetite: — 
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Sec!  how  ho  walks  the  sweet  seduction  hy; 
Tliat  he  is  teiupted,  costs  liiin  first  n  sijrli, — 
'T  if*  danj^eroiis  to  iiulut>p,  't  is  prievous  to  den)  I 
This  he  will  choose,  and  whispering  asks  the  prico, 
The  purchase  dreadful,  but  the  portion  nice; 
Within  the  pocket  ho  ex]jloros  the  pence; 
Without,  teniptiition  strikes  on  either  sense, 
The  sight,  the  smell; — but  then  he  thinks  again 
0  money  gone!  while  fruit  nor  taste  rotnain. 
Meantime  there  comes  an  e:iger  thotightleM  boj, 
Who  gives  the  price  and  only  feels  the  joy: 
Example  dire!  the  youthful  miser  stops. 
And  slowly  back  the  treasured  coimige  diopa: 
Hero:-;  deed !  for  should  ho  now  comply. 
Can  hs  to-morrow's  appetite  deny? 
Beside,  these  s|)endthnris  who  so  fr»ely  lire, 
Cloy'd  with  their  piirclia.se.  will  a  p<irtion  giver- 
Here  ends  debute,  he  butions  up  his  store. 
And  feels  the  comfort  tiiat  it  hunis  no  more. 

Unlike  to  him  the   Tyrant  ln<y,  whose  SMray 
All  hearts  acknowledge;  him  the  crowds  obey: 
At  his  cominand  they  break  tlir<»u;;li  every  rule; 
Whoever  governs,  he  controls  the  school : 
'T  is  not  the  distant  emperor  moves  their  fear, 
But  the  proud  viceroy  who  is  ever  near. 

Verres  could  do  that  mischief  in  a  day, 
For  which  not  liomc,  in  all  its  jxiwer  could  pay, 
And  these  boy-tyraiiH  will  their  slaves  distress, 
And  do  the  wrongs  no  master  cuii  redress: 
The  mind  they  load  with  fear:  it  feels  disdain 
For  its  own  baseness:  yet  it  tries  in  vain 
To  shake  th'  admitted  power; — the  coward  comes  agaio! 
'T  is  more  than  present  pain  these  tyrants  give. 
Long  as  we've  life  some  strong  impression  live; 
And  these  young  ruffians  in  the  soul  will  sov 
Seeds  of  all  vices  that  on  weakness  grow. 
Hark!  at  his  word  the  trembling  younglings  Hea 
Where  he  is  walking  none  must  walk  but  he 
See!  from  the  winter-tire  tlje  weak-retreat, 
His  the  warm  corner,  his  the  favourite  seat, 
Save  w'nen  he  yields  it  to  some  slave  to  ceqp 
Awhile,  then  back,  at  liis  return,  to  creep: 
At  his  command  his  poor  dependants  fly. 
And  humbly  bribe  him  as  a  proud  ally; 
Flatter'd  by  all,  the  notice  Iw  bestows, 
Is  gross  abuse,  and  bantering  and  blows; 
Yet  he's  a  dunce,  and  spite  of  all  his  famA 
Wit'iout  the  Icsk,  within  he  feels  his  shtuoa; 
T  T   2 
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For  there  the  weaker  boy,  who  felt  his  scorn, 
For  him  corrects  the  bluuflers  of  the  mom; 
And  he  is  taught,  unpleasant  truth!  to  find 
The  tremUiiig  bodj  iias  a  ;jrouder  mind. 

Hark!  to  that  shout,  tliat  burst  of  empty  nois^ 
From  a  nule  set  of  bluff,  obstreperous  boys 
They  who,  like  colts  let  loose,  with  \'igonr  bound. 
And  thoughtless  spirit,  o'er  the  beaten  ground; 
Fearless  they  leap,  and  every  youngster  feels 
His  Alma  active  in  his  hands  and  heels. 

These  are  the  sons  of  farmers,  and  they  come 
With  partial  fondness  for  the  joys  of  honie: 
Their  minds  are  coursing  in  their  fathers'  fields, 
And  e'en  the  dream  a  lively  pleasure  yields; 
They,  much  enduring,  sit  tlie  allotted  hours. 
And  o'er  a  grammar  waste  their  sprightly  powers^ 
They  dance;  but  them  can  measured  steps  deligbi, 
WTiom  horse  and  hound  to  daring  deeds  excite? 
Nor  could  they  bear  to  wait  from  meal  to  meal. 
Did  they  not  slyly  to  the  chamber  steal. 
And  there  the  produce  of  the  basket  seiae, 
The  mother's  gift!  still  studious  of  their  ease. 
Poor  Alma,  thus  oppress'd,  forbears  to  rise, 
But  rests  or  revels  in  the  arms  and  thighs. 

"  But  is  it  sure  thai  study  will  repay 
The  more  attentive  and  forbearirig?" — Nay! 
The  farm,  the  ship,  the  humble  sliop  hare  each 
Gains  which  severest  studies  seldom  rep.ch. 

At  College  place  a  youth,  wlio  means  to  nuM*, 
His  state  by  merit;  and  his  name  by  praise; 
Still  much  he  hazards;  there  is  serious  strife 
In  the  Ct>ntentions  of  a  scholar's  life. 
Not  all  the  mind's  attention,  care,  distress, 
Nor  dihgence  itself,  ensure  success: 
His  jealous  heart  a  rival's  power  may  dread, 
Till  its  strong  feelings  have  confused  his  head, 
And,  after  days  and  months,  nay,  years  of  pais, 
He  finds  just  lost  tiie  object  he  would  gain. 
Bat  grant  him  this  and  all  such  life  can  give, 
For  other  prospects  ho  begins  to  live; 
Begins  tc  feel  that  man  was  form'd  to  look 
And  long  for  otlier  objects  than  a  book; 
In  his  mind's  eye  his  house  aivi  glel)e  he  sees, 
And  farms  and  talks  with  farmers  at  his  ease; 
And  time  '»  lost,  till  foi-tmic  sends  him  forth 
To  a  nide  world  in»coi)«c  o-us  nf  his  woi-iyi. 
Thero  in  some  petty  pari>h  to  reside. 
Tb<i  oollegi-bmist.  thiti  tui'uil  tlkv  villa;;e2tVM  ai 


«M 


And  thon;;h  awhile  his  flock  <ind  dairy  pleaae, 
lie  soou  reverts  to  former  joys  and  ease, 
Glad  wl  ei!  a  friend  siiaTl  come  to  break  his  rest, 
And  speik  of  ail  the  fileasiires  they  [wssess'd, 
Of  innstcrs,  fellows,  tutors,  all  with  whom 
They  sliaicd  those  pleasures,  never  more  to  oonM] 
Till  both  conceive  the  times  by  bliss  eiidear'd, 
Wliich  once  so  ilisiiiiil  and  so  dull  appear  d. 

But  lix  our  Scholar,  and  supjiose  him  crownd 
With  all  the  ^lory  piin'd  on  classic  ground; 
Suppose  the  world  without  a  sigh  resign'd. 
And  to  his  coih-ge  all  his  care  confined: 
Give  him  all  honours  that  such  states  allow, 
The  freshman 's  terror  and  the  tradesman's  bow 
Let  his  apartments  with  his  taste  agree, 
And  all  his  -'lews  be  those  he  loves  to  see; 
Let  liim  each  day  behold  the  savoury  treat, 
For  which  he  piys  not,  but  is  paid  to  eat; 
These  joys  and  glories  soon  delight  no  more, 
Although,  withheld,  the  mind  is  vex'd  and  tan\ 
The  honour  too  is  to  the  place  confijied, 
Abroad  they  know  not  each  superior  mind: 
Strangers  no  loranglers  in  these  figures  see, 
Nor  give  they  worship  to  a  high  degree; 
Unlike  the  prophet  s  is  the  scholar's  csu*. 
His  honour  all  is  in  his  dwelling  place: 
And  there  such  honours  are  familiar  things; 
What  is  a  monarch  in  a  crowd  of  kings? 
Like  other  sovereigns  he's  by  forms  address'd, 
By  statutes  govern'd  and  with  rules  oppress '(L 

When  all  these  forms  and  duties  die  away. 
And  the  day  passes  like  the  former  day, 
Then  of  exterior  things  at  once  bereft, 
He's  to  himself  and  one  attendant  left; 
Nac,  .John  too  goes;  nor  augiit  of  service  mort 
Remains  for  him ;  he  gladly  quits  the  door, 
And,  as  he  whistles  to  the  cottage-gate, 
He  kindly  pities  his  poor  master's  fate. 

Books  cannot  always  please,  however  good; 
Minds  are  not  ever  craving  for  their  food ; 
But  sleep  will  soon  the  weary  soul  prepare 
For  cares  to-morrow  that  were  this  day's  care: 
For  forms,  for  feasts,  that  sundry  times  have  ^uX, 
And  formal  feasts  that  will  for  ever  last 

"  But  then  from  Study  will  no  comforts  risef  '— 
Yes!  such  as  studious  minds  alone  can  prize; 
Comforts,  yeat — joys  ineffable  they  find. 
Who  seek  the  prouder  pleasures  of  the  mind: 
ITS 


The  soul,  collecteJ  .n  those  liappy  hirare, 
Tlien  makes  her  efforts,  then  eiyoys  her  powen; 
And  in  those  seasons  feels  herself  repaid. 
For  labours  past  and  honours  long  delay'd. 

No!  't  is  not  worldly  gain,  although  by  chano* 
The  sons  of  learning  may  to  wealth  advance; 
Nor  station  high,  thougli  in  some  favouring  hour 
The  sons  of  learning  may  arrive  at  power; 
Nor  is  it  glory,  though  the  public  voice 
Of  honest  praise  will  make  the  heart  rejoice: 
But  "t  is  the  mind's  own  feelings  give  the  joy, 
Pleasures  she  gathers  in  her  own  employ — 
Pleasures  that  gain  or  praise  cannot  bestow, 
Vet  can  dilate  and  raise  them  when  t!iey  How. 

For  this  the  Poet  looks  the  world  around. 
Where  foiin  and  life  and  reasoning  man  are  foundi 
He  loves  the  mind,  in  all  its  inixlcs,  to  trace, 
And  all  the  mannors  of  the  changing  race; 
Silent  he  walks  the  roa<l  of  life  along. 
And  views  the  aims  of  its  tumultuous  throng; 
He  G\ds  wh  It  sliai)es  the  Proteus-p^vssions  Uke, 
*C(1  what  strange  wute  of  life  and  joy  they  makfl^ 
And  loves  to  shi>w  thein  in  their  varied  w.ays. 
With  honest  bl.ime  or  with  unUatteriug  praise; 
'Tis  good  to  know,  "t  is  pleiusant  to  impart. 
These  turns  and  moveimiits  of  the  human  heturt; 
The  stronger  fcatm-es  .if  the  soul  to  paint, 
And  make  distinct  the  latent  and  the  faint; 
Man  as  he  is,  to  place  in  all  men's  view, 
Yet  none  with  rancour,  none  with  scorn  porsoki 
Nor  be  it  ever  of  my  Portraits  told — 
"  Here  the  strong  lines  of  malace  we  behold." 


This  let  me  hope,  that  when  in  public  view 
i  bring  my  Pictures,  men  may  feel  them  true; 
"  This  is  a  Likeness,"  may  they  all  declare, 
"And  I  have  seen  him,  but  I  know  not  where:' 
For  I  should  mourn  the  mischief  I  had  done, 
If  as  the  likeness  all  would  fix  on  one. 

Man's  Vice  and  Crime  I  combat  as  I  can, 
But  to  his  GoiJ  an<I  conscience  leave  the  Man; 
I  8ear(;h  (a  Quixote!)  all  the  land  about, 
To  find  its  Giants  and  Enchanters  out, — 
The  Giant-Folly,  the  Kucliauter-Vice, 
Whom  doubtless  1  shall  vauijuish  iu  a  trioei/— 


ay 


But  is  there  man  whom  I  would  ii\jare? — No! 
I  am  to  liiin  a  fellow,  not  a  foe, — 
A  lullow-siiiner,  wlio  must  rather  dread 
Tlie  b(jlt,  ttmii  hurl  it  at  another's  head. 

No!  let  the  guiltless,  if  there  such  bo  found, 
[.auncli  forth  the  s]>car,  and  dciil  the  deadlj  wooai 
How  can  I  so  the  cause  of  Virtue  aid, 
Who  am  myself  attainted  and  afraid? 
Yet  as  I  can,  I  point  the  poww^  of  rhji&% 
4ad.  qikhiif  oriminal»,  attack  ^h* 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  FLAITERY. 


rhr  Sobjpct — Poverty  and  Cunning  dcscril.ird — WTiPn  nnitpd,  m 
larriiig  Cniiiile — Mutual  Koproof— The  Wife  consoled  by  • 
Urearn — Hirth  of  a  Uaughter — Description  and  Prediction  of 
Kiivy — How  to  bo  rendiTcd  inellectuaJ,  explained  in  a  Vision 
— SimulHtion  foretells  the  future  Success  and  Triumphs  of 
Flattery — ller  I'ower  over  various  Characters  and  dilTereDt 
Mit.d)  ;  oviT  certain  Classes  of  Men  ;  over  Envy  himself— 
Her  successful  Art  of  soUeniug  the  Kvils  of  Life;  uf  chancing 
Characters;  of  meliorating  Prospects,  and  aSLxing  Value  tA 
Possejaious,  Pictures,  &c. — Coucluaion. 


Mt'SE  of  my  Spenser,  wno  bo  wel)  conid  sing 

The  passions  all.  their  bearinps  and  their  ties; 

Who  could  in  view  those  shadowy  beings  bring. 

And  with  bold  hand  remove  each  dark  disguise, 

Wherein  love,  liatrcd,  scorn,  or  anf^er  lies: 

Guide  hiiu  to  Fairy-land,  who  now  intends 

I'hat  way  his  Hi<:ht:  assist  liini  as  he  flies. 

To  mark  tlii>8e  passions,  Virtne's  foes  and  friends, 

liy  whom  when  led  siie  drooj)s,  when  leading  shs  asowndli 

Yes!  they  appear,  I  see  the  fairy  train! 
And  who  that  modest  nymph  of  meek  address? 
Not  Vanity,  though  loved  by  all  the  vain; 
Not  Hope,  though  promising  to  all  success; 
Not  Mirth,  nor  J03',  though  foe  to  all  distress; 
Thee,  sjjrightly  syren,  from  this  train  I  choose, 
Thy  birth  relate,  thy  soothing  arts  confess; 
'T  is  not  in  thy  mild  nature  to  refuse, 
When  poets  ask  tliine  aid,  so  oft  their  meed  and  mcMk 

In  Fairy-land,  on  wide  and  cheerless  plain, 
Dwelt,  in  the  house  of  Care,  a  sturdy  swain; 
A  hireling  he,  who,  when  he  till'd  the  soil, 
Look'd  to  the  pittance  that  repaid  his  toil: 
And  to  a  master  left  the  mingled  joy 
And  anxious  care  that  follow  d  his  employs 
Sullen  and  patient  he  at  once  appear'd, 
As  one  who  murmur'd,  yet  as  one  who  fear'd; 
Th'  attire  was  cowrsij  that  clothed  his  sinewy  framt 
Rude  his  address,  and  Poverty  his  name. 

In  that  same  plain  a  nymph,  of  curious  taste, 
A  oottage  (plann'd  with  all  her  skill)  had  placed; 
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SnaiiKe  the  materials,  and  for  wliat  deslgn'd 

Tlie  various  parts,  no  simple  man  might  find; 

What  seeiii'd  the  door,  each  entering  guest  withBtooj, 

VVliat  seeni'd  a  window  was  but  painted  wood; 

But  by  a  secret  sj^ring  the  wall  would  move, 

And  daylight  drop  through  glassy  door  above: 

'J"  was  all  her  pride,  new  traps  for  praise  to  l&y, 

And  all  lier  wisdom  was  to  hide  her  way; 

In  small  attempts  incessant  were  her  piiius, 

And  Cunning  was  her  name  among  the  swains. 

Now,  whether  fate  decreed  this  (lair  should  wed, 
And  blindly  drove  tiiem  to  tiie  marriage  bed; 
Or  whether  love  in  some  soft  hour  inclined 
The  damsel's  heart,  and  won  her  to  be  kind. 
Is  yet  unsung:  they  were  an  ill-match'd  pair, 
But  both  disposed  to  wed — and  wed  they  were. 

Yet,  though  united  in  their  fortune,  still 
Their  ways  were  diverse:  varying  was  their  ■wUI} 
Nor  long  tire  maid  had  bless'd  the  simple  man, 
Before  dissensions  rose,  and  she  began: — 

"  Wretch  that  I  am!  since  to  thy  fortune  bound, 
VVliat  plan,  what  project,  with  success  is  crown'J? 
I,  who  a  thousand  secret  arts  possess. 
Who  every  rank  a])proach  with  right  address; 
Who've  loosed  a  guinea  from  a  miser's  cliest. 
And  worm'd  liis  secret  from  a  traitor's  breast; 
Thence  gifts  and  gains  collecting,  great  and  small, 
Have  br'^ught  to  thee,  and  thoti  consum'st  them  aJl 
For  wai     like  thine — a  bog  without  a  biise — 
Ingulfs  all  gains  I  gather  for  the  place; 
Feeding,  unfiU'd;  destroying,  undestroy'd; 
It  craves  for  ever,  and  is  ever  void : — 
Wretch  that  I  am!  wiiat  misery  have  I  found. 
Since  my  sure  craft  was  io  thy  calling  bound!" 

"  Oh!  vaunt  of  worthless  art,"  the  swain  rep'jed, 
Scowling  contempt,  "  how  pitiful  this  pride! 
What  are  these  specious  gifts,  these  paltry  gaii*, 
But  base  rewards  for  ignominious  pains? 
With  all  thy  tricking,  still  for  bread  we  strive, 
Thine  is,  proud  wretcli!  the  care  that  cannot  thrtTS| 
By  all  thy  boasted  skill  and  baffled  hooks, 
Thou  gain'st  no  more  than  students  by  their  bookl, 
No  more  than  I  for  my  poor  deeds  am  paid, 
^Ticm  none  can  blame,  will  help,  or  dare  upbraid 

"  Call  this  onr  need,  a  bog  that  all  dcTours, — 
Then  what  thy  petty  arts,  but  summer-flowerS, 
Gaudy  and  mean,  and  serving  to  betray 
Th«  place  they  make  uuprohtably  gay? 
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Who  know  ii  not,  some  uwjless  beauties  see, — 
But  :ili  I  lo  provo  it  was  reserved  for  me." 

Unli:i|>py  state!  that,  ill  decay  of  love, 
Permits  harsh  truth  his  errors  to  disprove, 
While  he  remains,  to  wran^^le  and  to  jar. 
Is  friendly  tournament,  not  fatal  war; 
Love  in  his  play  will  horntw  arms  of  hate, 
Anper  and  ra^e,  uphraiding  and  debate; 
And  by  his  power  the  (les|)i'nite  weapons  thrown, 
IJecome  as  siifo  and  pleasiint  tis  his  own; 
But  ieft  by  him.  their  natures  they  assume, 
Anil  fatal,  in  their  |)<)isonin!j  force.  Iiecoine. 

Time  iK'd.  and  now  the  swain  coini>eird  to  see 
Now  cause  for  fear — "  Is  this  thy  thrift?"  quoth  IMi 
To  whom  the  wifs  with  cheerful  voice  replied: — 
"  Thou  nKXxly  man,  lay  all  thy  fears  aside, 
I've  seen  a  vision — they,  from  wiioin  I  came, 
A  dauf^hter  promise,  promise  wealtti  and  fame; 
Born  with  my  features,  with  my  arts,  vet  she 
Shall  patietit,  pliant,  jiersevcrin;^  be. 
And  in  thy  Ijctter  ways  resemble  thee. 
The  fairies  round  shall  at  her  birth  attend. 
The  friend  of  all  in  all  shall  find  a  fricn<l, 
And  save  that  one  s.ad  star  that  hour  nmst  k1o«» 
On  our  fair  child,  how  j^lorious  were  my  dream! 

This  heard  tiie  husband,  ami.  in  surly  smile, 
Aim'd  at  contempt,  but  yet  he  IioikmI  the  while: 
For  as,  when  sinkin<;;,  wretched  men  are  found 
To  catch  at  rushes  rather  than  Ims  drown'd; 
So  on  a  dream  our  peasant  phicod  his  hope. 
And  found  that  rush  as  valid  as  a  rojie. 

Swift  fled  the  days,  for  now  in  hope  they  flea. 
When  a  fair  daughter  bless'd  the  nuptial  lied; 
Her  infant-face  the  mother's  pains  l^eguiled, 
She  lojk'd  so  pleasinsj  and  so  softly  smiled; 
Those  smiles,  those  looks,  with  sweet  sensations  iiioT<ad 
The  gazer's  soul,  and  as  he  look'd  he  loved. 

And  now  the  fairies  canie  with  trifts,  to  grace 
So  mild  a  nature,  and  so  fair  a  face. 

They  gave,  with  beauty,  that  bewitching;  art, 
That  holds  in  easy  chains  the  human  heart; 
They  gave  her  skill  to  win  the  stubborn  mind, 
To  mako  the  suffering  to  their  sorrows  b'jnd, 
To  bring  on  pensive  looks  the  pleasing  smile. 
And  Care's  stern  brow  of  every  frown  beguile. 

These  magic  favours  graced  the  infiint-maid. 
Whose  more  enlivening  smile  the  ch.arming  gifts  repaid. 

Now  Fortune  changed,  who,  were  she  constant  lon(, 
Vould  l»ave  u«  few  idventnres  for  our  song 
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A  wicked  elfin  roved  tliis  land  around, 
Wliose  joys  proceeded  from  tlie  griefs  he  foand) 
Emy  liis  name: — his  fascinating  eye 
From  tiie  light  bosom  drew  the  sudden  sigh; 
Uii'^ociiil  lie,  but  with  malignant  mind, 
H".  dweit  with  man,  that  he  might  curse  raankmd} 
IJke  tlie  first  foe,  he  sougiit  th'  abode  of  Joy, 
CJricved  to  behold,  but  eager  to  destroy; 
Round  blooming  beauty,  like  the  wasp,  he  flew 
Soird  the  fresh  sweet,  and  ciianged  the  rosy  hue; 
The  wise,  the  good,  with  anxious  heart  he  saw, 
And  hcjre  a  failing  sound,  and  there  a  flaw; 
l)isc<)rd  in  families  't  was  his  to  move. 
Distrust  in  friendship,  jealousy  in  love;        , 
He  told  the  poor  what  joys  the  great  possess'd, 
The  great — what  calm  content  the  cottage  bless'd; 
To  part  the  learned  and  the  rich  he  tried, 
Till  their  slow  friendship  pcrish'd  in  their  pride, 
Such  was  the  fiend,  and  so  secure  of  prey, 
That  only  Misery  pass'd  unstung  away. 

.Soon  as  he  heard  the  fairy-babe  was  bom. 
Scornful  he  smiled,  but  felt  no  more  than  scorn: 
For  why,  when  Forfne  placed  her  state  so  low. 
In  useless  spite  his  lofty  mahice  show? 
Why,  in  a  mischief  of  the  meaner  kind, 
Exhau.st  tiie  vigour  of  a  rancVous  mind; 
But,  soon  as  Fame  the  fairy-gifls  proclaim'd, 
Quick-rising  wrath  his  ready  soul  inflamed 
To  swear,  by  vows  that  e'en  the  wicked  tie. 
The  nymph  should  weep  her  varied  destiny; 
That  every  gift,  that  now  appear'd  to  shine 
In  her  fair  face,  and  make  her  smiles  divine, 
Should  all  the  poison  of  his  magic  prove. 
And  they  should  scorn  her,  whom  she  sought  for  loT% 

His  spell  prepared,  in  form  an  ancient  dame, 
A  fiend  in  spirit,  to  the  cot  he  came; 
There  gain'd  admittance,  and  the  infant  press'd 
(MuUering  his  wicked  magic)  to  his  breast; 
And  thus  he  said: — "  Of  all  the  powers,  who  wait 
On  Ji-vo's  decrees,  and  do  the  work  of  fate, 
Was  I,  alone,  despised  or  worthless  found. 
Weak  to  protect,  or  impotent  to  wound? 
See  then  thy  foe,  regret  the  friendship  lost, 
And  learn  my  skill,  but  learn  it  at  your  cost. 

"  Know,  then,  0  child!  devote  to  fates  severe 
The  good  shall  hate  thy  name,  the  wise  sliall  fear{ 
Wit  shall  deride,  and  no  protecting  friend 
Thy  shame  ihall  cover  or  thy  name  detend 
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Thy  gentle  sex,  who,  more  than  ours  shonl  1  tfwt 

A  humble  foe,  will  greater  scorn  declare; 
The  base  alone  thy  advocates  shall  be. 

Or  boast  alliance  with  a  wretch  like  thee." 
He  spake,  and  vanish'd,  other  prey  to  find. 

And  waste  in  slow  dis>ca.se  the  conqucr'd  niina 
Awed  by  the  elfin's  threats,  and  filld  with  dreai, 

The  parents  wept,  and  sought  their  infant's  bed : 

Despair  alone  tiie  father's  soul  possess'd; 

But  hope  rose  gently  in  the  mother's  breast; 

For  well  she  knew  that  neither  grief  nor  joy 

Paln'd  without  hope,  or  plea.<e<i  without  alloy; 

And  while  these  hopes  and  fears  her  heart  divide, 

A  cheerful  vision  bade  the  fears  subside. 
She  saw  descending  to  the  world  below 

An  ancient  form,  with  solemn  pace  and  slow. 

"  Daughter,  no  more  bo  sad  "  (the  ]>liantoni  cried') 

"  Success  is  seldom  to  the  wise  denied; 

In  idle  wishes  fools  supinely  stay, 

Be  there  a  will,  and  wisdom  finds  a  way: 

Why  art  thou  grieved?  lie  rather  glad,  that  ho. 

Who  hates  the  happy,  aims  his  darts  nt  thee; 

But  aims  in  vain;  thy  favour'd  daughter  lies, 

Serenely  blest,  and  sliall  to  joy  arise. 

For,  grant  that  curses  on  her  name  shall  wait, 

(So  Envy  wills,  and  such  the  voice  of  Faie,) 

Yet  if  that  name  be  prudently  suppress'd, 

She  will  be  courted,  favour'd,  and  cart'ss'd. 

For  what  are  names?  anil  where  agrte  mankind, 
In  those  to  persons  or  to  acts  assign  d? 
Brave,  learn'd,  or  wise,  if  some  thoir  favourites  call, 
Have  they  the  titles  or  the  praise  fmni  all? 
Not  so,  but  others  will  the  brave  disdain 
As  rash,  and  deem  the  sons  of  wis<Kim  vain; 
The  self-same  mind  shall  .scorn  or  kindness  move. 
And  the  same  deed  attract  contempt  and  love. 

So  all  the  powers  who  move  the  luunan  soul. 
With  all  the  passions  who  the  will  control. 
Have  various  names — One  giv'n  by  Truth  l)iviue, 
(As  Simuiation  thus  was  fix'd  for  mine,) 
The  rest  by  man,  who  now,  as  wisdom's,  prize 
My  secret  counsels,  now  as  art  despise; 
One  hour,  as  just,  those  counsels  they  embrace, 
And  spurn,  the  next,  as  pitiful  and  base. 

Thee,  too,  my  child,  those  fools  as  Cumiing  flj 
Wlio  on  thy  counsel  and  thy  crai't  rely ; 
That  worthy  craft  in  others  they  condemn, 
But 't  is  tiieir  prudence,  while  conductiug  them 
u  o 
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Be  '/i.ATTKKV,  then,  tliy  li:ii>i)y  infant's  niune, 
I^t  Honour  scfjrn  her  and  let  Wit  dx-lmne; 
Let  all  be  true  that  Knvy  dooms,  yet  all, 
Not  on  herself,  but  oti  Iter  name,  shall  fall; 
While  she  thy  fortune  and  her  own  shall  raiw. 
And  decent  Truth  be  call'd,  and  loved  as,  ni-jdeut 

0  liii]  py  child!  the  glorious  day  shall  shi.ii'. 
When  e/ery  ear  shall  to  thy  speech  incline. 
Thy  words  alluring  and  thy  voice  divine: 
The  sullen  pedant  and  the  sprightly  wit. 
To  hear  thy  soothing  eloquence  shall  sit; 
And  both,  abjuring  Flattery,  will  agree 
That  Truth  inspires,  and  tliey  must  honour  thee. 

Envy  himself  shall  to  thy  accents  bend, 
Force  a  faint  smile,  and  sullenly  .attend. 
When  thou  shall  call  him  Virtue  t  jealous  friend. 
Whose  bosom  glows  with  generous  rage  to  find 
How  fools  and  knaves  are  flatter'd  by  mankind. 

The  sage  retired,  who  si>ends  alone  his  days, 
And  flies  th'  obstreperous  voice  of  public  praise; 
The  vain,  the  vulgar  cry, — shall  gladly  meet, 
And  bid  thee  welcome  to  his  still  retreat; 
Much  will  he  wonder,  how  thou  earnest  to  find 
A  man  to  glory  dead,  to  peace  consign'd. 
0  Fame;  he"ll  cry  (for  he  will  call  thee  Fame), 
From  thee  1  fly,  from  thee  conceal  my  n.am«; 
But  thou  shall  say.  Though  (jenius  take  his  flighti 
He  leavps  behind  a  glorious  train  of  light. 
And  hides  in  vain: — yet  prudent  he  that  Hies 
The  flatterer's  art.  and  for  hinis<.-lf  is  wise. 
Yes,  happy  child!  I  mark  th'  api)roacliing  day. 
When  warring  natures  will  coiil'ess  thy  sway; 
When  thou  shalt  Saturn's  jioidcn  reign  restore, 
And  vice  and  folly  shall  be  known  no  more. 
Pritk  shall  not  then  in  human- kind  have  place, 
Changed  by  thy  skill,  to  I)iijmtij  and  (rrace ; 
While  Shame,  who  now  betrays  the  inward  sen«» 
Of  secret  ill,  shall  be  thy  iJiJulence ; 
Acarice  shall  thenceforth  prudent  Forecatt  be, 
And  bloody  Vengeance,  Mar/naniiniti/  ; 
The  lavish  tongue  shall  honest  truths  impart. 
The  lavish  hand  shall  show  the  generous  heart, 
And  Indiicrttion  be,  contempt  of  art: 
Folly  and  Vice  shall  then,  no  longer  known. 
Be,  this  as  Virtue,  that  as  Wisdom,  shown. 
Then  shall  the  Robber,  as  the  Hero,  rise 
To  seize  the  good  that  curlish  law  denies; 
Throughout  the  world  shall  rove  the  genen.ua  b«n4, 
kai  deal  the  gills  of  Heaven  from  hand  in  hand. 
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Id  thy  blest  days  no  tyrant  shnll  be  seen, 
Thy  gracious  king  shall  rule  contented  men; 
In  thy  blest  days  shall  Tiot  a  rebel  be, 
Lut  patriots  all  and  well-approTed  of  theo. 
Such  powers  are  thine,  that  man  by  thee  sluill  wrMt 
riio  gainful  secret  from  the  cautious  breast; 
Nor  then,  with  all  his  care,  the  good  retain, 
But  yield  to  thee  the  secret  and  the  giiin; 
In  vain  shall  much  experience  guard  the  heart 
Against  the  charm  of  thy  previviling  art; 
Admitted  once,  so  soothing  is  thy  sti°ain 
It  comes  the  sweeter,  when  it  cornea  again; 
And  when  confess'd  as  tliine,  what  mind  so  strong 
Forbears  the  pleasure  it  indulged  so  long? 
Soft'ner  of  every  ill!  of  :ill  our  woes 
The  balmy  solace!  friend  of  tiereest  foes! 
Begin  tliy  reign,  an<l  like  the  morning  rise! 
Bring  joy,  bring  beauty,  to  our  eager  eyes; 
Break  on  the  drowsy  world  like  opening  day, 
Willie  grace  and  gladness  join  thy  llowery  way; 
While  every  voice  is  prai«e,  wliile  every  heart  is  g»J 
From  thee  all  prosiKJcts  slnll  now  Iviuties  take, 
'Tis  thine  to  seek  them  and  't  is  tliinc  to  make; 
On  the  cold  fen  I  see  the  turn  thy  eyes. 
Its  mists  recede,  its  chilling  vajfour  (lies; 
Th'  enrajitured  lord  tls'  improving  ground  surveya, 
And  for  his  Eden  asks  the  traTeller's  pi-aise. 
Which  yet,  unview'd  of  thee,  a  bog  had  lieen, 
While  spuntjy  rushes  hide  the  plasliy  green. 
I  see  thee  breathing  on  t!io  barren  moor. 
That  seems  to  bloom  aliiiough  so  bleak  before; 
There,  if  beneath  the  jjorse  the  prnnrose  spring, 
Or  the  pied  d:usy  smile  below  the  liug. 
They  shall  new  charrr.s,  at  tliy  conuuiind  disclose 
And  none  siiall  n)iss  the  Uiyrtle  or  the  rose. 
The  wiry  mo.ss,  that  whitens  all  the  hill. 
Shall  live  a  beauty  by  thy  matchless  skill: 
Gale  from  the  bog  shall  yield  .Arabian  bmlia, 
And  the  grey  willow  wari-  a  gulden  pahn. 
I  see  thee  smiling  in  the  pictured  room. 
Now  breathing  beauty,  now  reviving  blo<.iu; 
There  each  iinm<f  tal  name  "tis  thine  to  give, 
To  gi-aceless  forms,  and  bid  the  lumln-r  live. 
Should'st  tho-j  cojirse  boors  or  ghwmy  martyrs  iM, 
Tiiese  shall  thy  Guides,  those  thy  'leniers  be; 
Tucre  shalt  thou  Raphael's  saints  and  angels  ti'aoqi, 
There  make  lor  Kubens  and  for  iii-ynulds  piiice. 
And  :ill  the  pride  of  art  sliall  Hud  ni  .lor  diagr.icsat 
C  u  2 
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Delight  of  either  sex!  thy  reigrn  commeDce; 
With  balmy  sweetness  soothe  the  weary  sense. 
And  to  the  sickening  soul  thy  cheering  aid  di8{.enM 
Queen  of  the  mind!  tliy  golden  age  begin; 
la  mortal  bosoms  varnish  shame  and  sin ; 
Let  all  be  fair  without,  let  all  be  calm  within." 

The  vision  fled,  the  happy  mother  rose, 
Kiss'd  the  fair  infant,  smiled  at  all  her  foes, 
And  Flattery  made  her  name : — her  reign  began* 
Her  own  dear  sex  she  ruled,  then  vanquish'd  mui; 
A  smiling  friend,  to  every  class  she  sjioke. 
Assumed  their  manners,  and  their  habits  took; 
Her,  for  her  humble  mein,  the  modest  loved; 
Her  cheerful  looks  the  light  and  gay  approved; 
The  just  beheld  her,  firm;  the  valiant,  brave. 
Her  mirth  the  free,  her  silence  pleased  the  gi'are; 
Zeal  heard  her  voice,  and,  sis  he  preach'd  aloud, 
Well-pleased  he  caught  her  whisjiers  fro  n  the  crowi 
(Those  whispers,  soothing-sweet  to  every  ear, 
Which  some  refuse  to  pay,  but  none  to  hear)- 
Shame  fled  her  presence ;  at  her  gentle  strain, 
Care  softly  smiled,  and  guilt  forgot  its  pain; 
The  wretched  thought,  the  happy  found,  her  true, 
The  leam'd  confess'd  that  she  their  merits  knew ; 
The  rich — could  they  a  constant  friend  condemn? 
The  poor  believed — for  wLo  should  flatter  them? 

Thos  on  her  name  though  all  disgrace  attead, 
la  erary  crefttoie  she  beholdB  a  Griend. 


«7 


REFLECTIONS. 


When  all  the  fiercer  passions  ceaae 

(Tlie  glory  and  disgrace  of  youth)} 
When  tlie  deluded  soul  io  peace, 

Can  listen  to  the  voice  of  tnith] 
When  we  are  taught  in  whom  to  tm^ 

And  how  to  spare,  to  8|)end,  to  gif% 
(Our  prudence  kind,  our  pity  just,) 

'T  is  then  we  rightly  learn  to  Ut*- 
Its  weakness  when  the  body  feeU; 

Nor  danger  in  contempt  defiea; 
To  reason  when  desire  appeals, 

When  on  experience,  hope  relieoj 
When  every  passing  hour  we  prize, 

Nor  rashly  on  our  follies  spend; 
But  use  it,  as  it  quickly  flies. 

With  8ol>er  aim  to  serious  end; 
When  prudence  bounds  our  utmost  Ti««^ 

And  bids  us  wTath  and  wrong  forgitcj 
When  we  can  cali^'y  gain  or  lose, — 

"1"  is  then  we  rightly  learn  to  liva. 
Yet  thus,  when  we  our  way  discern. 

And  can  upon  our  care  depend, 
To  travel  safely,  wiien  we  learn, 

Beliold!  we're  near  our  journey's  ood; 
We've  trod  the  maze  of  error  round, 

Long  wand'ring  in  the  windin*;  glada; 
/  nd,  now  the  torch  of  truth  is  found, 

It  only  shows  us  where  we  stray  d: 
Light  f"  ourselves,  what  is  it  worth, 

When  we  no  more  our  way  can  cbooM? 
For  others,  wlien  we  hold  it  forth. 

They   in  their  pride,  the  boon  reftia*. 
By  long  experience  taught,  we  now 

(.'an  rightly  judge  of  friends  and  foes, 
Can  all  the  worth  of  these  allow, 

And  all  their  faults  discern  in  thoM; 
Relentless  hatred,  erring  love, 

We  can  for  sacred  truth  forego; 
We  can  tin;  wannest  friend  reprovB, 

Aui  bear  tu  pnuse  the  Hercest  file; 
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To  waat  effect?  Oiir  friends  arc  gooo 

Beyond  reproof,  repard.  or  caro; 
And  of  our  foes  remains  there  one, 

The  mild  relenting  thoughts  to  sharef 
Now  'tis  our  boast  that  we  can  qtiell 
The  wildest  passions  in  tlieir  rage; 
Can  their  destructive  force  rejiel, 

And  their  im))etiioii3  wrath  assuage: 
^b!  Virtue,  dost  lliou  arm,  when  nov 

This  bold  rebellious  race  are  tied; 
When  all  these  tyrants  rest,  and  thou 
Art  warring  with  the  mighty  dead? 
Revenge  ainbi*iou,  scorn  and  prido. 

And  strong  desire,  and  fierce  disdain. 
The  giant-brood  by  thee  dnfied, 

Lo!  Time's  resistless  strokes  have  slain 
Yet  Time,  who  could  that  race  subdue, 

(OVpowen'ng  strength,  afijieasiug  rag8|^ 
Leaves  yet  a  i)er8everiag  crew. 

To  try  the  failing  powers  of  age. 
Vex'd  by  the  constant  call  of  these, 

Virtue  awhile  for  conquest  tries; 
But  weary  grown,  and  fond  of  ease. 

She  makes  with  them  a  compromise: 
Av'rice  iiimself  she  gives  to  rest, 

But  rules  him  with  her  strict  commandl% 
Bids  Pity  touch  his  torpid  breast, 

And  . Justice  hold  his  eager  hands. 
Veto's  there  nothing  men  can  do, 

When  chilling  age  comes  creeping  on? 
Cannot  we  yet  some  good  pursue? 

Are  tiilents  buried?  genius  gone? 
If  passions  slumber  in  the  breast, 

If  follies  from  the  heart  be  rtcd; 
If  laurels  let  us  go  in  quest. 

And  place  them  on  the  poet's  head. 
Yes,  we'll  redeem  the  wasted  time, 

And  to  neglected  studies  Hee; 
We'll  build  again  the  lofty  rhyme. 
Or  live,  Philosophy,  with  thee: 
For  reason::ig  cleac  for  flight  sublime, 

Eternal  fame  reward  shall  \>e; 
And  to  what  glcrious  heights  we'll  climb^ 
The  admiring  crowd  shall  envying  seek 
Begin  the  song!  begin  the  theme! — 

Alas!  and  is  Invention  deiwl? 
Drc<tin  wo  no  more  the  golden  dreaipF 
l.i  Mcm'ry  with  her  treasures  tleti^ 
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Yes,  't  is  too  late, — now  Reason  guides 

Tlie  mind,  sole  judj^e  in  :ili  del>ate; 
And  thus  tiie  iniportajit  \mnt  decides, 

For  laurels,  't  is,  alas!  too  late. 
What  is  possess  d  we  may  retain, 
But  for  new  coinjuests  strive  iu  viiu 
Beware  then,  Aj;e,  that  what  was  won. 

If  life's  past  labours,  studies,  view*. 
Be  lost  not,  now  the  labour's  done, 

When  all  thy  pai't  is, — not  to  lose: 
When  thou  canst  toil  or  gain  no  mera^ 
Destroy  not  what  was  gain'd  bofoo. 
For,  all  that's  gain'd  of  all  timt's  good, 

When  time  sl.all  his  weak  frame  destit9 
(Their  use  then  rightly  midcrstoodX 

Shall  man  in  happier  state  enjoy. 
Oh!  argument  for  truth  divine, 

For  study's  cares,  for  virtue's  strife; 
To  know  the  enjoyment  will  l>e  thine^ 

Id  tliat  renew'd,  that  endless  liiel 
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VISITOR. 

i  ''X  know  no  more;  the  heart  is  torn 
By  views  of  woo,  we  cannot  heal; 

(  jng  shall  I  see  these  things  forlorn 
And  oft  again  their  griefs  shall  feel. 
As  each  upon  the  mii:d  shall  steal; 

That  wan  projector's  mystic  style, 
'J'hat  lumpish  idiot  leering  by, 

That  peevish  idler's  ceaseless  wile, 

Ard  that  i>oor  maiden's  half-form'd  smOe, 
While  struggling  for  the  fti'l-di^awu  sight — 

V(k  tnow  Qo  mui^ 
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fllVSIClAN. 

—  Ves.  turn  ajain; 
r^en  spocH  f^  linjipier  ftcenes  tliv  way, 

Wlion  iIkjii  li:\«t  viewVl  wluit  yn  remaiii 
riic  ruins  of  Sir  Eustace  Grey, 

TLe  RjKirt  of  marliiess.  misery's  prey; 
Hut  he  will  no  historian  need, 

His  cares,  his  crimes,  will  he  display, 
Ijid  show  (as  one  from  frenzy  freed) 

The  proud  lost  mind,  the  rash-done  dee&> 
TLat  cell  to  liim  is  Greyling  Hall: — 

Apjiroach;  he'll  bid  thee  welcome  th<3ro; 
Will  sometimes  for  his  servant  call, 

And  sometimes  point  the  vacant  chair, 
He  can,  with  free  and  easy  air. 

Appear  attentive  and  polite; 
Can  veil  liis  woes  in  manners  fair, 

And  pity  with  respect  excite. 


Wlio  comes? — Approach! — 'tis  kindly  dcsMi 

My  leam'd  physician,  and  a  friend, 
Their  pleasnres  quit,  to  visit  one 

Who  cannot  at  their  ease  attend, 
Nor  joys  bestow,  nor  comforts  lend, 

Ab  when  I  lived  so  blest,  so  well, 
And  dreamt  not  I  must  soon  contend 

With  those  iDrtiiiruxnt  (X)wers  of  heU. 

riirsiciAN. 
'  Less  warmtli.  Sir  Eustace,  or  we  g<x"— 

PATIENT. 

Seel  I  am  calm  as  infant-bve, 
A  very  child,  but  one  of  woe. 

Whom  you  should  pity,  not  reprover^ 
Bat  men  at  ease,  who  never  strove 

With  passions  wild,  will  calmly  show, 
How  soon  we  may  their  ills  remove, 

And  masters  of  their  madne?3  grow. 
Some  twenty  years,  I  think,  are  gone,— 

(Time  Hies,  I  know  not  how  away,) 
The  sun  upon  no  happier  shone, 

Nor  prouder  man  than  Eustace  Grey. 
Ask  where  you  would,  aii<l  all  would  aa^t 

The  man  adnn'red  and  praised  of  all, 
Ly  rich  and  y>oor,  hy  grave  and  gay, 

Was  the  young  lord  ul  Greyling  HalL 
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Y-Jsl  1  had  youth  and  rosy  health; 

Was  noble  form'd,  as  nrin  niiplit  ho 
For  sickness,  then,  of  all  my  wealth, 

I  never  ^'ave  a  sini,'le  fee: 
The  lailies  fair,  the  maidens  free, 

Were  all  accustomed  then  to  say, 
Who  won  Id  a  handsome  fimire  see 

Should  Ifxik  ui)0n  Sir  Kustace  Grey 
De  harl  a  frank  and  pleasant  look, 

A  cheerful  eye  and  accent  bland; 
His  very  sfioech  and  manner  s[>oke 

The  cenerous  heart,  the  open  hand; 
About  him  all  was  gay  and  Rrand, 

He  had  the  praise  of  f^reat  and  small: 
Be  bought,  improved,  i)rojected,  )>lann'd. 

And  reign'd  a  [>rince  at  (Ireyling  HalL 
My  lady! — She  was  all  we  love; 

All  pn*ise  (to  sp<-ak  lier  worth)  is  Faiiiti 
Her  manners  show'd  the  yielding;  doTB, 

Her  morals,  the  seraphic  saint: 
She  never  breath  d  nor  l<K)k'd  complaint} 

No  e<(iiHl  upon  earth  had  she: — 
Now,  wliat  is  this  fair  tiling  I  paint? 

AIiia!  a^^  all  that  live  shall  he. 
There  was,  beside,  a  pill  ant  youth, 

And  him  my  bosom's  friend,  I  had: 
OL!   I  w:us  rich  in  verj  trutli. 

It  made  me  proud — it  m:ide  nie  madl-^ 
Y«s,  I  was  lost — hut  there  was  cause! 

Where  stoo<i  my  tale?-  -I  cannot  fiiid-^ 
But  I  hiul  all  m;\iikind's  applause, 

And  all  the  smiles  of  woiiiankind. 
There  were  two  cherub-tUin.k^s  beside, 

A  gracious  ^irl.  a  glorious  boy, 
Yet  more  to  swell  my  full-blown  prids, 

To  varnish  hifihcr  my  fading  joy, 
Pleasures  were  ours  without  alloy. 

Nay,  l';u-a<lise, — till  my  frail  Eve 
Our  bliss  was  tempteil  to  destroy — 

Doceived  and  fated  to  deceire. 
But  I  deserved; — for  all  tlmt  time, 

Wlieu  1  was  lovod,  adinirvd,  careas'd, 
There  was  within  each  secret  crime, 

Unfelt,  uncancell'd,  unconfess'd, 
I  never  tlan  my  God  addross'd, 

In  grateful  praise  or  humble  prayer; 
/>nd  if  His  Word  was  not  n^y  jest — 

(Dreaii  thoixght!)  it  never  vas  xof  OUC- 
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I  (doubted: — fool  1  was  to  (lonbt! 

If  tlmt  (ill-piercin;»  eye  could  see,— 
If  He  who  lof)ks  all  worlds  tlinnighooc, 

Would  so  minute  and  careful  be, 
As  to  perceive  and  punisli  me: — 

With  man  I  would  be  great  and  lii{^ 
But  with  my  God  so  lost,  tiiat  He, 

In  his  larfje  view,  should  pass  me  hy. 
Tlins  blest  with  children,  friend,  and  wift^ 

Blest  far  beyond  the  vuljiar  lot; 
Of  all  that  (gladdens  human  life, 

Where  was  the  good,  that  I  had  notP 
But  my  vile  heart  had  sinful  sfiot. 

And  Heaven  beheld  its  deep'ning  stun) 
Eternal  justice  I  forjjot, 

And  mercy  souj^ht  not  to  ontain. 
Come  near, — Til  softly  speak  the  rest!— 

Alas!  't  is  known  to  all  the  crowd 
Der  guilty  love  was  all  coi.iess'd; 

And  his,  who  so  much  truth  avow'd. 
My  faithless  friend's — In  pleasure  proad 

I  sat,  when  these  cursed  tidin<is  came) 
Their  guilt,  their  flight  w:vs  told  aloud. 

And  Envy  smiled  to  hear  my  shamel 
I  caird  on  Vengeance;  at  the  word 

She  came: — Can  I  the  deed  forget; 
I  held  the  sword — the  accurs'id  sword 

The  blod'.  of  his  false  heart  made  wet, 
And  that  fair  victim  paid  her  debt, 

She  pined,  she  died,  she  loath'd  to  Ut*}— 
I  saw  her  dying — see  her  yet: 

Kair  fallen  thing!  my  rage  forgivel 
Those  cherubs  still,  my  life  to  bless, 

Were  left;  could  I  my  fears  remove. 
Sad  fears  that  check'd  each  fond  careea, 

And  poison'd  all  parental  love? 
Yet  that  with  jealous  feelings  strove, 

And  would  at  hut  of  won  my  will, 
ILid  I  not,  wretch!  been  doom'd  to  prove 

'I'lr  extremes  of  mortal  goo*!  and  ilL 
In  youth!  health!  joy!  in  beauty's  pridel 

They  droop'd — as  (lowers  when  blighted  bOV| 
The  dire  infection  came: — thej-  died, 

And  I  was  cursed — as  I  am  now — 
Nay.  frown  not,  angry  friend, — allow 

That  I  was  deeply,  sorely  tried; 
Oere  then,  and  you  must  wonder  how 

1  ooold  kuch  storms  aiid  strifes  abid:.^ 
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Stonns! — not  that  cloiids  embattled  mako^ 

Wlien  they  afflict  tliis  earthly  globe; 
But  such  as  with  their  terrors  shake 

Man's  breast,  and  to  the  iKittum  proba; 
Thej'  make  the  hypocrite  disrobe, 

They  try  as  all,  if  false  or  true; 
For  this  one  devil  had  power  on  Job; 

And  I  was  long  the  slave  of  twa 

PUT8ICIAM. 

Peace,  peace,  my  friend ,  these  subjects  fly 
Collect  thy  tlioughts — go  calmly  on.— 


And  shall  I  then  the  fact  deny? 

I  was, — thou  know'st — I  was  begona, 
Like  him  who  fiU'd  the  eastern  throne, 

To  whom  the  Watcher  cried  aloud; 
That  royal  wretch  of  IJabyion, 

Who  was  so  piiilty  and  so  proud- 
Like  him,  wiih  haughty,  stubborn  mind, 

I,  in  my  state,  my  comforts  sought; 
Delight  and  praise  I  hoped  to  find. 

In  what  I  builded,  planted,  bougbtl 
Oh!  arrogance!  by  misery  taugiit — 

Soon  came  a  voice!  I  felt  it  come; 
'  Full  be  his  cup,  with  evil  fraught. 

Demons  his  guides,  and  death  his  doomi 
Then  was  [  cast  from  out  my  state; 

Two  fiends  of  darkness  led  my  way; 
They  waked  me  early,  watch'd  me  lata. 

My  dread  by  night,  my  plague  by  dayl 
Oh!  I  was  made  their  sport,  their  play, 

Through  many  a  stonny  troubled  yeart 
Ajid  how  they  used  their  passive  prey 

Is  sad  to  tell : — but  you  shall  hear. 
And  first  before  they  sent  me  forth, 

Through  this  unpitying  world  to  run, 
They  robb'd  Sir  Eustace  of  his  worth. 

Lands,  manors,  lordships,  every  one; 
So  was  tliat  gracious  man  undone, 

Was  spurn'd  as  vile,  was  scoru'd  as  pooTi 
Whom  every  former  friend  would  shun, 

And  menials  drove  from  every  door. 
Then  those  ill  -favour'd  Ones,  whom  doos 

But  my  unhappy  eyes  could  vieW; 
Led  me,  with  wild  emotion  on, 

Acd,  with  i'8ais''lo3sVterror,  drew. 
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Tlironjrii  lands  we  fle<1,  o'er  seas  we  flaw 

Ami  liiilted  on  a  bouu'lless  plain; 
Where  nothing  fed,  nor  breathed,  nor  grew 

But  silence  niled  the  still  domain. 
Upon  that  hound  less  plain,  V>elow, 

The  setting  sun's  bust  rays  were  ihed, 
And  gaye  a  mild  and  sober  glow, 

Where  all  were  still,  asleep,  or  lead; 
Vast  ruins  hi  the  midst  were  spread, 

Pillars  and  pediments  sublime, 
Where  the  grey  moss  had  Porm'd  a  bed, 

And  clothed  the  crumbling  sfHuls  of  tiXB& 
There  was  I  fix'd,  I  know  not  how^ 

Condemn'd  for  untold  years  to  stay: 
Tet  years  were  not: — one  dreadful  A^o«7 

Endured  no  change  of  night  or  driy; 
The  same  mild  evening's  sleeping  ray 

Shone  softly,  solemn  and  serene, 
And  all  that  time  I  gazed  away, 

The  setting  sun's  sad  rays  were  seen. 
At  length  a  moment's  sleep  stole  ci, — 

Again  came  my  commission'd  foes; 
Again  through  sea  and  land  we  're  gone 

No  peace,  no  respite,  no  repose: 
Above  che  dark  broad  sea  we  rose, 

We  ran  through  bleak  and  frozen  land; 
I  had  no  strength  their  strength  t'  oppose, 

An  infant  in  a  giant's  hand. 
They  placed  me  where  those  streamers  play, 

Those  nimble  beams  of  brilliant  light; 
It  would  the  stoutest  heart  dismay. 

To  see,  to  feel,  that  dreadful  sight; 
So  swift,  so  pure,  so  cold,  so  bright, 

They. pierced  my  frame  with  icy  wound; 
And  all  that  half-year's  polar  night, 

Thvjsc  dancing  streamers  wrapp'd  me  roondt 
Slowly  that  darkness  pass'd  away, 

When  down  ui)on  the  earth  I  fell, — 
Some  hiuried  sleep  was  mine  by  day; 

But.  soon  as  toU'd  the  evening  bell. 
They  forced  roe  on,  where  ever  dwell 

Far-distant  men  in  cities  fair, 
Cities  of  whom  no  travellers  tell, 

Nor  feet  but  mine  were  wanderers  tho*. 
Tbeir  watchmen  stare,  and  stand  aghast, 

Ab  on  we  hurry  through  the  dark; 
The  watch-light  blinks  as  we  go  past, 

The  watch-dog  shrinks  and  fears  to  buk| 
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He  watch-towers  bell  sou. ids  shrill;  ancl  harkli 

Tlip  free  wind  blows — we've  left  ttie  town— 
A  wide  sepulchral  groutid  1  mark, 

And  on  a  tunibxtoiie  (liace  nic  iluwo. 
What  inonamcnts  of  mighty  dead  I 

What  tombs  of  various  kind  are  found'' 
And  stones  erect  their  sti:vlr)\vs  shed 

On  hniiible  graves,  with  wickers  bound. 
Some  risen  fresh,  above  the  f^ronnd, 

Some  level  with  the  native  clay: 
What  sleeping  niilhuns  wait  tlio  sound, 

"  Arise,  ye  dead,  and  come  away  I" 
Altvs!  they  »U\y  not  for  that  call; 

Spare  me  this  woe!  ye  demons,  sparel — 
They  come!  the  shrouded  shjwiows  all,— 

'Tis  more  than  mortal  brain  om  bear; 
Rustling  they  rise,  they  sternly  glare 

At  man  upheld  by  vital  brcjith; 
Wlio,  le<l  by  wicked  fiends,  should  dare 

To  join  the  shivlowy  troops  of  dcathi 
Yes,  I  have  felt  all  man  can  feel, 

Till  he  shall  pay  his  nature's  debt; 
Ills  that  no  liofie  has  strength  to  heal, 

No  mind  the  comfort  to  for^-t: 
Whatever  cares  the  iieart  cau  fret, 

The  spirits  wear,  the  temi)e.r  gall. 
Woe,  want,  dread,  angui-h,  all  beset 

My  sinful  soul! — together  all! 
Those  fiends  upon  a  shaking  fen 

Fix'd  meT  in  dark  tem])estuous  night; 
There  never  trod  the  foot  of  men. 

There  tlock'd  the  fowl  in  wintVy  fligfat| 
rf'jcre  danced  the  moor's  deceitful  light 

Above  the  pool  where  sedges  grow; 
And  when  the  morning-sun  shone  bright, 

It  shone  ui>>n  a  field  of  snow. 
They  hung  me  on  a  bough  so  small, 

The  rock  could  build  her  nest  no  higher 
They  fix'd  me  on  the  trembling  ball 

That  crowns  the  sti-cple's  quiv'ring  spini 
They  8«H  me  where  the  sea.-  retire, 

But  drown  with  their  returning  tide; 
And  made  me  Ik-e  the  mountain's  fire, 

When  rolling  from  its  burning  side. 
Fve  hung  uj)on  the  ridgy  steep 

Of  clifi's,  and  held  tlie  nimbling  brier| 
Tto  plunged  below  the  billowy  deep, 

^7ifere  air  was  sent  me  to  lespire; 

xs 
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Tve  been  where  lumpry  wolves  retirej 

And  (to  complete  my  woes)  I've  ixj 
Where  Bedlam's  crazy  crew  conspire 

Apiiiist  tiie  lite  of  reasoiiiiif;  man. 
I've  furl'd  in  stomis  the  Happing  sail. 

By  hanging  from  the  topmast-head. 
Fye  served  the  vilest  slaves  in  jaii, 

And  pick'd  the  dunghill's  spoil  for  hi«»» 
Fve  made  the  badger's  hole  my  bed, 

I've  wander'd  with  a  gipsy  crew; 
Fve  dreaded  all  the  guilty  dread, 

And  done  wh.it  they  would  fear  to  da 
On  sand,  where  ebbs  and  Hows  the  flood, 

Midway  they  placed  and  bafle  rao  die; 
Propt  on  my  staff,  I  stoutly  stood, 

When  the  swift  waves  came  rolling  by; 
And  high  they  rose,  and  still  more  high. 

Till  my  lips  drank  the  bitter  brine; 
I  Bobb'd  convulsed,  then  cast  mine  eye, 

And  saw  the  tide's  re-flowing  sign 
And  then  my  dreams  were  such  as  noug^ 

Could  yield  but  my  unhappy  case; 
I've  been  of  thousand  devils  caught, 

And  thrust  into  that  horrid  place, 
Where  reign  dismay,  despair,  disgrace; 

Furies  with  iron  fangs  were  there. 
To  torture  that  accursed  race, 

Doom'd  to  dismay,  disgrace,  despair. 
Harmless  I  was,  yet  hunted  down 

For  treasons,  to  my  soul  unfit; 
I've  been  pursued  through  many  a  town. 

For  crimes  that  petty  knaves  commit 
I've  been  adjudged  t'  have  lost  my  wit. 

Because  I  preach'd  so  loud  and  well; 
And  thrown  into  the  dungeon's  pit, 

For  trampling  on  the  pit  of  helL 
Such  were  the  enls,  man  of  sin, 

That  I  was  fated  to  sustain; 
And  add  to  all,  without — within, 

A  soul  defiled  with  every  stain 
That  man's  reflecting  mind  can  pain. 

That  pride,  wrong,  rage,  despair,  c:m  rnalct 
In  fiict,  they'd  nearly  touch'd  my  bni... 

And  reason  on  her  throne  would  shakOb 
But  pity  will  the  vilest  seek, 

If  punish'd  giiilt  will  not  repine,— 
i  heard  a  heavenly  Teacher  speak. 

And  felt  tLe  Suk  ur  MiiacT  ahiiMt 
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hailM  the  light!  the  birtli  divine? 
And  then  was  s<':il'd  anion j;  tlie  fewj 
Those  angry  HlmkIs  bc-tield  tlie  sign. 
And  from  nie  in  an  instant  flew. 
Come  hear  how  tiius  tiie  cliariners  cry 

To  wandering  slicep,  the  strays  of  tia^ 
While  some  the  wiciset-gnte  pa-M  by, 

And  some  will  knock  and  cuter  ia: 
Full  joyful  'tis  a  soul  to  win, 

For  ho  that  winncth  souls  is  wiae; 
Now  hark!  the  holy  strains  begin, 

And  thus  the  sainted  preacher  oticBf^ 
"  Pilgrim,  burthen'd  with  thy  sin, 
Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate, 
There,  till  Mercy  let  thee  in, 
Kuock  and  weep  and  watch  and  wait. 

Knock! — He  knows  tlie  sinner's  cryi 

W'eej)! — He  loves  the  mourner's  tMni 

Watch! — for  saving  grsice  is  nigh: 

Wait, — till  heavenly  liglit  ap()cara. 
"  Hark!  it  is  the  bridegroom's  voice; 
Welcome,  pilgrim  to  thy  rest; 
Now  within  the  gate  rejoice, 
Safe  and  seal'd  and  bought  and  blesti 

Safe — from  all  the  lures  of  vice, 

Seal'd — by  signs  the  cliosen  know, 

Bought — by  love  and  life  the  price, 

Blest — the  mighty  debt  to  owe. 
"  Holy  Pilgrim!  what  for  thee 
In  a  world  like  this  remain? 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  hoe 
Fear  and  shame,  and  doubt  and  pain. 

Fear — the  hope  of  Heaven  shall  fly 

Shame — from  glory's  view  retire. 

Doubt — in  certJiin  rapture  die, 

Pain — in  endless  bliss  expire," 
But  though  my  day  of  grace  was  ooiBB 

Yet  still  my  days  of  grief  I  find; 
The  former  clouds'  collected  gloom 

Still  sadden  the  reflecting  mind; 
The  soul,  to  evil  things  consign 'd, 

Will  of  their  evil  some  retain; 
The  man  will  seem  to  eiu-th  inclined* 

And  will  not  look  erect  again. 
Thus,  though  elect,  I  feel  it  hard 

To  lose  what  I  possess'd  before. 
To  be  from  all  my  wealth  debarr'd,-^ 

The  brave  Sir  Eustace  is  no  mom 
X2X 
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But '  .Id  I  wnx  and  passing  poor, 

Stern,  rugf^cd  men  my  coiiihict  viewg 
They  ■'ihide  my  wish,  they  har  iiiy  dooa" 

"f  ib  hard — I  weep — you  see  I  do.— 
Must  you,  my  friends,  no  longer  stay? 

Thus  quickly  all  my  pleasures  end; 
But  I'll  remember,  when  I  pray, 

My  kind  physician  and  his  friend; 
And  those  sad  hours,  you  deign  to  spend 
With  me,  I  shall  requite  them  all; 
Sir  Eustace  for  his  friends  shall  send, 

And  thank  their  lore  at  Greyling  Hfijfl* 


The  poor  Sir  Eustace! — Yet  his  hope 

".^ds  dim  to  think  of  joys  again; 
And  when  his  earthly  visions  droop, 

*^'«  views  of  heavenly  kind  remain: — 
But  whence  that  meek  and  liumbled  dtrais 

That  spirit  wounded,  lost  resign 'd? 
Would  not  so  proud  a  soul  disdain 

The  madness  Of  the  poorest  mind? 

PIITSICIAN.^ 

No!  for  the  more  he  swell'd  with  prido, 

The  more  he  felt  misfortune's  blow; 
Disgrace  and  grief  he  could  not  hide, 

And  poverty  had  laid  him  low; 
Thus  sliame  and  sorrow  working  slow, 

At  length  this  hnuible  spirit  gave; 
Madness  on  these  began  to  grow, 

And  bonnd  him  to  his  fiends  a  slave. 
Though  the  wild  thoughts  had  touch'd  his  bfaiS 

Then  was  he  free: — So,  forth  he  ran; 
To  soothe  or  threat,  alike  were  vain: 

He  s])ake  of  fiends:  look'd  wild  and  wan; 
Year  after  year,  the  hurried  man 

f  )hey'd  those  fiends  from  place  to  place; 
Till  his  religious  change  began 

To  form  a  frenzied  child  of  grace. 
For,  as  the  fuiy  lost  its  strength, 

The  mind  rejiosed;  bj'  slow  degrees 
Came  lingering  hope,  and  brought  at  lengtl^ 

To  the  tonneuted  spirit,  ease: 
This  slave  of  sin,  whom  fiends  could  seizai 

Felt  or  believed  their  power  had  pnd>— 
*'Ti8  faith."  he  cried,  "  my  bosom  freefc 

And  offw  say  Savxodb  is  toy  tasui,'* 
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Dot  ah!  tlione;h  time  can  yio!d  relief. 

And  soften  wcx-s  it  citnnot  cure; 
Would  we  not  giilTcr  pain  and  grief, 

To  liuve  our  rcasoi;  sound  and  snre? 
Then  Id  uS  keop  our  Imsomi  pure, 

Our  fancy's  tkvouritc  lli),'lits  suppreaa; 
Prepare  tlie  liody  to  endure, 

And  bend  tliu  mind  to  meet  distrem; 
And  then  liis  guardian  care  iini)lore, 

Whom  demons  di-ead  and  men  adore. 


THE  UALL  OF  JUSTICEo 

n  TWO  FABT8. 


PART    L 
MAOiaTHATE,  VAOBANT,  CONSTABLE,  CXk 


Take,  take  away  thy  barbarous  hand. 
And  let  me  to  thy  M:ister  speak; 

Remit  awhile  the  harsh  command, 
And  bear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

MAGISTRATE. 

Fond  wretch !  and  what  canst  thou  relate, 
But  deeds  of  sorrow,  shame,  and  sui? 

Thy  crime  is  proved,  thou  know  st  thy  fatOi 
But  oome,  thy  talel — begin,  begiul — 


My  crime! This  sick'ning  child  to  food, 

I  seized  the  food,  yo"jr  witness  saw; 
I  knew  your  laws  forba/ie  the  deed, 

But  jnelded  to  a  flrongar  law. 
Know'st  thou,  to  Nature's  great  commaod, 

All  hum:iu  laws  are  fniil  and  weak? 
Nay!  frown  not — stay  bis  oiger  band, 

^ud  hear  mu,  or  mv  heart  will  bf«afe> 
xx3 
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ill  thii   th'  adopted  babe  I  bold 

With  anxious  foiulness  to  tny  breast^ 
My  heart's  sole  comfort  I  beliold. 

More  dear  tliau  Hie,  ^^■hen  life  waa  bleGk| 
I  saw  her  [)iniiig,  faintiiig,  cold, 

1  begg'd — but  vain  was  my  request 
f  saw  ilie  tempting  roo<i,  and  .seized— 

Mj  infaiit-siiircrer  found  relief; 
And,  in  the  pijfer'd  treasure  pleased, 

5milcd  on  my  gnilt,  and  hush'd  my  grfeC 
Bat  1  h;;ve  griefs  of  other  kind, 

Troubles  and  sorrows  more  severe; 
Give  mc  to  ease  my  tortured  mind, 
Lend  to  my  woes  a  patient  ear; 
And  let  me— if  I  may  not  find 

A  friend  to  lu^lp — find  one  to  hear. 
Yet  nameless  If-t  ine  piead — my  name 
Would  only  wake  the  cry  of  scorn: 
A  ciiild  of  sin,  conceived  in  shame. 

Brought  forth  in  woo,  to  misery  bom. 
My  mother  dead,  my  father  lost, 

I  wander 'd  with  a  vagrant  crew; 
A  common  care,  fa  common  cost, 

Their  sorrows  and  their  sins  I  kneWj 
With  them,  by  want  on  error  forcfc>I, 
Like  them,  I  base  and  guilty  grew. 
Few  are  my  years,  not  so  my  crimes; 

The  age,  which  the!<e  s;id  looks  declan 
Is  Sorrow's  work,  it  is  not  Time's, 

And  I  am  old  in  shame  and  care. 
Taught  to  believe  the  world  a  place 
Where  every  stranger  was  a  foe. 
Train 'd  in  the  arts  that  mark  our  raoe^ 

To  what  new  people  could  I  go? 
Could  I  a  better  life  embrace, 

Or  live  as  virtue  dictates?  No! — 
So  through  the  land  I  wandering  wenl 

And  little  found  of  grief  or  joy; 
But  lost  my  bosom's  sweet  content, 

When  first  I  loved- -the  Gipsy-Boy. 
A  sturdy  youth  he  was  and  tall. 

His  looks  would  all  his  soul  declare? 
His  piercing  eyes  were  deep  aud  snUiH, 

And  strongly  curl'd  his  raven-hair. 
Yes,  Aakon  had  e:vch  manly  charm, 
All  in  the  May  of  youthful  pride, 
Sje  Bcarcely  fear'd  his  fithers  arm, 
.iUid  every  other  arm  detiixL— 
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Oft,  wlien  tlipw  prow  in  anger  warm, 

(Wlu)in  wii;  not  love  anil  jxiwer  diTHof^ 
I  rose,  tlieir  wnitliful  sotils  to  calm, 

Not  yet  in  sinful  t^mliat  tried. 
His  father  was  our  [larty's  diicf. 

And  dark  and  dreadful  was  liis  look; 
Dig  presence  Hll'd  my  heart  with  >;rief. 

Although  to  ine  he  kindly  6p(jko. 
With  Aaron  I  delighted  went. 

His  favour  was  my  hlisa  and  pride; 
In  growing  hope  our  days  we  sjjent, 

Love  growing  charms  in  eitlier  spied, 
It  saw  them,  all  which  Nature  lent. 

It  lent  them,  all  which  she  denied. 
Could  I  the  father's  kindness  prize, 

Or  grateful  l(H)k«  on  him  U'stow, 
Whom  I  Uheld  in  wrath  arise, 

W  hen  Aaron  sunk  lH;i;eath  his  blow? 
He  arove  hirn  down  with  wicked  Imnd, 

It  was  a  dreadful  sight  to  see; 
Then  vex'd  him,  till  he  left  the  land. 

And  told  his  cruel  love  to  me; — 
The  clan  were  all  at  his  command, 

Whatever  his  conunand  might  lie. 
Tlie  night  wiis  dark,  the  lanes  were  decj* 

And  one  by  one  they  took  their  way; 
Ea  biide  me  hiy  me  down  and  sleep 

I  oidy  we]it  and  wish'd  for  day. 
Accur.sed  be  the  lore  he  l)ore. 

Accursed  was  the  force  he  used. 
So  let  him  of  his  God  implore 

For  merey,  and  \h;  so  refused  I 
You  frown  again, — to  show  my  wrong 

Can  I  in  gentle  langua;;c  sfK-ak? 
My  woes  are  deej),  my  words  are  strougy-w 

Aiid  hear  me.  or  my  hcjirt  will  break- 

UAOISTRATB. 

I  hear  thy  words,  I  feel  thy  pain; 

Forbear  awhile  to»si)eak  thy  woes; 
Receive  our  aid,  and  then  iigain 

The  story  of  thy  life  disclose. 
Wot,  though  seduced  and  led  astray, 

TliouVt  travel  Id  far  and  wander'd  low 
Thy  G(Hi  hath  seen  thee  all  the  way. 

And  all  tUe  turns  that  led  thee  »w»w 
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PART  n. 

MAOI8TRATB. 

Com,  now  again  thy  wo«8  impart, 

Tell  all  tliy  sorrows,  all  thy  sin; 
We  cannot  heal  the  throbbing  heart 

Till  we  discern  the  wounds  witbilk 
Compunction  weeps  our  guilt  away, 

The  sinner's  safety  xs  his  pain; 
Such  pangs  for  our  offences  pay, 

Aiid  these  severer  griefs  are  gain. 


The  son  came  back — he  found  as  wed. 

Then  dreadful  was  the  oath  he  sworoj 
Eis  way  through  Blackburn  Forest  led<-" 

His  fatiier  we  beheld  no  Diorc. 
Of  all  our  daring  clan  not  one 

Would  on  the  doubtful  subject  dwell; 
For  t^t  esteeni'd  the  injured  son, 

Ana  fcard  the  tale  which  he  could  tt& 
But  I  had  mifihtier  cause  to  fear, 

For  slow  and  mournful  round  my  bad 
I  saw  a  dreadful  form  appear, — 

It  came  when  I  and  Aaron  wed. 
Yes!  we  were  wed,  I  know  my  crime^^ 

We  slept  beneath  the  elmin  tree} 
But  I  was  gricN-ing  all  the  time, 

And  Aaron  frown'd  my  tears  to  809b 
For  he  not  yet  had  felt  the  pain 

That  rankles  in  the  wounded  breast] 
lie  waked  to  sin,  then  slept  again, 

Forsook  his  God,  yet  took  his  i  eat- 
But  I  was  forced  to  feign  delight. 

And  joy  in  mirth  and  music  sought,-^ 
And  mem'ry  now  recalls  the  night. 

With  such  6Hrj)rize  and  horror  frangfat^ 
That  reason  felt  a  moment's  flight. 

And  left  a  mind  to  madness  wrougli^ 
When  waking,  on  my  hoaving  breast 

i  felt  a  liand  as  cold  as  death: 
A  sudden  fear  my  voice  suppress'd. 

A  chilling  terror  stoj)p"d  niv  l'rr>atQ^^j 
1  aocrn'd  no  words  can  utter  iiou  '. 

I'or  tb  sre  my  father-husbaud  stooti.-^ 
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Jir^  ♦Tmc  he  wiW :— **  Will  God  allow, 
'llif  great  Avengor  just  and  (n.od, 
A  wifo  to  break  her  raarriftge  vow? 

A  son  to  Blied  his  f:itluT'8  blocl?* 
I  trembled  at  the  dismal  sounds, 

Hut  vainly  strove  a  word  to  nayj 
So.  pointing  to  his  bltv-ding  wounds, 

The  tlircat'ning  spectre  stuik'd  away. 
I  brouglit  a  lovely  dnughu'r  forth, 

His  fiithcr's  child,  in  A;iron'B  bedj 
De  took  her  from  mc  in  his  wrath, 

"  Where  is  my  child?"—"  Tiiy  child  I'  .kll'* 
Twas  false — we  wander'd  far  and  wid*. 

Through  town  and  countrj',  field  ana  t?^ 
Till  Aaron,  fighting,  fell  and  died. 

/  iyl  I  became  a  wife  again. 
I  tlj»i  was  young: — my  husband  soltJ 
Mj  fancic'l  charms  for  wicked  price. 
He  gave  me  oft  for  sinfnl  gold, 

The  slave,  hut  not  the  friend  of  vice:— 
Behold  me,  Heaven!  my  pnins  Inihold, 

And  let  them  for  my  sins  suffice  1 
The  wretch  who  lent  me  thus  for  gain. 

Despised  me  when  my  youth  w;is  fled; 
Then  came  disease,  and  brought  me  pam>^ 

Come,  Death,  and  bear  nie  to  the  dead! 
For  though  1  grieve,  my  grief  is  vain, 

And  fruitless  all  the  tears  I  shed. 
True,  I  w:vs  not  to  virtue  troiu'd, 

Yet  well  1  knew  my  deeds  were  ill; 
By  each  olfence  my  he^rt  was  paiu'd, 

I  wept,  but  I  offended  still; 
My  better  tliouglits,  my  life  disdain'd, 

Hut  yet  the  viler  led  my  will. 
My  husband  died,  and  now  no  more 

My  smile  was  sought,  or  ask'd  my  b  lld» 
A  widow  d  vag>-ant,  vile  and  p«xir. 

Beneath  a  vagrant's  vile  command- 
Ceaseless  I  roved  the  country  round. 
To  win  my  bread  by  fniudl'ul  art«, 
And  long  a  poor  subsistence  found. 

By  spreading  nets  for  simple  hearts. 
Thongh  poor,  and  abject,  and  despised, 

Their  fortunes  to  tlie  crowd  I  told; 
I  gave  the  young  the  love  they  priaed, 

And  promised  wealth  to  bless  the  old) 
Sc^mes  for  the  doubtful  1  devised, 
^nd  obaruis  for  the  forsaken  aoiLd. 
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At  length  for  arts  like  these  confined 

In  prison  with  ?.  liwless  crew, 
I  Boon  perceired  a  kiii'lred  nnud, 

And  there  my  lon}?-lo»t  danghter  knOfP; 
His  father's  cliild,  wlmtn  Aaron  gave 

To  wander  witli  a  distant  clan, 
Tlie  miseries  of  the  world  to  hrave, 

And  1)6  the  slave  of  \nce  and  man. 
3he  knew  my  name — wo  met  in  pain, 

Our  parting  pangs  can  I  express? 
She  sail'd  a  convict  o'er  the  main, 

And  left  an  heir  to  her  distress. 
This  is  that  heir  to  shame  and  pa'n. 

For  whom  I  only  conld  descry 
A  world  of  irouble  and  disdain: 

Yet,  could  I  hear  to  see  her  dio. 
Or  stretch  her  feeble  Imnds  in  vain. 

And  weepirig.  hejf  of  me  supply? 
Nol  though  the  fntc  thy  motlier  knew 

Was  shameful  I  shameful  though  thy  fK9 
Have  wander'd  all  a  lawless  crew, 

Outcasts  despised  in  every  place; 
Yet  as  the  dark  and  uuiddy  tide, 

When  far  from  its  iKjlIuted  source^ 
Becomes  more  pure  and  purified. 

Flows  in  a  clear  and  happy  course; 
In  thee,  dear  infant!  so  may  end 

Our  shame  in  tiiee  our  sorrows  ceaioS 
And  thy  pure  course  will  then  extend. 

In  floods  of  joy,  o'er  vales  of  peace, 
Ohl  by  the  God  who  loves  to  spare. 

Deny  me  not  the  boon  I  crave; 
Let  this  loved  child  your  mercy  share, 

And  let  me  find  a  peaceful  grave; 
Make  her  yet  spotless  soid  your  care. 

And  let  my  sins  tbeir  portion  have; 
Her  for  a  better  fate  prepare, 

And  ponish  whom  't  were  sin  to  Bsvel 

MAOI8TRATB. 

Recall  the  word,  reno\xnce  the  thought. 
Command  thy  heart  and  bend  thy  kna& 

There  is  to  all  a  pardon  brought, 
A  ransom  rich,  assured  and  free; 

T  is  fall  when  found,  't  is  found  if  songfal) 
Obi  seek  it,  till 't  is  seal'd  to  thee. 

TAORAHT. 

Dot  bow  my  pardon  shall  I  know? 


SIS 


MAQISTRATB. 

By  feclin;^  Arnxd  thnt  'tis  not  iCiA, 
By  tears  for  sin  tlmt^frecly  flow, 

By  pief,  that  all  tliy  tears  are  spontj 
By  thoiiglits  on  tint  prt'nt  debt  we  owo, 

With  all  the  mercy  fioi)  has  K-iit, 
By  sutFerinj;  wli;it  thou  cans*  not  show, 

Yet  showinjj  how  thine  heart  is  rent, 
Till  thou  cjinst  feel  thy  bosom  plow, 

Attl  say,  "  Mt  Saviour,  I  RtrEirrl" 


WOMAN! 

•^To  •  Woman  I  neTpr  a(1drr>ss(vl  mr*>'\T  in  th*  laninia^  of 
iecrncj  And  frientlship,  witliKUt  ri*c<-iTine  a  di-cint  aiu) 
^eniUy  answer.  If  i  wns  hutigry  or  thirsty,  wet  or  iiok, 
they  dul  not  hositiitc,  liUo  Men,  to  p»rrr>rm  a  (j>Mipnm»  ac- 


tion :  in  oo  free  and  Wind  n  mnnnrr  liid  they  oontrilmle  to  my 

Selief,  thai  if  I  was  dry,  I  drank   the  sweetejt  draui;ht;  and 
r  huncry,  I  ate  the  coarteat  inors.'l  with  a  di>ul>le  reliih."— 


Mr.  LtJyarJ,  a»  qtouJ  fry  ifuiufo  Parkt,  in  Au  TrareU  imU 
Africa. 


Place  the  white  nmn  on  Afric's  coast, 

Whose  swarthy  sons  in  blixxl  ilolight. 
Who  of  their  scorn  to  Kumjie  boast. 

And  paint  their  verj  demons  white: 
There,  while  the  sterner  sex  disdains 

To  soothe  the  woes  they  cannot  feel 
Woman  will  strive  to  heal  his  pain\ 

And  weep  fcr/  those  she  caiinot  heal: 
Hers  is  warm  pity's  sacred  plow; 

From  all  her  stores  she  bears  a  part, 
And  bids  the  spring  of'  hojw  re-flow, 

That  lanpiisli'd  in  the  faintin<i  heart 
'  What  Uioupli  so  pale  his  hazard  face, 

So  sunk,  and  sad  his  looks," — she  crieci 
'And  far  unlike  our  nobler  race, 

With  cnsped  locks  and  rolling  eycM: 
Yet  misery  marks  him  of  our  kind; 

We  see  him  lost,  alone,  afraid ; 
And  pangs  of  body,  griefs  in  mind. 
Pronounce  him  man,  and  ask  our  akL 
'Perhaps  Ln  some  far-distant  shore, 

I'bore  are  who  in  thos^,  forms  delight; 
Wliose  milky  features  ploase  them  more, 

Than  oijrs  of  :et  thus  buruish'd  bri(;titj 
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Of  roch  mny  be  liis  wnepin?  wife,  ■ 

Snch  cliilHren  for  their  sire  may  caII,  I 

And  if  we  spare  liis  ebbing  life, 

Onr  kindness  mflv  prcsj-n-e  them  tSL' 
Thns  her  compassion  Woman  "^Iiows, 

Beneath  the  h'ne  her  acts  are  tliese; 
Nor  the  wide  waste  of  Lapland-snows, 
Can  her  warm  flow  of  pity  freeze: — 

"  From  some  sad  land  the  stranger  oomsit 

Where  jovs  like  ours  are  never  found; 
Let's  soothe  him  in  our  Imppy  homes, 
\Miere  freedom  sits,  with  plenty  crown''! 
T  18  good  the  fainting  soul  to  cheer, 
Tasce  the  famish'd  stranger  fed: 
To  milk  for  him  the  mother-deer, 

To  smooth  for  him  the  furry  bed. 

The  powers  above  our  Lapland  blest 

V.'ith  good  no  other  jwople  know; 

T'  enlarge  the  joys  that  we  possess. 

By  feeling  those  that  we  bestowl" 

T'.as  in  extremes  of  cold  and  heat, 

Wh(rc  wandering  man  may  trace  his  kind;, 
TMierever  grief  and  want  retreat. 

In  woman  they  compassion  'ind; 
She  makes  the  female  breast  her  seat, 

And  dictates  mercy  to  the  mind. 
Man  may  the  sterner  virtues  know, 
Determined  justice,  truth  severe; 
Biit  female  hearts  with  pity  glow. 

And  Woman  holds  affliction  dear; 
For  guiltless  woes  her  sorrows  flow, 

And  Bufiering  \-icc  compels  her  tear; 
T  is  hers  to  soothe  the  ills  below. 

And  bid  life's  fairer  views  appear: 
To  Woman's  gentle  kind  we  owe 

What  comforts  and  delights  ns  here; 
They  its  gay  hope^  on  youth  bestov, 
Acd  c«7e  tkiey  soothe,  acd  age  the/  3*  oa; 
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INEBRIETY. 

A  POEM. 


The  mi^'hty  spirit,  Hiid  its  power,  which  stains 

The  bliKxiiess  c)ie«k,  and  vivities  iho  braios, 

I  sing      Say,  ye,  its  fuTy  vot'ries  true. 

The  jovial  oiirnto,  and  tiio  shrill-toiipiicd  shrew; 

Ye,  in  tiio  thxxls  of  limpid  jH)is<»n  iiurst, 

Wiere  ';•»  wl  the  second  chaniis  like  U)wl  the  first; 

Say  how,  and  why,  the  sparkling  ill  is  shed 

The  heart  which  hardens,  and  which  rules  toe  oeoii 

When  winter  stern  his  gloomy  front  upn;ars, 
A  sahle  void  the  barren  earth  aiipwirs; 
The  mejuls  no  more  their  former  verdure  boast, 
Fast  bound  their  streams,  and  all  their  beauty  loat; 
The  herds,  the  flocks,  in  icy  pinnents  mourn, 
AnJ  wildly  murmur  for  the  spring's  return; 
Fron.  *now-toj)()'d  hills  llie  whirlwinds  keenly  blow 
Howl  through  the  woods,  and  pierrr  the  vales  beloW 
Through  the  sharp  air  a  flaky  tonvnt  i\'h'\ 
blocks  the  slow  sight,  and  hides  the  gkjoiny  skiM; 
The  fleecy  clouds  their  chilly  bosoms  bare. 
And  slie<J  their  siihstAiice  on  the  fl<>;iting  air; 
The  floating  air  tlieir  downy  substiwice  glides 
Through  springing  waters,  and  prevents  their  tidM{ 
Seizes  the  rolling  waves,  and,  as  a  god, 
Charms  their  swift  race,  and  sto[is  the  refluent  Hood 
Tiie  opening  valves,  which  fill  the  vernal  road, 
Th>n  sc-ircely  urge  along  the  sanguine  flood; 
The  lal>ouring  pulse,  a  slower  motion  ruleef 
The  tendons  etilVen,  and  the  spirit  cools; 
Each  asks  the  aid  of  Nature's  sister,  Art, 
To  clieer  the  senses,  and  to  warm  the  hearb 

The  gentle  fair  on  nervous  tea  relies, 
VMiilst  gay  good  -nature  sparkles  in  her  eyes; 
An  inofl'ensive  scandal  fluttering  round, 
Too  rough  to  tickle,  aud  too  light  to  wound; 
Champagne  the  courtier  drinks,  the  siilccn  to  oImm^ 
The  colonel  burgundy,  and  port  his  grace. 
Turtle  aud  'riiic  the  city  rulers  clnrm, 
Alt)  aail  cuuUiui  liio  lobo  wui^  ^mtinmiui  wamii 
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O'er  the  dall  embers,  happy  Colin  f  ta, 
Colin,  the  prince  of  joite,  smd  rural  wits; 
Whilst  the  wind  whistles  through  the  hollow  panc^ 
He  drinks,  nor  of  the  rude  assault  com[)lHin8; 
And  tells  the  talc,  from  sire  to  son  retold, 
Of  spirits  vanishing  near  hidden  i^old; 
Of  moon-clad  imps  that  tremble  by  the  dew, 
Who  skim  the  air,  or  glide  o'er  waters  blue; 
The  thion;;  invisible  that,  doubtless,  float 
By  mouldering  tombs,  and  o'er  the  stagn&nt  vaoei,i 
Fays  diuily  glancing  on  the  msset  plain, 
And  all  the  dreadful  nothing  of  the  green. 
Peace  be  to  such,  the  happiest  and  the  best. 
Who  with  the  forms  of  fancy  urge  their  jeati 
Who  wage  no  war  with  an  avenger's  rod, 
Nor  in  the  pride  of  reason  curse  their  God- 
When  in  the  vaulted  arch  Lucina  gleams. 
And  gaily  dances  o'er  the  azure  streams; 
On  silent  ether  when  a  trembling  sound 
Reverberates,  and  wildly  floats  around, 
Breaking  through  trackless  space  upon  the  ea? 
Conclude  the  Bacxjhanalian  rustic  near; 
0  er  hills  and  vales  the  jovial  savage  reels, 
Fire  in  his  head  and  frenzy  at  his  heels; 
From  paths  direct  the  bending  hero  swerves, 
And  shapes  his  way  in  ill-proportioned  curves 
Now  s;ife  arriveci.  his  sleeping  rib  he  calls, 
And  madly  thunders  on  the  muddy  walls) 
The  well-  known  sounds  an  equal  fury  move; 
For  rage  meets  rage,  as  love  enkindles  love; 
In  vain  the  'wakened  infant's  accents  shrill, 
The  humble  regions  of  the  cotUige  fill ; 
fci  vain  the  cricket  chirps  the  mansion  throng*!, 
'Tis  war,  and  blood,  and  battle  must  ensue. 
As  when,  on  humble  st;ige,  him  Satan  hi^jht 
Defies  the  brazen  hero  to  the  fight: 
From  twanging  strokes  what  dire  misfortunes  ^iisOy 
What  fat«  to  maple  arms  and  glassen  eyesl 
Qere  lies  a  leg  of  elm,  and  there  a  stroke 
From  ashen  neck  lias  whirl'd  a  licad  of  oak. 
So  drops  from  either  power,  with  vengeance  big^ 
A  remnant  night-cap  and  an  old  cut  wig; 
Titles  unmusical  retorted  round. 
On  either  ear  with  leaden  vengeance  bound; 
Till  equal  valour,  equal  woimds  create. 
And  drowsy  peace  concludes  the  fell  debate} 
Sleep  in  her  woollen  mantle  wraps  tin  pair, 
And  sheds  bar  ^ri^pies  on  the  oiubicul  Qt7) 


tnlorlcuUon  (lies,  as  fury  fled. 

On  rooky  pinions  quits  the  aching  head, 

Returning  reason  cools  the  fiery  blu<»<i, 

Aii'J  drivcH  from  memory  s  seat  the  rosy  po>l. 

Yet  still  he  holds  o'er  some  his  nmildening  nil^ 

Still  switys  his  sc<!i)tre,  and  still  know*  his  foul; 

Witness  the  livid  lip,  and  fiery  front. 

With  m:iiiy  a  smarting  trophy  phiced  npon't. 

The  hollow  eye,  which  jiliiys  in  misty  springs, 

And  the  hoarse  voice,  which  rough  and  broken  lioglt 

These  arc  his  iriuinplis  and  o'er  tlieso  be  rei^pia 

The  blinking  deity  of  reeling  brains. 

See  Inebriety!  her  wand  she  waves. 
And  lo!  her  pale,  and  lol  her  purple  alavesl 
Sots  ill  embroidery,  and  sots  in  crape, 
or  every  order,  station,  rank,  and  sliape: 
The  king,  who  nods  i\\)ou  his  rattle  throne; 
The  staggering  ]>ecr,  to  midnight  revel  prone; 
The  slow-tongned  hisliop,  and  the  deacon  sly. 
The  humble  pensioner,  and  gownsman  dry; 
The  proud,  the  mean,  the  selfish,  and  the  great, 
Swell  the  dull  throng,  and  stagger  into  state. 

Lo!  proud  Flaininius  at  the  splendid  boan^ 
The  easy  chaplain  of  an  atheist  lord, 
QuiiiVs  the  bright  juice,  with  all  the  gust  of  aeoK^ 
And  clouds  his  bntiu  in  torpid  elegiuice; 
In  china  vases,  seel  the  sparkling  ill. 
From  gay  decanters  view  the  rosy  rill; 
The  ueat-uarvcd  pipes  in  silver  settle  laid^ 
The  screw  by  matheinatic  cunning  niadei 
Oh,  happ3'  priest!  whose  Ciod,  like  Lg\'pt'»  lic% 
At  once  the  deity  and  sacrifice. 
Hut  is  Klaminius  then  the  m.an  alone 
To  whom  the  joys  of  swhuming  bniiun  are  kiwwD 
Lo!  the  pfH)r  to])er  whose  untutor'd  sense. 
Sees  bliss  in  ale,  and  can  with  wine  dispense; 
\\'ho8e  head  proud  fiuicy  never  taught  to  stear, 
Beyond  the  muddy  ecstacies  of  beer; 
But  simple  nature  can  her  longing  quench. 
Behind  the  settle's  curve,  or  humbler  bench: 
Some  kitchen  fire  dilVusing  warmth  around, 
The  8emi-glo't>e  by  hieroglyphics  crown'd; 
Where  canvass  pure  displays  the  brass  enroll'ct 
Nor  waiters  rave,  nor  landlord's  thirst  for  gold* 
Ale  and  content  his  fancy's  bounds  confine, 
He  asks  no  limpid  punch,  no  rosy  wine; 
But  sees,  athnitted  to  au  equal  share. 
Eacli  fiutlil'til  swuu  the  heady  potion  bean; 
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Go  wscr  tbon!  and  in  thy  Bcale  of  Uste, 
Weigh  gout  and  gravel  a;;ain.->t  ale  and  roat; 
Call  vulgar  palates  what  thou  judgest  so; 
Say  beer  is  heavy,  windy,  cold,  and  slow; 
I.Augli  at  poor  sots  with  insolent  pretence. 
Yet  cry,  when  tortured,  whfre  is  Providence? 

In  various  forms  the  nia'id'ning  sjiirit  moves, 
TLij  drinks  and  fights,  nnotiicr  drinks  and  loTCS' 
A  biifcUird  zeal,  of  dilTerenl  kinds  it  shows, 
And  now  with  rage,  and  now  religion  glows: 
The  frantic  soul  bright  reason's  path  deries, 
Now  creeps  on  earth,  now  triumjihs  in  the  skies; 
Swims  in  the  s<;as  of  error,  and  explores, 
Through  niidniglit  mists,  the  fluctuating  sliorec{ 
From  wave  to  wave  m  rocky  channel  glides, 
And  sinks  in  woe,  or  on  presumption  slides; 
In  pride  exalted,  or  hy  shame  depre.st. 
An  angel-devil,  or  a  human-beast. 

Some  rage  in  all  the  strength  of  folly  mad; 
Some  love  stufjidity,  in  silence  clad, 
Are  never  quarrelsome,  are  never  gay. 
But  sleep  and  groan,  and  drink  the  night  away  • 
Old  Torpio  nods,  and  as  the  laugh  goes  round, 
Grunts  through  the  nasal  duct,  and  joins  the  scoD^ 
Then  sleeps  again,  and,  as  the  liquors  pass, 
Wakes  at  the  friendly  jog,  and  takes  his  glass: 
Alike  to  him  who  stands,  or  reels,  or  moves, 
The  elbow  ch.air,  good  wine,  and  sleep  he  loves; 
Nor  cares  of  state  disturb  his  easy  head, 
By  grosser  fumes,  and  calmer  follies  fed; 
Nor  tlioughts  of  when,  or  where,  or  how  to  camo 
The  canvass  general,  or  the  general  dix)m 
Extremes  ne'er  reach  d  one  passion  of  lus  wul, 
A  villain  tame,  and  an  unmettled  fool, 
To  half  hi.s  vices  he  has  but  pretonce, 
For  they  usurp  the  place  of  common  scnso, 
To  half  his  little  merit  has  no  claim, 
For  very  indolence  has  raised  his  name; 
Happy  in  this,  that,  under  Satan's  sway, 
His  p;issions  tremble,  but  will  not  o\>vy. 

The  vicar  at  the  table's  front  presides, 
Whose  presence  a  mona.stic  Life  derides; 
The  reverend  wig,  in  sideway  order  placed. 
The  reverend  band,  by  rubric  st^iins  di.sgraoed, 
The  leering  eye,  in  wayward  circles  rull'd, 
Mark  him  the  pastor  of  a  jovial  fold, 
Wlif/se  various  texts  excite  a  loud  applaGse, 
FaTouriii(j  the  bottle  and  tU)  good  old  i 
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Boel  the  dull  smile  whicb  fearfully  appear*, 
When  gross  indecency  her  front  iiprears. 
The  joy  conccal'd,  the  Hercer  barns  wiihln, 
As  masks  ad'onl  the  keeni>st  piist  to  sin. 
Imagination  helps  the  reverend  sire. 
And  spreads  tiie  sails  of  suh-divinv^  desire; 
Cut  '.vheii  the  gay  immoral  joke  goes  round- 
When  shame  and  all  her  blushing  train  are  drowii'^ 
Iliither  tiiaii  hear  liis  Owl  blasphemed,  he  takes 
Thf  last  loved  glass,  and  then  the  board  lorsakea. 
Not  tliat  religion  prompts  the  sober  thought, 
line  slavish  custom  lias  the  priictice  taugiit; 
Besides,  this  zealous  son  of  warm  devotioa 
Has  a  true  Invite  Mas  for  pn)motion. 
Vicars  must  with  discretion  go  astmy, 
Whilst  bi:iliops  may  be  damn'd  the  nearest  w»yj 
So  puny  robbers  individuals  kill, 
When  hector-heroes  murder  as  they  wilL 
Good  honest  Curio  elbows  the  divine. 
And  strives  a  social  sinner  how  to  shine; 
Tlie  dull  quaint  tale  is  his,  the  lengtlien'd  tale, 
That  Wilton  farmers  give  you  with  tlteir  ale, 
How  midnight  ghosts  o'er  vaults  terrific  pass, 
Dance  o'er  the  grave,  and  slide  along  the  graas{ 
Or  how  pale  Cicely  within  the  wotW 
Call'd  Satan  forth,  and  bargain'd  with  her  bloodv 
These,  honest  Curio,  are  thine,  and  these 
Are  the  dull  treasures  of  a  brain  at  peace; 
No  wit  intoxicates  thy  gerUle  scull. 
Of  heavy,  native,  un wrought  folly  full: 
Bowl  upon  bowl  in  vain  exert  their  force, 
The  breathing  spirit  tikes  a  downward  course. 
Or  vainly  soaring  upwards  to  the  heivl, 
Meets  an  impenetrable  fence  of  lead. 

H;ust  thou,  oh  reader!  scarch'd  o'er  gentle  G»y 
Where  various  aniinals  their  powers  display? 
In  one  strange  group  a  chattering  race  are  burl'd 
Led  by  the  monkey  who  had  seen  the  world. 
Like  him  Kabricio  steals  from  guardian's  side, 
Swims  not  in  pleasure's  stream,  but  sips  the  liAt 
He  hates  the  bottle,  yet  but  thinks  it  right 
To  boast  next  day  the  honours  of  the  night' 
None  like  your  coward  can  describe  a  tight. 
See  him  as  down  the  sparkling  potion  goes, 
Labour  to  grin  away  the  horrid  dose; 
In  joy-feignd  gaze  his  misty  eyeballs  floaty 
Th'  uncivil  epint  gurgling  at  his  throat; 
So  looks  dim  Titan  through  a  wintry  scene} 
And  faintly  cheers  the  woo  foreboding  svfaio- 
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Tinrion,  long  pmctiKcd  in  the  echooi  ot  aft, 
LRis  lost  each  hner  feeling  of  the  heart; 
Triumphs  o'er  shame,  aud,  with  delusive  wilc^ 
Lau::lis  at  the  idiot  he  himself  beguiles: 
So  matrons  past  the  awe  ol  censure's  tougoe^ 
Deride  the  blushes  of  the  fair  aud  yoimg. 
Few  with  more  tire  on  every  subject  spoke, 
But  chief  he  loved  the  gay  immorai  jOke; 
The  words  most  sacred,  stole  from  holy  writ, 
lie  gave  a  newer  form,  and  call'd  them  wit. 
Vice  never  had  a  more  sincere  ally, 
So  bold  no  sinner,  yet  no  saint  so  sly; 
Learn'd  but  not  wise,  and  without  virtue  brail 
A  gay,  deluding,  philosophic  knave.      • 
When  Bacchus'  joys  his  airy  fancy  fire, 
They  stir  a  new,  but  still  a  false  desire; 
And  to  the  comfort  of  each  untaught  fool, 
Horace  in  English  viudic^ites  the  bowl. 
"  The  man,"  says  Timou,  "  wiio  is  drunk  is  blflil^ 
No  fears  disturb,  no  cares  destroy  his  rest; 
In  thoughtless  joy  he  reels  away  his  life, 
Nor  dreads  that  worst  of  ills,  a  noisy  wfe." 
Oh  I  place  me,  Jove,  where  none  but  women  i 
And  thunders  worse  than  thine  aiflict  the  roooit 
Where  one  eternal  nothing  flutters  round, 
And  senseless  titt'ring  sense  of  mirth  coafoood* 
Or  lead  me  bound  to  garret,  Babel-high, 
Where  frantic  poet  rolls  his  crazy  eye, 
Tiring  the  ear  with  oft-repeated  chymes, 
And  smiling  at  the  never-ending  rhymes: 
E'en  here,  o.-  there,  I  11  be  as  blest  as  Jove 
Give  me  tobacco,  and  the  wine  I  love." 
Applause  from  hands  the  dying  accents  break. 
Of  stiigcc'ring  sots  who  vainly  try  to  speak; 
From  Milo,  bim  who  hangs  upon  each  word. 
And  in  loud  praises  splits  the  tortured  board, 
Collects  each  sentence,  ere  it's  better  known. 
And  makes  the  mutilated  joke  his  own. 
At  weekly  club  to  flourish,  where  he  rules. 
The  glorious  president  of  grosser  fools. 

But  cease,  my  Muse!  of  those,  or  these  enough, 
The  fools  who  listen,  and  the  knaves  who  scoff; 
The  jest  profane,  that  mocks  th'  ofl'ended  Giod, 
Defies  his  power,  and  sets  at  nought  his  rod; 
The  empty  laugh,  discretion's  vainest  foe, 
From  fool  to  fool  re-echoed  to  and  fro; 
The  sly  indecency,  that  slowly  springs 
From  barren  wit,  and  halts  on  trembling  wint;*,- 
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Enuugl'  of  these,  and  all  the  oluurras  of  ^^ne, 

Bu  snber  jovH.  and  soical  eveniugs  miiie; 

When;  ;>(;:ice  aii(i  renson,  unsoil'd  mirth  impro?* 

The  powers  of  friendship  and  the  joys  of  love; 

Where  t/u>u);lit  meets  thouf^ht  ere  words  its  fonxi  atUlf 

And  all  is  sacrcil,  elegant,  and  gay; 

Such  pleasure  leaves  no  Horrow  on  the  mind, 

Too  grcjit  to  fall  to  sicken  too  refined ; 

Too  soft  for  noise,  and  too  sublime  for  art, 

The  social  solivce  of  Uio  feeling  heart. 

For  sloth  too  rapid,  and  for  wit  too  high, 

'^ti»  Vixtbb's  oleaBure,  aod  can  nerer  iii»i 
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